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of Daphne, break but a bud from a li 
bough—and die.

"Heed thou
And etay and be happy.” 

Ben-Hur left the interpretation oi 
mystic notice to others fast enclc 
him, and turned away as the white 
waa led by. The boy sat in the ba 
followed by a procession; alter t 
again, the woman with the goats; 
behind her the flute and tabret pla’ 
and another procession of gift-brini 

“Whither go they 1» asked a 
■Under.

Another made answer, “The bul 
Father Jove : the goat”—

“Did not Apollo once keep the fl< 
ef Admetus 1''

“Ay, the goat to Apollo ?"
The goodness of the reader is a 

besought in favour of an explanat 
A certain facility of accomodation in 
matter of religion comes to us i 
much intercourse with people of a 
ferent faith; gradually we attain 
truth that every creed is illustrate 
good men who are entitled to our res] 
but whom we cannot respect will 
courtesy to their creed. To this p 
Ben Hur had arrived. Neither 
years in Rome cor those in the gi 
had made any impression upon 
religious faith ; he was yet a Jew. 
nis view, nevertheless, it was not 
impiety to look for the beautiful in 
Grove of Daphne,

The remark does not Interdict 
further saying, If hie scruples had 1 
ever so extreme, not improbably he wi 
at this time have smothered them, 
was angry; not as the Irritable, I 
chafing of a trifle; nor was his anger 
the fool’s, pumped from the wells of n 
ing, to be dissipated by a reproach < 
curse; it was the wrath peculiar to art 
“•lures rudely awakened by the sue 
annihilation of a hope—dream, if 
will—in which the choicest happlm 
were thought to be certainly in reach, 
such case nothing intermediate will c 
off the passion—the quarrel is with I 

Let us follow the philosophy a 1 
further, and say to ourselves, it were 
In such quarrels if Fate were eometl 
tangible, to be despatched with a loo 
a blow, or a speaking personage ' 
whom high words were possible; then 
unhappy mortal would not always 
the affair by punishing himself.

In ordinary mood, Ben-Hur would 
have come to the Grove alone, or, 
alone, he would have availed himsel 
his position in the consul’s family, 
made provision against wandering 
about, unknowing and unknown ; 
would have had all the points of inti 
in mind, and gone to them under g 
■nee, as In the despatch of business; 
wishing to squander days of leisure in 
beautiful place, he would have had 
hand a letter to the master of it all 
soever he might be. This 
made him a sight-seer, like the shou 
herd he was accompanying; whereai 
had no reverence for the deities of 
Grove, nor curiosity ; a man in the bl 
ness of bitter disappointment, he 
adrift, not waiting for Fate, but seel 
it as a desperate challenger.

Every one has known this conditio 
mind, though perhaps not all in the s 
degree; every one will recognize it at 
condition in which he has done b 
things with apparent serenity; and e1 
one reading will say, Fortunate for 1 
Hur if the folly which now catches 
is but a friendly harlequin with wh 
and painted cap, and not some Viol 
with pointed sword pitiless.

10 BE CONTINUED,

BENHUR;OB, ’
■ scholar ; in art, philosophy, 

rhetoric, oratory, he would have fur
nished me the meet famous teacher. I 
declined his insistence, because I was a 
Jew. and eould not forget the Lord God, 

the glory of the prophets, or the city 
i on the hills by David and Solomon. 

Oh, ask you wbv I accepted any of the 
benefactions of the Borneo? I loved 
him; next place, I thought I could, with 
his help, array influences which would 
enable me one day to unseal the mys
tery eloee-locking the fete oi my mother 
and sister j and to three there was yet 
another motive of wh eh I shall not 
speak except to say it controlled me so 
far that I devoted myself to arms, and 
the acquisition of everything deemed 
essential to thorough knowledge of the 
art of war. In the palœitiœ and cir
cuses of the city I toiled, and in the 
camps no less; and in all of them I have 
a name, but not that of my fathers. 
The crowns I won—and on the walls of 
the villa by Misenum there are many of 
them—all came to me as the son of 
Arrius, the duumvir. Io that relation
only am I known among Roman..............
In steadfast pursuit of my secret aim, I 
left Rome for Antioch, intending to 
accompany the Consul Maxentius in the 
campaign he is organizing against the 
Parthian». Muter of personal skill in 
all arms, I seek now the higher knowl
edge pertaining to the conduct of bodies 
of men in the field. The consul has 
admitted me one of his military family. 
But yesterday, as our ship entered the 
Urontes, two other ships sailed in with 
us flying yellow flags. A fellow-passenger 
and countryman from Cyprus explained 
that the vessels belonged to Simonides, 
the master-merchant of Antioch; he told 
us, also, who the merchant wu ; his 
marvellous success in commerce ; of his 
fleets and caravans, and their coming 
and going ; and, not knowidg 
interest in the theme beyond my asso
ciate listeners, he said Simonides was a 
Jew, once the servant of the Prince Hur; 
nor did he conceal the cruelties of 
Gratus, or the purpose of their inflic
tion."

At this allusion Simonides bowed his 
head, and, as if to help him conceal his 
feelings and her own deep sympathy, the 
daughter bid her lace on bis neck. 
Directly he raised his eyes, and said, in 
a clear voice, “I am listening."

“0 good Simonides J ’ Ben-Hur then 
said, advancing a step 
seeking expression, “I see thou art not 
convinced, and that yet I stand in the 
shadow of thy distrust."

The merchant held his features fixed as 
marble, and his tongue ar still.

“And not lets clearly I see the difficul
ties of my position," Ben-Hur continued. 
“All my Roman connections I can prove ;
I have only to call upon the consul 
the guest of the governor of the city ; but 
I cannot prove the particulars of Why 
demand upon me, I cannot prove I am 
my father’s son. They who could serve 
me in that—slss ! they are dead or lost.”

He covered his face with hie hands ; 
whereupon Esther arose, and, taking the 
rejected cup to him, said, “The wine is of 
the country we all so love. Drink, [ pray 
thee !"

The voice was sweet as that of Rsbekah 
offering drink at the well near Nshor the 
city ; he saw there were tears in her eyes, 
and he drank, saying, “Daughttr of 
Simonides, thy heart is lull of goodness ; 
and merciful art thou to let the stranger 
share it with thy father. Be thou blessed 
of our God ! 1 thank thee."

Then he addressed himself to the mer
chant again :

"As 1 have no proof that I am my 
father’s son, I will withdraw that I 
demanded of thee, 0 Simonides, and go 
hence to trouble you no more ; only let 
me say I did not seek thy return to servi
tude nor account of thy fortune; in any 
event, 1 would have said, as now I say, 
that all which is product of thy labor and 
genius Is thine ; keep it in welcome. I 
have no need of any part thereof. When 
the good Quintus, my second father, sailed 
on the voyage which was his last, be left 
me his heir princely rich. If, therefore, 
thou dost think of me again, be it with 
remembrance of this question, which, as I 
do swear by the prophets and Jehovah, 
thy God and mine, was the chief purpose 
of my coming here. What dost thou 
know—what canst thou tell me—of my 
mother and Tuzih my sister—she who 
should be in beauty and grace even as this 
one, by sweetness of life, if not thy very 
life ? Oh ! what canst thou tell me of 
them ?"

The tears ran down Esther's cheeks; but 
the man was wilful : in a dear voice he 
replied:

I have said I knew the Prince Ben- 
Hur, I remember hearing of the misfor
tune which

had ■oa should. Hearken I A young mao Is
now descending to the store-room—tall, 
comely, and In the garb of Israel; follow 
him, hit shadow not more faithful: end 
every night tend me report of where he it, 
whet he does, end the company he keeps; 
end if, without discovery, you overhear 
hit conversations, report them word (or 
word, together with whatever will serve 
to expose him, hie habits, motives, life. 
Understand you ? Go quickly ! Stay, 
Melluch: if he leave the city, go after him 
—and, mark you, Mallueb, be as a friend. 
If ha bespeak yon, tell him what you will 
to the occasion most suited, except that 
you are in my service; of that, not a 
word. Huts—mike haste I"

The man saluted as before, and was 
gone.

Then Simonides rubbed his wan hands 
together, and laughed.

“What is the day, daughter ?" he said in 
the midst of the mood. "What is the 
dey ? I wish to remember it for happi
ness come. See, and look for it laughing, 
and laughing tell me, Esther.”

The merriment teemed unnatural to 
her; and, aa if to entreat him from it, she 
answered sorrowfully, “Woe's me, father, 
that I should ever lorget this day !"

His hands fell down the testent, and his 
chin, dropping upon his breast, lost itself 
in the muffling fulde of flesh composing 
his lower face,

“True, most true, my daughter !” he 
said without looking up. “This 1» the 
twentieth day of the fourth month. To
day five yean ago, my Rachel, thy mother, 
fell down and died. They brought me 
home broken as thou seest me, and we 
found her dead of grief. Oh, to me she 
was a clutter of camphire in the vineyards 
of Eogedi ! I have gathered my myrrh 
with my spice. I have eaten my honey
comb with my honey. We laid her away 
In a lonely place—in a tomb cut in the 
mountain ; no one near her. Yet in the 
darkness she left me a little light, which 
the years have increased to a brightness of 
morning.’’ He raised bis hand and rested 
it upon his daughter’s head. “Dear Lord,
I think Thee that now in my Either my 
lost Rtchel liveth again !"

Directly he lifted his head, and said, as 
with a sudden thought, “Is it not clean 
day outside ?"

“It was, when the young man came in."
“Then let Abimeli ch come and take 

me to the garden, where I can see the 
river and the ships, and I will tell thee, 
dear Esther, why bat now my mouth 
filled with laughter, and my tongue with 
singiig, and my spirit was like to a roe or 
to a young hart upon the mountains of 
spices.”

In answer to the bell a servant came, 
and at the bidding pushed the chair, set 
on little wheels for the purpose, out of the 
room to the roof of the lower house, called 
by him his garden. Oat through the rcses, 
and by beds of lesser flowers, all triumphs 
of careful attendance, but now unnoticed, 
he was rolled to a petition from which he 
could view the palsce-tope over against 
him on the Inland, the budge in lessening 
perspective to the farther shore, and the 
river below the bridge crowded with ves
sels, all swimming am’dit the dancing 
splendours of the early sun upon the 
rippling water. There the servant left 
h.m with Either.

The much shouting of laborers, and 
their beating and pounding, did not dis
turb him any more than the tramping of 
people on the bridge-floor almost over 
head, being as familiar to his ear as the 
view before him to his eye, and therefore 
unnoticeable, except as suggestions of pro
fits in promise.

Esther sat on the arm of the chair 
nursing his hand, and waiting his speech, 
which came at length in the calm way, 
the mighty will having carried him back 
to himself.

“When the young man waa speaking, 
Esther, I observed thee, and thought 
thou wert won by him.”

Her eyes fell as she replied :
“Speak you of faith, father, I believed

Esther, art the sovereign excellence of 
Hie favor."

He drew her to his breast and kissed 
her many time*.

“Hear now,” he said with clearer voice 
—“bear now why I laughed this morn
ing. The young man faced me the 
apparition of hie father in comely youth. 
My spirit arose to salute him. I felt my 
trial-days were over and my labors 
ended. Hardly eould I keep from cry
ing out. I longed to take him by toe 
hand and show the balance I had earned, 
and say, ‘Li, 'lis all lbine ! and I am 
thy servant, ready now to be called 
away.’ And so 1 would have done, 
Esther, so I would have done, but that 
moment three thoughts rushed to re
strain me. I will be sure he is my mas
ter's son—such was the first thought; 
if he is my master’s son, I will learn 
somewhat of his nature. Of those born 
to riches, bethink you, Esther, how 
many there are in whose hands riches 
are but Weeding curses”—be paused, 
while his hands clutched, and hit voice 
shrilled with passion—“Either, consider 
Ute psios I endured at the Roman’s 
hands; nay not Grains' alone : the 
merciless wretches who did his bidding 
the first time and the last were Romans, 
and they all alike laughed to hear me 
scream. Consider my broken body, and 
the years I have gone shorn of my 
stature; consider thy mother yonder in 
her lonely tomb, crushed of soul as I of 
body; consider the sorrows of my mas
ter’s family if they are living, and the 
cruelty of their taking-off if they are dead; 
consider all, and, with Heaven’s love 
about thee, tell me, daughter, shall not 
a hair fall or a drop run in expiation ? 
Tell me not, as the preachers sometimes 
do—tell me not that vengeance is the 
Lord's. Does He not work His will 
harmfully as well as in love by agencies ? 
Has He not His men of war more num
erous than His prophets ? Is not His 
the law, Eye for eye, hand for hand, foot 
for foot ? Oh, in all these years I have 
dreamed of vengeance, and prayed and 
provided for it, and gathered patience 
from the growing of my store, thinking 
and promising, as the Lord liveth, it 
will one day buy me punishment, 
of the wrong-doers ? 
speaking of bis practice with arms, the 
young man said it was for a nameless 
purpose, I named the purpose even as 
be spoke—vengeance ! and that, Esther, 
that it was—the third thought which 
held me still and bard while his plead
ing lasted, and made me laugh when he 
was gone."

Esther caressed the faded hands, and 
said, as if her spirit with hit were runn
ing forward to results, “He is gone. Will 
he come again ?”

“Ay, Malluch the faithful goes with 
him, and will biing him back when I am 
ready.”

“And when will that be, father Î”
“Nut long, not long. He thinks all bis 

witnesses dead. There is one living who 
will not fail to know him, it he be indeed 
my master’s son."

“His mother ?"
"Nay, daughter, I will set the witness 

before him ; till then let us rest the busi
ness with the Lord. I am tired. Call 
Abimelech."

Esther called the servant, and they 
returned into the house.

crowd going with him. Ho treated 
the processional display with like indif. 
ferences. To say truth, besides his self- 
absorption, he had not a little of the 
complacency oi a Roman visiting the 
provinces fresh from the ceremonies 
which daily eddied round and round the 
golden pillar set up by Aug 
contre of the world. It wee 
for the provincee to offer anything now 
or superior. He rather availed himself 
of every opportunity to push forward 
through the companies In the way, and 
too slow-going for hit Impatience. By 
the 'time he reached Heracleia, a sub
urban village intermediate the city and 
the Grove, no wai somewhat spent with 
exercise, and began to be «ueceptlble of 
entertainment. Once a pair of goats 
led by a beautiful woman, women arA 
goats alike brilliant with ribbon» and 
flowers, attracted his attention. Then 
he stopped to look at a bull of mighty 
girth, and enowy-white, covered with 
vioea freshly cut, and bearing on ite 
broad beck a naked child in a basket, the 
image of a young Bacchus, squeezing the 
juice of ripened berries into a goblet, and 
drinking with libational formulae. Aa 
he resumed his walk, he 
dered whose altare would be enriched by 
the offerings. A home went by with 
dipped mine, after the fashion of the 
time, his rider superbly dressed. He 
smiled to observe the harmony of pride 
between the min end the brute. Often 
after that he turned his head at hearing 
the rumble of wheels and the dull thud of 
hoofs; unconsciously he was becoming in
terested In the styles of chariots and char
ioteers, as they rustled put him going and 
coming. Nor wu it long until he be
gan to mike notes of the people around 
him. He law they were of all ages, 
sexes, and conditions, and all in holiday 
attire. One company wu uniformed In 
white, another in black; some bore flags, 
some smoking censers; some went slowly, 
tinging hymns; others stepped to the 
music of flutes and tablets. If such were 
the going to Daphne every dey in the 
year, what a wondrous sight Daphne must 
be! At lut there wu a clapping of hands, 
snd a burst of joyous cries; following the 
pointing of many fingers, he looked and 
saw upon the brow of a hill the templed 
gate of the consecrated Grove. The 
hymns swelled to louder strains; the music 
quickened time; and, borne along by the 
impulsive current, and sharing the com
mon eagerness, he passed in, and, Roman
ized in tute as lie war, fell to worshipping 
the place.

Rearward of the structure which graced 
the entrance-way—a purely Grecian pil 
he stood upon a broad esplande paved 
with polished stone; eround him a restless 
exclamatory multitude, in gayest colors, 
relieved against the iridescent spray flying 
crystal white from fountains; before him, 
off to the southwest, dustless paths radi
ated out into a garden, and beyond that 
into a forest, over which rested a veil of 
pale-blue vapour. Ben-Hur gized wist
fully, uncertain where to go. A woman 
at that moment exclaimed !

“Beautiful! But where to now?"
Her companion, wearing a chaplet of 

bays, laughed and answered, “Go to, thou 
pretty betbaiien! The question Implies 
an earthly feat; and did we not agree to 
leave a<l such behind in Antioch with the 
rusty earth? The winds which blow here 
are respiration» of the gods. Let us give 
ourselves to weftege of the winds.”

“But if we should get lost?"
“0 thou timid! No one was ever lost in 

Daphne, except those on whom her gate» 
close for ever."

“And*who are they?” she asked, still 
fearful.

“Such as have yielded to the charms of

“Thou shall bear all, Esther; be 
patient. Before I aa through thou shall 
see it were easier for aw to forget my
self then thy mother.... At the end of 
my service, I came up to Jerusalem to 
the Passover. My master entertained me.
I wss In love with him already, and I 
prayed to be continued In his service. He 
consented, and I served him yet another 
•even years, but as a hired eon of Israel. 
In bis behalf I had charge of ventures on 
the sea by ships, and of venture» on land 
by caravans eastward to Susa and Perse- 
polie, and the lands of silk beyond thorn. 
Perilous passages were they, my daughter; 
but the Lord blasted ell I undertook, t 
brought home vast gains for the prince, 
and richer knowledge for myself, without 
which I could not have mastered the 
chargee since fallen to me ... . One day 
I was a guest in his bouse in Jerusalem.
A terrent entered with some sliced bread 
on a platter. She came to me first. It 
wss then 1 saw thy mother, and loved her, 
end took her away in my secret heart. 
After a while a time came when I sought 
the prince to make her my wife. He told 
me she was bond-servant for ever; but if 
•he wished, he would set her free that I 
might be gratified. She gave me love for 
love, but wee happy where the wu and 
refused her freedom, I prayed and be
sought, going again and again after long 
intervals. She would be my wile, she all 
the time said, if I would become her fel
low in servitude. Our father Jacob served 
yet other seven years for hit Rachel. 
Could I not u much for mine ? But thy 
mother said I must become u she, to serve 
for ever. I came away, but went back. 
Look, Esther, Ipok here.”

He pulled out the lobe of his left ear. 
"See you not the scar of the awl ?”
“I see it," she said; “and oh, I see how 

thon didst love my mother !”
“Love her, E-ther ! She wu to me 

more than the Shulamite to the singing 
king, fairer, more spotless; u fountain of 
gardens, a well of living waters, and 
strums from Lebanon, The master, even 
u I required him, took me to the judges, 
and back to his door, and thrust tbs awl 
through my eu Into the door, and I wu 
his servant for ever. So I won my Rachel. 
And was ever love like mine ?"

Esther stooped and kissed him, and they 
were silent, thinking of the dead.

“My master wu drowned at sea, the 
first sorrow that ever fell upon me,” the 
merchant continued. “There wu mourn
ing in his house, and in ifiine here in 
Antioch, my abiding place at the time. 
Now, Either, mark you ! When the 
goed prince wu lost, I bad risen to be 
hie chief steward, with everything of 
property belonging to him in my man
agement and control. Judge you how 
much he loved and trusted me ! I 
hastened to Jerusalem to render account 
to the widow. She coatinued me in the 
stewardship. 1 applied myself with 
greater diligence. The business pros
pered, snd grew year by year. Ten 
years passed; then came the blow which 
you heard the young man tell about—the 
accident, as he called it, to the Procura
tor Gratus. The Riman gave it out an 
attempt to assassinate him. Under that 
pretext, by leave from Rome, he confis
cated to hie own use the immense for
tune of the widow and children. Nor 
■topped he there. That there might be 
no reversal of the judgment, he removed 
all the parties interested. From that 
dreadful day to this the family of Hur 
have been lost. The son, whom 1 had 
seen aa a child, was sentenced to the 
galleys. The widow and daughter are 
supposed to have been buried in some 
of the many dungeons of Judea, which, 
once closed upon the doomed, are like 
sepulchres sealed and locked. They 
passed from the knowledge of men as 
utterly as if the sea had swallowed them 
unseen. We could not hear how they 
died—nay, not even that they were 
dead.”

Esther’s eyes were dewy with tears.
“Thy heart is good, Esther, good as 

thy mother's was; and I pray it have not 
the fate of most good hearts—to be 
trampled upon by the unmerciful and 
blind. But hearken further. I went 
up to Jerusalem to give help to my 
benefactress, and was seized at the gate 
of the city and carried to the sunken 
cells of the Tower of Antonia; why, I 
knew not, until Gratus himself came 
and demanded of me the moneys of the 
House of Hur, which he knew, after our 
Jewish custom of exchange, were subject 
to my draft in the different marts of the 
world. He required me to sign to his 
order. 1 refused. He had the houses, 
lands, goods, ships, and moveable pro
perty of those I served ; be had not their 
moneys. I saw, if I kept favor in the 
sight of the Lord, I could rebuild their 
broken fortunes, I refused the tyrant’s 
demands. He put me to torture; my 
will held good, and he set me free, noth 
ing gained. I came home and began 
again, in the name of Simonides of 
Antioch, instead of the Prince Hur of 
Jerusalem. Thou knowest, Esther, how 
I have prospered; that the increase of 
the millions of the prince in my hands 
was miraculous; thou knowest how, at 
the end of three years while going up to 
Cæsarea, I was taken and a second time 
tortured by Gratus to compel a confes
sion that my goods and moneys 
subject to the order of confiscation; thou 
knowest he failed aa before. Broken in 
body, I came home and found my 
Rachel dead of fear and grief for me. 
The Lord our God reigned, and I lived. 
From the emperor himself I bought im
munity and licence to trade throughout 
the world. To day—praised be He who 
maketh the clouds His chariot and walk 
eth upon the winds !—to day, Esther, 
that which was in my hands lor steward
ship is multiplied into talents sufficient 
to enrich a Væsar."

He lifted his head proudly ; their eyes 
met; each read the other’s thought, 
“What shall I with the treasure, 
Esther ?” he asked without lowering his 
gaze.

“My lather,” she answered in a low 
voice, “did not the rightful owner call 
for it but now.”

Still his look did not fail,
“And thou, my child; shall I leave 

thee a beggar ?"
“Nay, lather, am not I, because I am 

thy child, his bond servant ? And of 
whom was it written, 'Strength and honor 

her clothing, and she shad rejoice in 
time to come’ ?"

A gleam of ineffable love lighted his 
face as he said, “The Lord hath been 
good lo me in many ways; but thou,

L) .
K* DAYS or THE MESSIAH

f-
hi BOOK FOURTH. or

CHAPTER III,—CowTixusD.
“I knew the Prince Hur, We were 

weeociated in some enterprise! lawful to 
raaerohante who find profit in lande 
beyond the sea and the desert. But sit, 
I pray you; and, Ed her, some wine for 
Hie young man. Nehemiah speaks of a 

01 Hur who once ruled the half part 
«f Jerusalem; an old house: very old, by 
Iks faith! In the days of Moses and 
-Joshua even some of them found favour 
In the sight of the Lord, and dirided 
honours with those princes among men. 
It nan hardly be that their descendant, 
lineally come to us, will refuse a oup|of 
winefat of the genuine vine of Sorek, 
grown on the south hillsides of Hebron.”

By the time ef the conclusion ot this 
•peeeh Esther wss before Ben-Hui with 
«■livereup filled from a vase upon a 
table a little removed from the chair. 
'She effared the drink with downcast 
face. He touched her hand gently to 
pat it away. Again their eyes met; 
whereat he noticed that she was small, 
not nearly to his shoulder in height; but 
very graceful, and fair and sweet of face, 
with eyes black end inexpressibly soft. 
She is kind snd pretty, he thought, and 
looks as Tirzab would were she living. 
Poor Tiizab! Then he said aloud:

“No, thy father-if he it thy lather?" 
—he paused.

“Iam Either, the daughter of Simoni 
dee,” ahe «aid with dignity.

‘•Then, fair Esther, thy father, when 
he has heard my further speech, will 
«sot think worse of me if yet I 

■low to take bis wine of famous 
extract ; nor lees I hope not to lose grace 
in thy sight. Stand thou here with me 
« moment!"

Both of them, as in common cause, 
turned to the merchant. “Simonides!" 
he said firmly, "my father, at his death, 
had a trusted servant of thy name, and 
it has been told me that thou art the

tutus as the 
not possible

■ -

won-

Wh,

-

1 had

-
v
Î.V

f-rtHr
î»■ And when,There was a sudden start of the 

wrenched li-obs under the robe, and 
the thin hand clenched.

“Esther, Either!” 
sternly; “here, not there, as thou art thy 
mother's child and mine—here, not 
there, I say!"

The girl looked once from father to 
■visitor; then she replaced the cup upon 
the table, and went dutifully to the 
■chair. Her countenance sufficiently 
pressed her wonder and alarm.

Simonides lifted hit left band, and 
gave it into here, liiog lovingly upon his 
■boulder, and said dispassionately, “I 
have grown old in dealing with 
old before my time. If he who told ihee 
that whereof thou speakeet was a friend 
acquainted with my history, and spoke 
of it not harshly,he must have persuaded 
thee that I could not be else than a man 
distrustful of my kind. The God of 
Israel help him who, at the end of life, 
ie constrained to acknowledge so much! 
My love» are few, but they are. Oue of 
them in a «oui which"—he carried the 
dread holding his to his lips, in 
"unmlstakesble—"a soul which to this 
time has been unselfishly mine, and aueh 
sweetcemfort that, were it taken from me, 
I would die."

Esther's head drooped until her cheek
touched hie.

■“The other love is but a memory; of 
■■which I will say further that, like a beni- 
aoa of the Laid, it hath a compass to con- 
tain a whole family, if only"—hie voice 
lowered snd trembled—“if only I knew 
where they were.”

Ben-Hur’» face suffmed, aid, advancing 
a step, he etied impulsively, "My mother 
and eietei! Oh, it ie ot them you speak!"

Either, aa if spoken to, raised her head; 
but Simonides returned to hie calm, and 
answered coldly, “Hear me to the end. 
Because I am that I am, and because of the 
loves of which I have spoken, before I 
make return to thy demand touching my 
relatione to the Prince Hur, and as some
thing which of right should come first, 
-do thou show me proofs of who thou art. 
Is thy witness in writing? Ur coincth it 
in person?"

The

’

the man called
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CHAPTER V.
EXPLORING.

When Ben Hur sallied from the great 
warehouse, it waa with the thought that 
another failure was to be added to the 
many he had already met in the quest 
for his people ; and the idea was depress
ing exactly in proportion aa the objects 
of hie queat were dear to him ; it cur
tained him round about with a eenae of 
utter lonelineae on earth, which, more 
than anything elee, aervee to eke from a 
soul cast down ita remaining intereat in

“flowing Wild Oats.”

A phrase has long been in common 
which baa wrought great evil. It is i 
of “lowing wild cate." It implies i 
youth must havea time of wickedness, 
defying of authority, and the abuse 
opportunity, after which all will c 
right. Never Whe there a more diabo 
lie. That which you sow you shall r 
if you aow wild oata you ehall reap i 
oats. Not one instance can be found 
all humanity where the evils indulge 
in youth did not mar and scar the 
through life.

There’s a penetrability and permanc 
in the virus of indulgence that dt 
every remedy for removal while we at 
the flesh. * * * The indulgence 
tin is directly contrary to the aspira! 
of manliness which is eo conspicuou 
youth, and which we desire to make 
during; and hence, in order to meet 
diflicuity, we are apt in our youtt 
modify our notion of manliness, to elii 
ate from ita definition many of its i 
important elements, and to so reduc 
that it will allow the otherwise promt 
indulgence!.

We hold on, for example, to the 
trine that manliness forbidS lying 
would be a disgrace to us to be It 
stating what was not so—but we pe 
the look or the silence that is the earn 
the lie. We hold on to the doctrine 
it is unmanly to hanli the honoi 
woman, but we permit the low j -st 
the vile story to be circulated in 
company. We hold on to th# docl 
that any man's person is sacred, bat 
count it manly to strike the blow ol 
venge or to varnish over the vengei 
by a challenge to mortal combat, at 
we narrow more and more our defini 
of manliness, until at length we get 
narrow that it will not be in 
when a temptation to sin calls us - 
Howard Crosby in the Church Union,

the place and chosen it for life and death. 
Hark! Stand we here, and I will ehow 
you of whom I speak."

Upon the marble pavement there was a 
tkurry of sandalled feet; the crowd 
opened, and a party of girls 
the speaker and hie fair friend, and began 
singing and dancing to the tabrete they 
themselves touched. The woman, reared, 
clung to the man, who put an arm about 
her, and, with kindled face, kept time to 
the music with the other hand overhead.

“Now what think you?” cried the man 
to the woman.

“Who are they?” ahe aaked.
“Devadaai—priestesses devoted to the 

Temple of Apollo. There is an army of 
them. They make the chorus in celebra
tions. This Is their home. Sometimes 
they wander off to other cities, but all 
they make ie brought here to enrich the 
house of the divine musician. Shall we go 
now ?"

Next minute the two were gone.
Ben-Hut took comfort in the assurance 

that no one was ever lost in Daphne, and 
he, too, act out—where, he knew not.

A sculpture reared upon a beautiful 
pedestal in the garden attracted him first. 
It proved to be the statue of a centaur. 
An inscription informed the unlearned 
visitor that it exactly represented Chiron, 
the beloved of Apollo and Diana, in
structed by them In the mysteries of hunt
ing, medicine, music, and prophecy. The 
inscription also bade the stranger look 
out,at a certain part of the heavens, at a 
certain hour of the clear night, and he 
would behold the dead alive among the 
stars, whither Jupiter had transferred the 
good genius.

The wisest of the centaurs continued, 
nevertheless, in the service of mankind. 
In his hand he held a scroll, on which, 
graven in Greek, were paragraphs of a 
notice :

life. rushed about
Through the people, and the piles of 

goods, he made way to the edge of the 
landing, and was tempted by the cool 
shadows darkening the river’s depth. The 
lazy current seemed to stop and wait for 
him. In counteraction of the spell, the 
saying of the voyager flashed into memory 
—“Better bs a worm, and feed upon the 
mulberries of Daphne; than a king’s 
guest.’-’ He turned, and walked rapidly 
down the landing and back to the khan.

“The road to Daphne ! ’ the steward 
said, surprised at the question Ben-Hur 
put to him. “You have not been here 
before ? Well, count this the happiest day 
of your life. Von cannot mistake the 
road. The next street to the left, going 
south, leads straight to Mount Sulpins, 
crowned by the altar of Jupiter and the 
Amphitheatre ; keep it to the third cross 
street, known as Herod’s Colonnade ; turn 
to yonr right there, end hold the way 
through the old city of Seleucus to the 
bronze gates of Epiphanes. There the 
road to Daphne begins—and may the gods 
keep you !”

A few directions respecting his baggage, 
and Ben-Hur set out.

The Colonnade of Herod was easily 
found ; thence to the brazen gates, under a 
continuous maible portico, he passed with 
a mixed multitude of people from all the 
trading nations of the eaitb.

It was about the fourth hour of the day 
when he passed out of the gate, and found 
himself one of a procession apparently 
Interminable, moving to the famous 
Grove, The road was divided into sep
arate ways for pedestrians, for men on 
horses, and men in chariots ; and those 
again into separate ways for outgoere and 
incomers. The lines of division 
guarded by low balustrading, broken by 
massive pedestals, many of which were 
surmounted with statuary. Right and 
left of the read extended margins of award 
perfectly kept, relieved at intervals by 
groups of oak and sycamore trees, and 
vine-clad summer-houses for the accom
modation of the weary, of whom, on the 
return side, there were always multitudes. 
The ways of the pedestrians were paved 
with redstone.andthose of the riders strewn 
with white sand compactly rolled, bat not 
so solid as to give back an echo to hoof or 
wheel. The number and variety of foun
tains at play were amazing, all gifts of 
visiting kings, and called after them. Oat 
south-west to the gates of the Grove, the 
magnificent thoroughfare stretched a little 
over four miles from the city.

In his wretchedness of feeling, Ben-Hur 
barely observed the royal liberality which 
matked the construction of the road. 
Nor more did he at first notice the

“In thy eyes, then, he is the lost son of 
the Prince Hur ?"

“If he is not”— She hesitated,
“And if he is not, Esther ?"
“I have been thy handmaiden, father, 

since my mother answered the call of the 
Lord God; by thy side I have heard and 
seen thee deal in wise ways with all 
manner cf men seeking proti', holy and 
unholy: and now I say, if indeed the 
young man be not the prince he claims 
to br, then before me falsehood never 
played eo well the part of righteous 
truth.”

“By the glory of Solomon, daughter, 
thou speakest earnestly. Dost thou be
lieve thy father hie father’s servant ?”

“I understood him to ask of that aa 
something he had but heard."

For a time Simonides’

3
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la
demand was plain, and the right 

■of it indisputable. Ben Hur blushed, 
clasped bis hands, stammered, and turned 
•way at loss. Simonides pressed him.

“The proofs, the proofs, 1 say ! Set them 
before me—lay them in my hands!"

Yet Ben-Hur bad no answer: He had 
Hot anticipated the requirement; and, 
now that it was made, to him a, never 
before came the awful act that the three 
years in the galley had carried awey all 
the proofs of his identity ; mother and 
slater gone, he did not live in the know 
ledge of any human being. Msny there 
were acquainted with him, bat that was 
till. Had Quintus Arrias been present, 
what could he have said more than where 
-he found him, aud that ha believed the 
pretender to be the son of Ilut? But, as 
will presently appear in full, the brave 
Roman sailor was dead. Judah had felt 
the loneliness before; to the ore of life 
the sense struck him now. He stood, 
hands clasptd, face aveitcd, in stuptfac 
tien. Simonides respected hie suffering 
■and waited in silence.

“Master Simonides,” he said at length,
“I can only tell my story; and 1 will not 
that unless y ou stay judgment so long,
•nd with g rod will deign to hear me,"

"Speak," said Simonides, now, indeed, 
master of the situation—“speak, and I 
will listen to thee more willingly that 1 
have not denied you to be the very per
son yon claim yourself.”

Ben-Hur proceeded then, and told 
his life hurriedly, yet with the feel- phiptobiv
ing winch is the source of all eb- viiauilIv iv.
quenee; but as we are farai iar with it Tin story of Simonides.
down to liis landing at Mitenum, in Scarcely was Ben Hur gone, when 
oompauy with Arrius, returned victor- Simonides seemed to wake as from 
ions from the -l.gean, at that point we sleep; his countenance flushed; ihesul- 
w: 1 take up the wo.us len light of his eyes changed to bright

“My benefactor was loved and trusted ness; and he said cheerily ■ 
by the emperor,who heaped him with lion “Esther, ring—quick !”
orable rewards. The merchants of tht East She went to the table, and rang a eer-
contributed magnificent presents, and vice bell. 6
he became doubly rich among the rich One oi’ the panels in the wall swung 
of Rome May a Jew forget his religion I hack, exposing a door-way which gave 
or his birthplace, if it were the Holy admittance to a man who passed round 
Land ol cur fathers? The good man to the merchant's front, aud saluted him 
adopted mo Lia son by formal n tes of with a halt-salaam 
law; and 1 strove to make him just “Mallueb, here-acarer-to the chair.” 
return: no child was ever more duutul the master said impaiiou-ly. “I have a 
to lather than I lo him. He would have mis:ion wh'ch shall not fail though the

ta y

I
;

overtook his family. 
I remember the bitterness with which 
I heard it. He who wrought 
such misery to the widow of my friend 
is the same who, In the same spirit, 
hath since wrought upon me. I will go 
further, and Bay to you, I have made 
diligent quest concerning the family, but 
—I have nothing to tell you of them. 
They are lost.”

Ben Hur uttered a great groan.
“Then—then it ie another hope 

broken !” he said, struggling with bis 
feelings. “I am uaed-to disappointments. 
I pray you pardon my intrusion; and if I 
have occasioned you annoyance, forgive 
it because of my sorrow. I have noth 
>Dg now to live for but vengeance. Fare-

At the curtain he turned, and said 
simply, “I thank you both.”

‘ -Peace go with you,” the merchant

gaze swam 
among his swimming ships, though they 
had no place in his mind.

“Well, thou art a good child, Esther, 
of genuine Jewish shrewdness, and of 
years and strength to hear a sorrowful 
tale. Wherefore give me heed, and I will 
tell you ol mysell, and of thy mother, and 
of many things pertaining to the past not 
in thy knowledge or thy dreams—things 
withheld from the persecuting Roman lor 
a hope’s sake, and from thee that thy 
nature should grow towards the Lord 
straight as the reed to the sun .... I waa 
born in a tomb in the valley oi Hinnom, 
on the south aide of E on. My father and 
mother were Hebrew bond servante, 
tenders ot the fig and olive trees growing 
with many vines, in the King's Garden 
hard by Siloam; and in my boyhood I 
helped them. They were of the class 
bound to setve for ever. They sold me 
to the Prince Hur, then, next to Herod 
the King, the richest man in Jerusalem. 
From the garden he transferred me to 
his storehouse in Alexandria of Egypt, 
where I came of age. 1 served him 
years, and in the at venth, by the law of 
Moses, I went free.”

E-ther clapped her hands lightly.
"Oh then, thou art not his father’s ser

vant I”
“Nay, daughter, hear. Now, in those 

days there were lawyers in the cloisters 
ol the Temple who disputed vehemently 
saying the children of servants bound for 
ever took the condition of their parent-; 
but the Piince Hur was a man righteous 
in all things, and an interpreter of the 
law after the straitest sect, though not of 
them. He said I was a Hebrew servant 
bought., in the true meaning of the great 
law giver, and, by sealed writings, which 
1 have yet, he set me free.”

“And my mother ?" Esther asked.
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ton Can't Read This“Oh Traveller !
“Art thou a stranger t|

"I. Hearken to the singing of the 
brooks, and fear not the rain of the 
fountains; so will the Naiades learn to 
love thee.

“It. lire invited breezes of Daphne 
are Zephyrus and Auater; gentle minis
ters ot life, they will gather sweets for 
thee; when Gurus blows, Diana is else
where hunting; when Boreas blusters, 
go hide, for Apollo is angry.

“III. The shades of the Grove are 
thine in the day; at night they belong to 
Pan and his Dryades. Disturb them 
not.

“IV. Eat of the Lotus by the brook- 
sides sparingly, unless thus wouldst have 
surcease of memory, which is to become 
a child of Daphne.

“V. Walk thou around thq weaving 
spider—’tie Arachne at work for Min
erva.

“VI. Wouldst thou behold the tears

said.
Esther could not speak for sobbing. 
Aud so he departed.

without wishing to Investigate, If yn 
wise. Send your address to Hallelt A 
Portland, Maine: you will receive free 
information about work that yon eai 
and live at home, wherever you are loc. 
at which you can earn irom $5 to $26 
upwards dally. Home have earned ore 
In a day. Capital not required; yoi 
started free All la new. Both eexei 

little fortunea await all wori
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ages, tinug
The Face wears a Yellowish«!

pimples sppear upon it, sick heads 
vertigo, morning nausea, and pair 
back, side and shoulder blade, are ex;

d when bile enters the system 
poisons the blood. Expel it from 
circulation, and direct it into its na' 
channel, the bowels, with Northri 
Lyman’s Vegetable Discovery and ( 
Blood Purifier, which has widely su 
ceded mineral drugs having a dange 
reaction. Indigestion, Constipa 
Impurity of the Blood, and Ki 
Complaints are entirely oreieome b;
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