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Threads ot Life,

i
I'm weaving my carpet of rags to-day,

that !n{—-
Shuttle fly in !
How first and last
The colors flin,

string !

Tight in the loom is the warping of Fate;
Ah! feed in the dark woof certmn to

clesve—

Gray, when the years get lonely and late,

Shuttle fly out!
Joyfally weave
carlet and gay, |

For youth when we sang with the birds at

play!

Mingled for sorrow, and clear when the
heart

- the clift, the force of the wind unearly

Wove with @ passionate tenderness
through;
Yellow, when jealousy tore love apart,

Blue for the true
Wafted away,

h knelt by the beautiful | frantically, with ber band upon his arm,
"y m:ﬁ:.w e “did you’n'oo any fishing boats Abouuun-'

Fill rags in the carpet with random rife,
Brlm ones, and dark ones, knotted and

tied, 3
Typical checkers that vary in life,
Shattie fly out!
White for the bride,
Black for the bier,
Warped and woven as life they appear.
—The Independent.

et .

Sared by Paoline's Prayer,

A BEAUTIFUL CATHOLIC STORY.

The wird was strong. It was blowing
in sudden gusts along the coast from
the northwest and striking inland at the
opening between the tall clifts of an old
ancient Norman town. The tide was
nearly high and the weather so rough
that the water frequently eplashed over
the edge of the quay, The fishing
smacks lying alongside creaked and
straived at their ropes, threatening to
get loose from their mooringes, The
quay was crowded, for these fishing boats
bad run into the harbor with the tide,
and pearly every hand was busy helping
to unioad them, The fishermen were

assing backets filled with fish up the
Pldderl from the depths of the vessele,
and the baskets of fish were being tossed
into large tubs of fresh water. From the
tubs women sorted and packed the fish
in panniers, ready for removal in the
carts which waited hard by, It was
an animated scene, full of noise and
movement. Oa the sands the only in-
active figure was & young fisher girl,
She had been looking intently seaward,
and had now turned away. Her face
wore & painful expression and her lips
were parted as though in anticipation of
some danger,

The girl’s dress was a blue woolen of
coarse material. A hood of white knitted
worsted covered her head and shoulders,
leaving her fair bair to cluster about the
brow. She helonged to that type of
blonde not uncommon among the Nor-
man peacantry, Her face was round
and dunpled ; and the hood in which it
was coquettishly framed gave it the soft
and simple expression of & child, In her
motionless attitude, in the midst of this
busy crowd, she resembled a statue in &
mai ket place on marked day,

“Bolow there 1" cried a fisherman, who
was stationed at the head of a ladder
which reached down into one of the
boats, “Haul up the lamp? We shall
goon be in the dark,”

The sun had set, and back clouds were
gathering toward the horizon, The
fisherman was a short, powerful man of
40 or45. A thick fringe of black hair
curled round his honest, weather-beaten
face, and a red cap with a tassel was
adjusted to the shape of his head. His
throat was enveloped in a great woolen
wrapper. He had the appearance of a
Hercules as he stood on the quay receiv-
ing one weighty basket after another,

The girl who was now close behind
him on the quay, looked round as he

ave the order 1n a bluft, honest voice.

“Marcel,” said she timidly, “the
Lionue is not yet in port.”

The man glanced towards the sea
Above the horizon the clouds had
thickened, picturing a black mass in the
sky.

‘}:Worue luck,” he replied; “she will be
Chugii in the storm,”

As he uttered this prediction ajchange
became apparent in the sea, A dark
shadow was creeping towards the shore,
and the ‘waves which this shadow crossed
were white with foam, It was another
gign of the approaching storm, and in &
moment it burst upon the coast, As
though night had suddenly descended
without warning, the harbor was thrown

into semi-darkness, and with the gloom

the wind swept round the quay and
howled about the rigging of the fishing
smacks. The creaking and straining of
the boats now sounded a prolest against
the threatened gale,
The girl uttered a low ory, and her
eyes sought Marcel's face.
“Pauline,” said the sailor, looking
round, *is i’ernnnd on board "
“Yes,” she replied in a distracted
voice, “He will be lost !"
“Courage, my girl,” said Marcel. “Fer-
nand is & brave and able seaman,”
Pauline appeared slighly reassured,
“He is indeed brave,” she said with
grave fervency. “Heaven protect him 1"
She raised her eyes and her lips moved
a8 though in prayer. Then she glanced
about with a look of action. The crowd
upon the quay was still working, in spite
of the rough wind, with dogged energy.

The boat bad to be discharged, and the

herring diepatched while fresh to the

inland towns, The Paris market needed
the supply, and the ownera of the fiching
smacks, fearing to lose their profit, were
moviug about like taskmasters among
willing slaves,

Psuline turned and ran along the quay.

It was now quite dark, Lanterns

pung suspended from the mast of | see at that moment an inch before her,

every fishing smack, and the lamps
bad been lighted in the roadway.
The windows of the Oafe de la Phare,
the fisherman’s favorite wine shop,
began to brighten as the sky in every

At the summit of the direotly
above the harbor, stood the .
It revolved slowly, and its tness

rding the
tohing the warp as it fills in fast, | W8 like & gigantic eye regs
wﬁﬁg .:; ch:n‘gx.u ure broken like ends | storm.

ated the harbor from the dock, Pauline
resched the foot of the cliff. A steep

g pathway led
Throagh the webbing of life like rags and | towards the llghthouse. ‘The girl began
to ascend, and her movement was full of
vigor and

beight and had come to the walls of a
mozutio ruin, she noticed & flook of

shaggy dog was running restlessly too
nnd! iro. The shepherd

sheepskin cloak, turned to look down at

shepherd stood facing the weather, ereot
Shuttle fly in ! and motionless.

Cromsing the drawbridge, which separ-

in serpentine ocurves,

en she Ind. almost reached the

sheep huddled together. A black
s buge man,
wrapped from head to foot in s thick

her.
‘At this elevated point, near the top of

raised the girl off her feet; but the

Pauline hurried toward him.
“pierre Le Tour,” she demanded

set out at sea 1’
w'l‘ho shepherd pointed towards the
ost.

“Qut yonder,” said he, “just before
sunset, I saw & sail.”

“The Lionne !” cried Pauline, “was it
not Pierre 1”

Pierre Le Tour, who had wandered for
many years over these Normandy hills,
knew every fishing boat by sight whioh
left the Jort. To watch the vessels that
passed along the coast was almost the
only distraction he had in _life, He
bad & keen eye, and could distinguish
one sail from another as distinctly as
he could distinguish the faces of his

flock.

“Aye,” said he, “it was the Lionne.
All the other:boats have entered the
barbor.”

While speaking they had continued
to ascend the cliff side by side, They
now stood at the outer walls of the
ruine, The lighthouse glared down
upon them a few steps above, A re.
volving ray caught Pauline looking up
ea?orly at the shepherd. Her face was
pale and distressful.
#Fernand Demarre is on board.”
“Your betrothed ?”
“Yes, Pierre.”
“Then why,” he demanded, “have
you left the harbor 7"
“] have come here to pray,” said she,
¢that Fernand may be saved.”
Among these old Norman ruins stood
a little chapel; it was all that remained
of an ancient monastery, This small
building, known as La Chapelle de la
Vierge, was a famous shrine, to which
fishermen and their wives made a pil-
grimage once a year from all parts of
Normandy. Pauline passed between the
crumbled walls, and came toa broken
archway. In a corner, through this arch-
way, was & small door leading into the
chapel. The girl raised the latch and
lt.e'l!aped in,

he chapel was almost in darkness,
Near the entrance was a small tabie
upon which there stood a tall, thin taper.
It gave out but a feeble light. Beside
it lay & quantity of similar tapers, ranged
in & row ready for lighting. Close to this
table, n & low chair, sat an old woman,
She was fast asleep, Her face was thin
and wrinkled, Her white head was bent
forward, and her long pointed chin was
resting on her breast. Above the altar
a dim lamp was burning among the
black shadows. It was as sombre and
silent & place as the entrance to a
sepulchre, 'The wind, moaning among
the ruins outside, was the only sound
that reached Pauline’s ear as she glided
up the aisle and sank down upon the
altar steps, clasping her hands in prayer.
Pauline Delille had known her lover
ever since she was a child, They had
lived all their lives in the same village—
the village of Grainval—and when Paul-
ine had reached womanhood Fernand
had asked her to become his wife, The
young sailor had lately inherited a small
farm through the death of his father;
and it had been his intention, as soon as
the herring season was over, to give up
the sea and marry Pauline, The mar-
riage had been fixed to take place in a
month’s time,
That day the girl had pictured Fern-
and, as she had 80 often seen him, steer-
ing the Lionne into harbor—a strong
figure stationed at the helm; a brave face
with dark and watchful eyes. And such
was the vision which rose before her now
s she knelt upon the altar steps in the
little chapel prayiog for Fernand’s safe
deliverance from the perils and dangers
of the sea.
Suddenly a vivid flash of lightning lit
up every corner of the chapel with its
ghastly, quivering brightness, The white,
stone floor, worn by the tread of many a
generation of pilgrims; the large, painted
window over the altar, representing the
Virgin and Child; the dark oaken beams
of the arched roof—all became for an
instant as visible as though the ghost of
daylight had looked in. Then followed
a olap of thunder, which sounded as if
the clift close by had fallen with a crash
into the sea.

Pauline Delille started to her feet with
a gninful cry upon her white lips,

he fled towards the chapel door, and
hurried out into the storm. In a shel.
tered corner among the ruins Pauline
heard the terrified flock bleating
R}teoual . The shepherd was not there,
he girl stopped and peered into the
darkness, Another flash revealed him ;
she recognized his towering form at the
edge of the oliff. Pauline crept cautiously
forward, calling him loudly gy name.

“Pierre l1a Tour !”

He heard her, for in the shadows
Pauline saw him approaching.

“Pauline,” said he, as she reached his
gide, “I have seen the Lionne,”

“You have seen her 7"

“Yeﬂ."

“Where {”

The shepherd seized her wrist.

“Come,” ho replied, “‘I will show you,”

She yielded helplessly, consenting to
be led like one blind, for she could not

The wind and rain were beating in her
face, and she was half dead with terror
and expectation.

After uoendinﬁn few steps to the sum-:
mit of the cliffs Pierre la Tour stopped.

quarter assumed the aspect of night,

::Jm.m a bundred feet below

tone,
a fast beating heart, Pauline descended,
groping her way swiftly by the same path
up which she had climbed not half an
bour before, with such resolution and
Pauline fancied as she approached that

moving about, still busy upon the quay,

flash of

raying. It wes like & vivid vision

mpressed upon ber brain, for in another fatigne. They were taken, amid great
loognd the scene was enveloped in black
night,

“Fernand !” she cried in a piteous
“He’s making for the barbor.”
Breathless with excitement, and with

piety. The lights in the harbor and in the
town beyond were shining brightly now.

she could even distinguish dark figures

landing the cargoes of herring from the
fishing smacks, snd passing in and out
of the Cafe de ia Phare across the road-
way. No one, the girl thw;httoould
have the least suspicion that the Lionne
was laboring out in the storm, and so
near to the entrance of the port. The
news would transform the scene,

The drawbridge leading on to the quay
was at last reached and crossed, and
Pauline once more stood in the midst of
the active crowd of workers. She
glanced about in search of her friend
Marcel, the powerful sailor whom she
had lett in the act of hauling heavy
baskets of fish at the head of the ladder.
He was no longer standing at his post.

The girl hastened towards the cafe.
She found him seated there with a petit
verre at his side. He looked inquiringly
as she entered,

“Save him, Marcel!” cried Pauline
clasping her hands, “Save him!”

Marcel .stared, as though doubting
Pauline’s saneness.

“The Lionne is trying to enter the
harbor,” explained the girl; “she will be
dashed to pieces against the jetty.
There is not a moment to lose, Save
Fernand!”

Marcel sprang to his feet.
was crowded,

“To the rescue!” he exclaimed,

Every one to a man uttered a cheer,
and followed Marcel out upon the quay.

The news which Pauline had brought
spread like wildtire. The excitement
in the harbor became general. The
sailors on board the fishing smacks left
their work and went with Marcel in a
hurrying crowd towards the jetty.
Pauline Delille was among the foremost.

The jetty was long and narrow, and
curved gradually out tosesa, At the ex-
treme end or entrance to the harbor, a
bright red lamp was burning steadily.
Towards this red lamp the crowd ad-
vanced, against the wind which blew
in their faces with such sudden and
powerful gusts that it was difficult to
make much headway. Every wave that
broke against the jetty covered these
brave people with a stinging shower of
Bpray.
Marcel was the first to reach the
jetty head, and Pauline was still close
beside him. Looking seaward with &
sailor’s keen eye, Marcel perceived a
faint light rising and falling among
the waves. He pointed it out to the

The cafe

irl,
’ “That’s the Lionne,” said he; “she is
steering up against the tide, We are
not here & moment too soon.”
He then turned to the men and gave
his instructions in a loud, commanding
voice. Everything was quickly got in
readiness to render aid to the distressed
vessel, Ropes were hauled forward and
firmly attached, and every man was
speedily stationed at his post prepared
for action,
Pauline Delille leaned eagerly over the
low wall of the jetty. She watched the
light on board the Lionne as it rose and
fell,and was sometimes hidden entirely
beyond high waves. Slowly it ap-
proached nearer and nearer toward the
narrow entrance to the harbor, She
knew that the slightest miscalculation,
or the least mishap to the rudder, and
the boat would be dashed to pieces
against the projecting masonry, These
few moments of suspense seemed to her
like a lifetime; her agony was terrible
when she reflected that they might be
her lover’s last moments on earth, The
sunny days they had passed together
in their native village, and the plans
they had formed of the future, rose up
in her mind only to increase the sense
of bewilderment and despair. And yet
she lost no confidence in Fernand; no
Pl;kl’lt could guide a boat with greater
skill,
Oloser and closer came the light
towards the harbor, and at some mo-
ments was 0 completely lost among the
waves that Pauline was seized with &
sudden fear that the Lionne had sunk,
never to rise again, But presently a
huge wave leaping high brought the
fishing emack, with a sudden rush and a
loud roar, into the narrow opening where
the lamps on each side of the jetty
glimmered down on the broken sail, a
number of fishermen clinging to the
spars, and the stout.hearted Fernand
Demarre still stationed at the helm.

But the great wave upon which the
Lionne was lifted into port had scarcely
subsided when another wave leapt after
it, and sweeping forward struck the bow
of the boat with such force that Fernand
lost his balance, and was flung overboard
before Pauline’s eyes, A cry of horror
rose from the crowd, but it was quickly
silenced; for Marcel the muscular fisher-
man, had sprung upon the wall of the
jetty, with a rope bound round his waist.
In another moment he had been lowered
into the sea,

A minute of terrible suspense fol-
lowed ; Marcel and Pauline’s brave lover
were struggling half hidden by the surf,
at the very entrance to the harbor, A
single wave might, without warning, dash
both men against a wall of the jetty and
deprive them of life, But the men were
both excellent swimmers, and well knew
their danger, and meanwhile they were
being carried farther into the harbor out
of the roughest sea, Fernand had now
got near enough to his friend Marcel to

keoep themselves afloat while swimming

m, side by side, At the same time a large

#Look 1" said Pierre, “look towards the | boat from the

sea and wait.”
Pauline obeyed. But she had scarcely | every stroke of their oars was watched

waited a moment, with her eyes strained

eagerly seaward, when anot!

lightning quivered out of the dark |thought, such an unequal contest bo

clouds, The whole expanse of an angry | much longer sustaived? The struggle

sea was illuminated, and uﬂ:n the waves

the girl described a large

with & broken sail, and at the helm was

the man for whose safety she had been

hing smack | swimmers. But the boat reached them

barbor, rowed by two
fishermen, was making towards them ;

by Psuline with s mingled sense of
bopefulness and dread. Could, she

was enough %o exhaust the best of

at last, though none to soon; for the two {
men, when lifted into the boat were
more dead than alive with cold and

excitement upon the quay, into the
inner harbor; and the first face which
Fernsnd Demarre caught sight of as he
was carried up the steps on to the quay,
was his sweet| eart’s—the face of Paul-
ine.

As long as she lived Pauline never

forgot that night, In after years, when '
seated with her children round the fire,
she would recount to them how their
father was caught in that storm, and
how their friend, the brave Maroel,
saved his life. And once a year, on the
day of the pilgrimsge, she ascended the
steep cliff and offcred up a prayer of
thanksgiving in the little chapel among
the ruins of the old Norman monastery.

——tr— e

NEGLECTED GRACES,

REMINISCENCES OF A RECTOR IN THE DISe
CHARGE OF PASTORAL DUTIES.

“To.day if you shall hear His volee, har
den not your hearts,’’—Ps xelv.

Many years sgo I witnessed a sad scene,
To explain its tull meaning I must enter
into some details.
One evening a kind-hearted woman
came to see me and requested me to visit,
as s00on as possible, & very sick man, On
making some enquiries I was informed
that the patlent was a classical school
teacher—a Catholic—but for many years
a stranger to the practice of his religious
duties, She assured me that, though the
sfflicted one bad not asked for the sexvices
of a priest, she deemed it advisable that I
should see him at my earliest convenience.
I assured her that I would go at once, I
soon reached his abode. Oa entering the
room I perceived, at once, that his disease
was—bleeding from the lungs. His couch
was covered with blool. His face was
death like, I realized that his last hour
was approaching. I drew near him and
spoke kindly to bim; to my regret and
astonishment he sald, “I did not send for
a priest. Some busybody must bave
called you to see me. When I need a
clergyman I will send for one. Under no
%onditlon will I require the services of &
oy.”
To understand the meaning of his last
words the reader must remember that
owing to my youthful appearance at the
time I was called the “boy priest,” Fall
of the zeal of my young priesthood, I
begged him to make preparations for
death which seemed imminent, All my
entreaties falled. His last words to me as
1 was about leaving his room were, *“You
need not come again.”
On returning home I found in my room
the Venerable Father L, a devoted mis.
sionary of & religlous order. After mak-
lngkknown my unsuccessful efforts in my
ick call, the Venerable Father expressed
bis willingness to accompany me and do
bis utmost to prepare him for a happy
death, We, in a little while, reached the
room of the supposed dying ome. As we
approached him I said to myself, ‘‘he has
rejected me because of my youth; surely
he will not refuse the services of a gray-
hsired missionary who has gpent eo many
years in the missfons.” TLe good Father
knelt at the bedside and spoke kindly, and
urged & good confession, as the best pre
paration for a favorable judgment. To
all bis entreaties came the answer. “I
know my condition. Iam ill—but I per-
ceive no danger. I have not sent fora
priest because I do not mneed one.” The
veteran missionary pleaded with him—
but to no effect. Uttering & heartfelt
prayer for his epiritual welfare we re-
turned homewarda.

Still anxious, I called on Fr, B, and
asked him if he knew Mr.——Heinformed
me that he had known him for years as an
educated map, but non-practical Catho.
lic. I begged him to go with me and see
him, In a little while he approached the
patient and seked if he knew him, The
answer was in the affirmative, followed
by these words: “I knew you well and 1
respect you, but I do not need your ser-
vices, Strange, that you should come to
me uninvited. Already I have been
greatly aunoyed by the presence of two
other priests. Leavemein peace. When
T reqnire your services I will send you
wora.”

Strange to narrate, the man recovered
hie health, but he, afterwards, failed to
attend Mass and recelve the floly Sacra-
ments, A year passed away when, one
day a messenger came in great haste to
my residence and wade known to the
housekeeper that & man was dylog. At
the time I was in the confesslonal. As
soon as the meseage reached me I set out
at once, On nearing his residence I heard
a wall of sorrow. Un reaching the abode
I was informed that the man waa dead,

On entering the room my eyes rested on
the dead body of a man who, a year be-
fore, had refused the services of three
priests. As I returned homeward my
heart was sad. While hoping that the
deceased had been able to_elicit an act of
perfect contrition in his dylog moments,
the remembrance of abused graces made
me doubtful. s V. W,

“He most lives who thinks the most,
Acts the noblest feels the best,
And he whose heart beats quickest
Lives the longest, lives in one hour
More thap in years do some whose
Fat blood sleeps as it slips along their veins.”
These lines describe that condition of
perfect health which all men and women
wish to enjoy. To be able to think clearly,
to incline to do noble acts, to live long
and joyously, we must be free from the
domination eof disease, By taking Dr.
Plerce’s Golden Medical Discovery we may,
by purifying the blood, escape consump
tion, general debility, and weakness, and
all blood and skin diseases, and verify the
truth of poetry as well as fact.

Peter Kieffer, Buffalo, says: “I was
badly bitten bg a horse a few days ago,
and wasinduced by a friend who witnessed
the occurrence, to try Dr, Thomas’ Eclec-
tric Oil, It relieved the pain almost im-
mediute'x. and in four days the wound was
completely healed. Nothing canbe better

Pauline heard the waves breaking with ! seize an end

the rope ; and they could

JOHN DALE'S FAILURE.

EFFRCT OF ENCOURAGEMENT AND DEVO-
TION OF A WIFE IN DAYS OF ADVERSITY,

From the Atlanta Constituiion.

John Dale was one of the richest men
in Bondourg. He was still on the sunny
slde of forty, but gray-haired businees
men and finsnclers consulted him upon
the most important matters, and when.
ever it was known that Jobn Dale was
connected with any enterprise the success
of the project was assured.
Dale was lavish in his expenditures,
and his besutiful wife did not try to re-
strain him. Mrs. Dale oatshone the
younger beanties and belles of the place,
and her husband was proud of her.
In Bondburg the main staple of the
talk wae the Dales, their movements,
their extzavegance, and their good for-
tune. Sometimes old men shook their
beads, but everything that Dale touched
seemed to turn into gold, The youvg
speculator established & bank, and bnilt a
railroad, and took hold of a dozen other
big enterprises The entertalnments at
the Dale mansion were on a scale of
magnificence never seen before in that
part of the country. Among the invited
guests were millionaries who travelled o
special cars, It was & common thing for
people to ruih across the continent to see
the Dales.
The financlal crash of 18 —was » terrible
disastér. It was felt mot only in great
cities but in the smeller towns as well.
In Bondburg the oldest business houses
went to the wall.
When & man is in trouble he finds out
his real friends and enemies, The panic
struck John Dsle at a bad time, At first
he was confident that he would come out
sll right, He borrowed right and left and
made a brave effort to push bis way
through. He even called on Steele, but
the old usurer told him that a loan
was out of the question,
One day it was whispered that Dale
would have to go under, and that he
would be left eeveral hundred thowsand
dollars in debt. That night there wasa
reception at his house, and many of his
guests went simply out of curlosity.
They waated to sce how the great specu:
lator would lovk on the eve of his failure,
If these people expected to see a crushed
man they were disappointed. The enter-
taloment was the most dellghtful of ihe
season. Dale’s bright and handeome face
showed not the slightest trace of care, and
his wife was in her most charming mood.
“They are frivolous people,” sald one
of the gueats of old Steele early the next
morning. “I gave Dale credit for being
a thoughtful man, but he and his wife
seem to be too light minded to appreciate
the gravity of the situation.”
“T'hey will appreciate it to-day,” sald
Steele, grimly,  “I have got hold of s lot
of Dale’s papers, and I am going to close
down. You will see my lord and my
lady come to grlef,”
The news of Dale’s fallure created
quite a sexsatlon, but scores of business
men remarked that they were not at all
surprised, and that they had been looking
for it all along.
“And be will have nothing left,” eaid a
tlx‘:e'r,v;:hlnt to Mr, Steele, “not & cent, will
€.
“No,” replied Steel, “he will be worse
off than a beggar, because he will be heels
over head in debt. There will be a meet:
ing of the principal creditors to morrow,
aud the result may land Dale in the
rison.”

“It will he a terrible blow to Mes.
Dale,” sald a leading soclety lady, “and
it may kill her.”

This was the general run of the talk
about the failure.  Very little sympathy
was expressed. In hard times sympathy
is a very scarce commodity.

On the same morning John Dale took
his wife into the library afier breakfast,
and told her all, Mrs, Dale was eilent
for a moment. Then she put her arms
;xlound her husband’s neck and kissed

m,

“At least we love each other,” she said.

“But,” exclaimed Dale, in some amaze-
ment, “you do not understand. We
must give up our house. There will be
nothing left. My creditors may pursue
me all my life, and there is nothing but
poverty before me.”

Mrs. Dale gave him another kies, Do
you think I care?” she said.

“My dear,” said Dale, and his voice
trembled. *‘I must tell you the worst,
My success made me reckless, and if eome
of my creditors push me to the last ex-
treme they will be able to send me to
prison, aithough I bad no criminal in-
tention in my traneactlons with them.”

“No matter what hefalls youn,” said the
beautiful woman by his side, “I will stand
by you, and suffer with you, and wait for
better days.”

Then for the first time John Dale shed
a few tears. Later in the day he went to
his office and devoted his attention to his
business affairs.

“You will see him beg for mercy,” sald
old Steele to the meeting of creditors,
“I know these extravagant spendthrifts.
Dale will come here and cry and plead.
You must be firm with him.”

Just then the object of his talk entered
the room,

“Hello, Steele,” he said, with his cue-
tomary carelessness. ‘Well, gentlemen,
here we are. Now let us see what can be
done about this matter.”

Old Steele glared at Dale, and the
others looked at him in astonishment.
Dale did not look like a man who had
been crushed by some great misfortune.
He looked younger, brighter, and hand.
somer than ever, and there was & ring of
triumph in his tones,

“Curse that fellow?” said old Steele,
“1 wender what is up now.”

“Gentlemen,” sald Dale, “before pro-
ceeding to business I desire to say a few
words.”

Instantly there was a dead silence in.
the room, Dale then made a calm,
straightforward statement concerning bis
various enterprises, and wound up with
the admission that his llabllities greatly
exceeded his assets. Then he told them
of his interview with his wife.

“You will now understand,” he con-
cluded, “that this :: no great misfortune
after all. If my wife s eatisfied to
share my poverty, I am the happiest
man on earth.”

Dale looked around ‘\;fon the group in
such & frank and manly way that all
were favorably impressed.

in private, Bteele was the only msn who
out against & compromise, Tnen
the others withdrew, and in a short time
returned,

“It is all right,” said the leader to
Steele. “We will settle your claims and
give Daleanother chance, He is a good
fellow, and he shan’t be sacrificed!”
“Well, if you will be fools,” snarled
Steele, “I have no objection,”

John Dale did not have to give up his
house, and there avas no talk of & crim.
inal prosecution. His manly way of
meeting his difficulties and the devotion
of his wife rhllied s band of strong
friends around him, and in the course ot
a few days he was on his feet again,
Perhaps the Dales profited by their
experience during the panic, At all
events, they did not rush headlong into
a career of extravagance. They modi-
fied their style of living, and in the
course of a few years they had the satis-
faction of knowing that they were out of
debt, and agsin on the road to fortune.
And yet it might have been very
difterent, John Dale said one day to his

wife:

“When I told you of my failure if you
had broken down under the news it was
my intention %o go to my room aand blow
my brains out.”

“Why, John!” exclaimed the little
woman, “how oould I have given you any
other answer{”

SUNDAY ALL THE WEEK.

—

Oar Catholic brethren have set us, at
least, the good exawple; their churches
are not silent as the tomb on week days,
Their worshippers do not do up all their
religion on Sunday. It may be only for
a foew moments they step in through that
open church door, on & week day, to
kneel and lay down burdens too heavy
else to be borne.

I like the custom. I should rather say,
I like the reminder, and the opportunit
thus afforded them; and I heartily wis
that all our Protestant churches could be
thus opened. If rich Cbristians objact to
the promiscuous ase of thelr velvet cush.
fons and gilded prayer books, at least let
the aisles and the altar be free for those
who need God on week days—for the
poor, the tired, the tempted—for those
who shrink, in their shabby babiliments,
from the Sunday exhibition of fine toilets
and superfine Christianity.

Were I s minlster, and obliged to preach
to paniers and diamonds and eatins,
on Sunday, [ think I skould have to ease
my heart in some such way a8 this, to make
my pastoral life endurable, elee my office
would seem to me the most hollow of all
mockery. “The rich and the poor meet
together, and the Lord is the Maker of
them all,” should be inscribed outside my
church door, had I one. I could mot
preach to those paniers and thelr owners.
My tongue would be paralyzed at the
sight of those kneeling distortions of
womanhood, bearing such a rezemblance
to organ.griaders’ monkeys.

I am not sure that I should not grow
hysterical over it, and laugh and cry in
the same breath, instead of preaching. I
can never tell what vent my disgust
would take; but I am sure it must have
some escape-valve, You may say that
such worshippers (Heaven save the mark!)
peed preaching too. I tell you that
women sc given over to the “devil and all
his works,” are past praying for—“hav-
ing eyes, they see not; having ears, they
hear not.” They are ossified—lmpervi-
ous; they are Deadeea apples, full of
ashes. There! now I feel better.

Having alluded to our Roman Catholic
friends, allow me to ask leave of them to
have the cross surmounting all our Pro-
testant churches, unless they have taken
out a patent for the same. It is lovely
to me, this symbol as I pass aleng the
streets. It rests my heart to look atit,
amid the turmoil, and din, and hurry, an
anxlous faces, and sorrowful faces, and,
worse than all, the empty faces that I
meet. I eay to myself, that there is truth
there, there is hope and comfort there,
and this tangle of life is not the end.
When I am a Protestant minister, the
dear cross shall be on my church, and no-
body shall stay away from it because they
are ragged or poor, or because the cush-
fons are too nice. Oh, I like Catholicity
for that. They are nearer heaven than
Protestants on this point.

I am very glad for the Protestant noon-
day prayer-meetings, wheresoever held.
One may have a great spiritual need on
other days than Sunday. One may
happen in there—if such things ever
happen, which I doubt—and there learn
that need and the way to eatlsfy it. The
devil is cunningly and wisely busy every
day and every night in the week; why
should good Christians think to cireum-
vent this skilfal diplomatist in onel—on
Sunday only? The devil makes easy all
the paths leading to perditioa.

Christians make hard and difficult the
road to heaven, with their fine churches
and fine worshippers, and empty preach.
ing once a week, And all around us
pitiful hands are outstretched, and hun-
gry hearts are waiting for the loving
Christian word of help, temporal and
gpiritual; and men and women g0 down
into the maelstrom of despair, folly and
sin;and we open our churches, and let
well dressed Christians in to pray for
them on Sunday, Sunday! the word
has no meaning, Call it Monday, or
Tueeday, or 4th of July, or anything you
will, but not “Sunday.”. That once
meant something.—Fanny Fern.
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If you have a cold, cough, bronchitis, or
any form of throat or luny disease, do not
neglect it. Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, if
promptly taken, will speedily relieve and
cure all ailments of this character,

SurepLEssNESs is due to nervous excite-
ment, The delicately constituted, the
financier, the business man, and those
whose occupation necessitates great men-
tal strain or worry, all suffer less or more
from it. Sleep is the great restorer of a
worried brain, and to get sleep cleanse the
stomach from all impurities with a few
doses of Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills, gela-
tine coated, containing no mercury, and
are guaranteed to give satisfaction or the
money will be refunded.

Prevailing Sickness,

Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Sore Throat,
Inflammati and Congesti are most
gevalent at this season of the year.

yard's Yellow Oil is the best external

for fresh wounds,

When the oreditors consulted together

other troubles,

and internal remedy for all these and
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