NEARER, MY GOD, TO THEE,

Nearer. 1ay (Oond, to thee
Nearer totheo,

Wenthough if 1w A cross
That ralseth me

MEI] b any song shall Lo

Neater, Inx o, 10 thre,
Nearer (o thee

Though, llxe the wansderer,
Dayhgnht alf gone,
Darknees Lo over e,
My rest adtoned
Yet, 10 tug deeanmia, I'd be
Nearer, iy (o), to thee,
Nearcr 1o thee

There let the way ajpuer
Rtepe up to heaven;
Al that thou sendest e
Lnmerey given.,
Angelato beckan e
Neater, iy Uio], to thee,
Nearer to thee

Then, with 1oy waking thoughts
“Iiright with thy pralse,
hut of myy stony gricfe
Bethel 'l raice,
Ho LY 1y Woee 10 be
Nesrer, my Giod, to thee,
Nearer {0 thee

And when on |o;IUI wing
Clearing thie aky,
Hug, moon, and stars forgot,
-Upnanl L Ay,
Htill all my song shall be,
Nearer, iny (Qod, tothre.
Nearerto thee

LITILE S8ILENCE.

‘Tho Story of a Mute Witness,
BY T C. BARDAUGH.

One mormng when Byrd Nolan, a
detective, came down to breakfast,
‘he was made aware of ‘the fact
.that-another crime had-béén com
mitted, '

When the detective took Jus seat
at’ the table, one of the boarders
tossed the paper to him saying

“There's more work for you, It
thistime, fromthe surroun(iings. ‘on
detectives will have your hands ﬂm,
for the murderer left no clew, . and
already the police are at fault.”

Nofan had returned on the late
train and knew nothing of the trage.
tly, therefore he took the paper with
a prood deat of curiosity.  He found
the paragraph, and while warting for
hus coffee, read that a Mrs, Peters,
a sewing-woman, had been klled,
while gshe was alone, her anly child,
a mute boy, having gone to bed some
time before,

The detective knew nothung abons
the Peters family.  Heread that the
murderced woman was a widow, eco-
nonncal and industrious, making 1
living for hegself and child with s‘:cr
ncedle, and he conkl not sce why
she should be singled out for assas.
sination.

He paid no liced to the theotics
advanced Ly the boarders for the

urpose of drawing him into a net,
Ktll dhacussed Ing breakfast and left
the table, ¢

.He had nothing to do, the tnal
which had taken him from the city
had been finished, and he was at
liberty to take up the one that now
presented atself. '

Nolan always had a heart for the
wronis of thc poorer classes. He
had felt the stings of poverty when
a boy, and when lie read of the muc-
der of the sewing-woinan, he secretly
resolved to hunt the murderer down
and avenge the dastardly cnime.

When Lfic reached the house, he
found it in charge of the police and
was told that for once they were
. balked—that the murderer had killed
and vanished. He had not-left be-
hind a single clew, and his motive
was totally unknown. ,

“*Where's the boy ?" asked Nolan;
. Little Harvey Peters, a° bright-
looking boy of ten, was brought into
the room.'i)ut of course lie could tell
nothing. 1le had not been educated
in the sign_language -of mnutes andd
knew nothing of communication. It
was repeated that the boy was asleep
when the Dlow was. struck, for . the

wtrons who discovered the crime
*ou'nd him on his couch in that con.
dition, )

The day after the funcral, the
commissioncr of Public Chanitics
“took possession of -Harvey Peters,

and Nolan learned that he-was to
have a home benecath a public reof,

He went-home and wrestled with
the dark problem of blood and death
I'he sewitig-woman had been killed
with a dagger, wlich, finding her
heart, produced-instant death - the

house had not been plundered so far,

as he conld see, and the slight strug.
gle which had taken place between
the vicum and her enemy had given
him no clew. :

» Fhe boy must talk, sud the de-
tective, Tt alt hes with fum.  Tle
wust tell what happened that aight,
and we must know whether he was
axleep when the murderer came, or
\\'Ilél'lcr: e did not see somethimg.”
That afternoon he presented himself
at thc office of the Commussioner of
Chantics,

«] want Harvey Peoiers,” sawd he,
“| will take care of him, e shall
be rearcd by my sister, who used to
teachin adeaf and dumbschool, and
lie shalllack for none of the comforts
of life.,"”

After some discussion the boy
was handed over to Nolan, and that
day he found a new howe beneath
a roof which did not -belong . to the
great city.

Mary Nolan was kind and win-
inng ; she loved chiuldren, and when
her brother came in leading the little
inute, her hcart went out to Ilnm and
she took Liun i her arms,

“Lowill do iy part,” <he sad to
her brothetr, “This boy shall learn
how totalk to us. - It willtake tame,”
sfoavill wait, if 1t takes yeats,” “But
after all he may tedl us nothng.

“We must take that nisk, Mary,
Thus crime is absolutely clewless. §
never saw- anything hke it.  Take
carc of Little %ilcnce and teach him
the mute’s alphabet.”

From that day Harvey Peters was
wLatth Silence” to the detective and
s sister,  They calted lum nothing
clee, and Nolan watched with inter.
cst the slight progress the boy wade
at the beginning,

"So you've taken the widow's son
lo vour sister's,” smd a druggist to
Nolan one night. '

The httle pharniacy  was situated
near the scene of lflc cnime, and
Nolan was n the habit of dropping
in at mght and talking wah the
junior partnet on his way home,

“Yes; | took i out of the FHonse
of Charitics, and Mary s gonjs to
look after him.

“No you think lic tan learn the
mute's fangungc [

I don't know. Some children
are verf apt, othets very dull, Tune
wil! tell in this case.” '

"*The boy was asleep, vou know,”
continucd the druggist. e <aw
nothing of the crime, and therelnre
all your labor on him may be for
naught. A good deal of time lost,
ch, Nolan?"

“iNot lost, not at all. We wiil
adopt the Loy, and he will be a cum-
fort to Mary and 1, rc aying us ten
tamies over for our teaching,

\Wecks passed.  Nolan, with ajl
s acumen seemed entirely lost in
the mazes of thal mystérions mur-
der.  He could not puick up a single
clew, and when the other detectives
left. the cas:  nd chaffed hsm for
clinging to st, he -merely shook Ins
head and thought of “ Lattle Sulence,

One mght, six months.after the
crime, he discovered 2 man watch-
ing the house where Ins sister lived,
Fhe detective saw. the dark  figuge
half bidden by trees, and when it
moved ofl, he followed it and tracked
ittoa plain-dooking houséin another
part of the city. '
_MThat was Dothen, the- druggst.
“This 1s an odd way he has of court-
ing my sister Mary, " said the detee-
tive. I wonder what ted him to
watch the honse ?

\Within the tast three months the
young drugnst had rumaged to be-
come acquainted with Mary’ Nolan,

marked that he was loohed upon as
thie sister's lover,
wan of property, had a good busi.
ness, apd, ‘on the whole, was con-
silered a good catch by several am-
bitious mammas, By Notan did not
like him.  Hecoulddiscover nothing
about Jus past beyond.Dothen's own
story that he had come from the
West, where he was  respectably
connected,

Tu-see him watchmg his sister's
house at an unscasonable hout
arousced Nolan'ssuspicions,and when
a day ortwo alter, Lauttle Sitence fell
sick after a visit to the honse by the
droggist, who had watched with
mnterest a lesson givcn the boy by
Mary Nolan, the detective told his
sister about the secret vigil in front
of the building,

“He was not here that night,” sakd
Mary, *Mr, Dothen was not hereon
that date, and why he should wateh
‘the Wouse is beyond my comprehen-
sion,’

Lattle Silencegrew worse. Dothen
calles and left not only lus sympathsy,
but some medicines, as he had been
a doctor, ana Mary admnistered it
1o the mute,

Day by cday Little Sitence fadesd
like a fower before. the frost of fail.
He seemed to have been. smitten
with a strange dhsease, which was
taking him off, and before the little
white hands, which were almost
Bloodless, could tell in sign-language
the secret of the murder.

Mary Nolan bent over the mute

witha sympatheticheartand smooth-

cd Ins fevered brow, recaving from
him a look of thanks - swhich would
have mclted a heart of stone.

“Shall [ continue the léssons?
He is Jearning to form words with
his fingers, saul the detectives
sisterone cday.  “The effort weakens
ham, but ho scemis eager to learn.”

* By all means go on,” was the
answer. *When hie 1s gone all will
be dark, and the entme of Cherry
Street 1s onr ondy hope.”

Nearly alt of the detective s spate
tinic was spent at the home oJ his
sister,

LEvery now and then, however, he
would drop into the drug store and
talk with Dothen,  The druggst
took a great mterest in the dying
mute, and would ask after him
whenever Nolan called.

"Do|you know that the boy witl
never learn the making of words!”
said the detective one afternoon.
*He seems o have lost lus powers
to mch up anytiing and keepit very
lofig, ~ Mary is going to get lum to
spell out words, but 1 fear he will die
wathout learnming how to doat.’

*Why, what did you expect toget
from the boy " querted Dothen.

“Not much, after all," was the
teply. *We thought perhaps he
saw something that mg'u-—llml he
might not have been asteep, you
know.

“But that s largely gucss-work
with you, Nolan?

*Yes.

“10the boy dies without telling
amvtinng, you will be frusteated.

= Of course.

Fhat might Nolan sent-for the
thruggast, .and wn balf an hour the
fighre of Dothen crossed the door-
way of the sister's home.

_ Perhaps he wonderéd why hie bad

been sutnmoned to the. house, hut
whenMary Nolan approached hun
and - whispered-that Lattle” Silence
Wc‘IS‘(Iilng. the question was an-
swered, and he stole on tip toe to
the mute's chamber,

o a darkened room, propped up
by pillows, <ata boy, reduced by his
mystenons disease to a ihere shiadow,
But ns cr-s were as hright as stars,
atd Ins-hands nearly transparent,
scemed  endowed  with  anwonted
motipn

He dut not see Dothien, who went

and his attentions had becono so " ta the head of the conh 4n,g

Dothen was n |

—————
o

hid himself from the iy = 1 i alf

Mary N"_‘"“ bent over s
and was trying to hold lns ¢y

“Ask him now," sad thy . gy
"lt'is' now or never, Many

Swiftly flew the sisier s fing, . it
the dying mute fixed b vye e gy,
them, fhon

He had spelled some Viing
Mary, but slowly,
couraged her,

"“.-'ll'\‘(‘-)'- dear, what g
the night your mother die|
.\Igt!'ly Nolan,

Iha-liands of the boy were e
and his ﬁm"cm began to e

Slowly they met aud pattod
they formed the silent letieiy g 1,
strange alph:.nlml. and  Nolin, wl,.
knew something about them, [rane,
forward and watched the hugers o
all hiscyes,

"';"IC::O slow, Harvey," saul \has
**Think beforé you talk.  \\ hay ..
yoit sce that night *’

“1 2aw a man come into the rwa,
where we sat,” smd the Mang
hands.  “1saw him when he ogw e
the door, but - mamma dud not. 14,
almost faightencd me from the e
for he worea black mask and 1 ol
not see much of tus face.  MWhen
mamma looked up-he came furwar |
and she was caught before she rini
meet him,  There was a struggl
the room and I-ranawayv. When !
caine back mamima was lytng on 1h
floor, so still | hardly knuvw wh
happened after that, only 1 il 4
the floor and ened. | must law
gone to bed crying, for they tm'nd
nie there the nest morning

(1 cost the boy a reat effort to )
this much,

Mary Nolan and her brother look
ed at oue another '

vAsk himf he saw  anvihng
weeuliar about that wan, <ud ih
erret.  * Quick, Mary, for the ciuld
is dying.

Bfnry pit thie gquestions, and Hun
iﬂpruug forward and hfted the sinhing
n "

?‘l saw his forchead alxave th
mask., ‘There was a bivid scar owe
onec of the cyes.”

Mary Noi:m uttered a sharp o
and fell back, .

*\Why, where s Mr. Dothen
she cxciniméd. The druggist was
gone; he had stolen from the houw
as noisclessly as a spectre, anl
neither brother nor sizter had been
the wiser for lus gong.

“Look to the boy ™ <aud Nolan
clutching Mary's arm,  “The pead
boy hns gaven me the clew, e has
spoken with death at lns heart.

Out of the house rushed the det
tive. He crossed over the cy aml
rapped at a certain door on ih
other side.

When it was uniocked, he wom
up a flight of steps two at a tiw
and burst without ceremony ant: s
toomn where  there was a bl
Dothen white.-faced and statue hiv
facexd him with the fook of a tige

1 thought you would come, ~art
he, through clinched teeth. -1 an
the man., 1 killed Mrs, 1'cters s
canse she knew me in the West anl
knew that 1 was once in -the pens
tentiary for horse-steahny  Th
only way to silence her was v hil
her.  You persevercd with the lin
antil yon made him talk, Lok |
ame the man -with the -scar,  and
throwing back lns ‘hair, Pothen e
vealed the searscen h{ Latele Sib v
the mght of the murder.

When Nolan, with the ook o
victor, left the house that nalt e
was not aloe. -Dothen. wem
with him, and the nexi sl 1M
whole ity recalled the.death o b
sewing-woman of Cherry St
when it réad of the arfes of 1
draggist and the death of the v
mute, wio had_breathed s o400
Mary Nolaw's arms,—The Junne?

fin
and this bl gy
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