
IN RELIGION'S REAM.

Expressions From Various Religions
Newspapers.

The Religious Thought of the Day as
Expressed in the Sectarian

Press.

Of the Pope's encyclical the New York
"Independent" says: "And this is the
condition of unity. Then we reject it.
We will have none of it. We seem to
see here the explanation of the weak-
ness and decadence of the Roman
Church since the Renaisance, in that it
has preached the authority of men
against the province of reason In mat-

ters of religion and of the knowledge of
God and his word. Against this mechan-
ical unity, this monarchchial unity, we
will set up a unity of the spirit, the unity
of faith and love and service of the Mas-
ter. To his unity of subjection the Pope
Invites us; we invite him to our better
spiritual unity; and we ask him to rec-
ognize our fellowship in the Church of
God as w-e recognize his. "When we rec-
ognize each other, then the visible unity
will be established which he now denies
and rejects. We have said that this is
a virtual, ifnot an intended reply to Mr.
Gladstone and the English High
Churchmen. They are told that their
priestly and episcopal orders are in-
valid; but they are told that they are
In schism and must return to subjection
tc the Pope. They are told that the
question is not that of valid orders, but
of Papal primacy. Y"et not a few Eng-
lish churchmen might be willingto ac-
cept Papal primacy, ifonly their Angli-
can orders were declared valid. That
might leave an Anglican Church rec-
ognizing the primacy of the Bishop of
Rome, but allowed its Anglican cus-
toms, just as the Chaldean Church ac-
knowledges the Pope, but keeps its
married clergy and its liturgy."

* * *"The Pope's encyclical is a very Inter-
esting document, r.nd for various rea-
sons important," remarks the New
York "Examiner" (Eapt.). "The ab-
stract, extending to 3,<HKj words, is care-
fully as well as officially prepared, and
deserves an attentive reading. In brief
compass, with logical completeness, and
in plausible words, the central claim of
the Pope and the Roman Catholic
Church Is set forth, without abatement
and without suggestion of compromise.
As the student of the subject has often
felt, if the premises of the Pope's argu-
ment be admitted, it is impossible to
stop short of his full conclusion, not ex-
cepting the claim of Papal infallibility.
Ifyou go part way with him. as do the
gieat state churches ?Anglican, Greek,
Lutheran?you must go all the way, or
sacrifice your logical consistency to save
your Christianity. Of course the Pope,
in speaking of the reunion of the
churches, is not thinking at all of the
evangelical denominations which are so
conspicuous with us, but to him are not
worthy of notice nor entitled to the
name of churches; he is thinking only of
the politico-ecclesiastical bodies like his
own. with which negotiations are pos-
sible."

"The humorous aspect of the Chris-
tian unity proposed by various relig-
ious bodies, which is embodied in the
suggestion on the part of each holy
body that all other communions shall
come to Its point of view, has more
than once been pointed out," says the
New York "Outlook." "The kindlyand
courteous encyclical of a Pope whom all
Protestants respect throws the humor
of that proposition in still bolder relief.
There can never be a reunion of Chris-
tendom on ground held exclusively by
any one body of Christians. "When
such a reunion comes about, it will be
because an inward and spiritual con-
viction and faith draws each body
away from its particular position to
the central point where truth in its
highest aspect is one. Organic unity
can never be effected on the basis of an
infallible authority vested either in a
line of popes or in a succession of coun-
cils. The spiritual conception of the
nature of the Christian religion and ot
the functions of the Christian Church
has sunk so deeply Into the heart of a
large part of the world that a consen-
sus of oplnon which would rest the
authority of that religion and of that
church upon an external tradition of
any kind can never be obtained. This
docs not mean, however, that the hope
of a union of Christians throughout the
world large enough to include not only
all Protestants, but all Roman Catholics
and members of the Greek Church as
well. Is a pure illusion. The constant
discussion of the subject shows how
much the divisions of the church weigh
upon the noblest spirits among religious
people; and the marked change in the
temper and character of the discussion
evidences in another way the growing
consciousness of the real community of
Interest and faith botweom Christians
of every race, creed and church."

* * *
"The commencement of the Episcopal

The- .logical School in Cambridge, lines*,
to-.k place with satisfaction to those
immediately concerned." says the "Liv-
ing Church" (P. E.) of Chicago, "and.
while it has not furnished the church at
large with any special Sensation for the
present year, on the testimony of its
friends its character and tendencies re-
main unchanged. It will be remem-
ber<-d that this seminary is not amen-
able to any ecclesiastical authority.
Why should young men who seek the
ministry ln a church, the most conspicu-
ous feature of which is that it is '. pis-
copal,' that is. governed by Rishops.
prefer a school which does not m'-»t
with favor from many of those officers?
What sort of loyalty Is to be expected
from young men who wish to be or-
dained by Bishops and yet find Bishops
Objectionable? Practically, how- \ r,
there is but little basis of fact in the
ld» a that the secret of the school's pros-
perity is to be sought in this peculiar
Telation to the Bishops. Most of the
young men who enter are doubtless ig-
norant on that point, and only know
that their own particular Bishop ap-
proves their selection of a place of theo-
logical education. The promise that
they shall be allowed to do 'their own
thinking' is the best card. Nothing could
be more flattering to the recent college
graduate, and he is rarely capable of
detecting the fallacy which lurks in
such a promise. In fact, the students of
the Episcopal Theological School in
Cambridge do just little of their ?own
thinking' as those elsewhere. There is
no other school which su.e.eds b-tt.-r in
impressing a special stamp anon the
majority of its graduates. There is a
surprising tendency on the part of these
independent think rs to think the same
thing on a number of Important sub-
jects."

"The real question which divides the
Christian world." fays the Boston
"Congregationalist." "is not doctrinal
but ecclesiastical. It is the question

v. lather thereexistsa clerical caste hold-
ing exclusive powers transmitted from
the beginning, without which there may
be Catholic baptism but no fellowship
with the apostles and prophets and with
Christ himself, or whether Christ is still
king in his church and all the people
sharers in the priestly office. The ideal
of the kingship of Christ and a universal
priesthood of believers, and the ideal of
a separated and self-perpetuating
priestly caste with which is lodged the
grace of God for the continuance of the
Christian life, are essentially contradic-
tory; and most of the corruption of the
church has come out of the latter ideal
and practice, in which Roman Catholics
and most modern Protestant Episcopal-
ians agree. It is something, however,
for which to be thankful that the
"Churchman" and those whom it repre-
sents agree with us that the spirit of
God works as he will in baptism, if they

feel bound to hold also that he has lim-
ited himself to the services of a caste
lit the other offices of the Catholic
Church."

* * ?

"The sacredness of marriage and the
unnaturalness of divorce are illustrated
by recent Prussian statistics," observes
the New York "Churchman" (P. E.). "A
medical authority states that in Bava-
ria mania is ten times as frequent
among divorced people of either sex as
among either the married or the single.
A like disproportion of varying degree
in other parts of Europe between the
suicides of those divorced and those
who have never dissolved the marriage
tie points to the serious effect upon the
mental organization of a violation of
the Scriptural law of marriage. Most
of the Mosaic ceremonial, and the laws
of diet and social order are founded
upon principles of temporal well being

and health. History teaches us that di-
vorce is disastrous to the general nation
and people, as the family and stability
of the family are the foundation stones
of the State. Now the physiologist steps
in to tell the world that divorces are in
many cases disappointing. They not
only wreck the home, but sometimes
ruin the intellectual constitution of the
prrties, and result in mania and suicide.
Human affections and associations ar
profound and mysterious realities, and
when caprice, or temper, or unrestrained
passion violates or n-amples on such
ties, nature herself brings the punish-
ment, and the killing of love becomes
the extinction ofreason. The wisdom of
the Christian law receives a strong con-
firmation from this unbiased testimony
of physicians."

A FIGURE OF SPEECH.

Mrs. Jimson Couldn't Understand
and Her Husband Explained It.

"What does it mean about letting the
cat out of the bag?" asked Mrs. Jimson,
meditatively, making imaginary letters
with a forefinger.

"Oh, it's just a figure of speech," an-
swered Mr. Jimson.

"Do you mean a cat's figure?"
"Bless the woman, she's gone daft on

cats."
"No. really, Cyrus, 'the cat' must

mean some particular one. Now, what
cat has been let out of the bag?"

"Polly, you've got me there! I haven't
an idea whose cat it was."

"Well, it sounded mysterious and
queer. I heard some one say just as I
got on a car this morning. 'The cat's
out of the bag.' "

"You don't imagine, Polly, they were
talking of you?"

"But, Cyrus, it was only yesterday I
sent that old black cat that came into
our cellar away in a bag."

"O-ho, Polly! The cat's out of the bag

with a vengeance."
"But how did it get. out? I told Henry

to carry it down to the river and mer-
cifully drown it ir. the bag."

"Itevidently got out."
"But how did anyone know whose cat

it was?"
Mrs. Jimson was beginning to cry.

and Mr. Jimson's face relaxed a little of
its severity.

"Polly, it's all right, only you were
born a decade too soon. Youll catch on
some of these days, and then you'll be
able to distinguish between a Joke and
a sermon. Now, just remember this.
Next to letting a cat out of a bag the
worst thing is to try and crowd it in
again. S'long, Polly."?Times-Herald.

THE FRIENDLY GRASP OF THE
HAND.

When your comrade has missed the high
aim of his life;

Has been beaten and crushed in merciless

When, whatever he tries and wherever he

He ifrim destined to lose, and his fate
w.-ll he knows;

It Is then that despair his kind heart doth
rend?

It is that he should know that at least
you're his friend;

When the flow'rsmiling earth seems a des-
olate land,

You should thrill his whole frame with a
shake of your hand.

You many save him from sorrow and fill
him with joy.

Yea, inspire him the morrow his l>est to
employ;

You may te'! him how love and how friend
e'er hold-

Then he rises above and his faith becomes

And, wherever you go and whatever you
say.

You may go where you will, yet you meet
on the way

With a sorrowful man. If you wish to
command

Both his love and his thanks, just grasp
him by the hand!

Hut another friend rides on the crest of
life's wave.

And he vv Is in plenty and cares not to

For his heart is so light and his spirit so

That he seems like the gayest of birds
that can be.

But when* ver you meet with a soul that
is sad.

And whenever you're told that the glad
earth Is had.

Thes'- conditions you cure if you but
understand

That !'..' safest of cures ls to bold out your
hand. ?Christopher <i. Ruess.

To Break Down Medical Barriers.

The American Association of Physi-

cians and Surgeons, which has been in
n in Buffalo, took the first step to-

xoid the perfection of an organization
whose object is to reconcile the warring
ii- mints in the profession, and to break
down the barriers which now exist be-
tween the different so-called schools of
medicine. Under the present code
of ethics a practitioner of one school Is
prohibited from consulting a member of
another school, or even availing him-
self of the good which is to be found
in all schools, in short, the tendency
of the organization will be to liberalize
the medical profession.

The n«-w organization will be called
th.- International College of Medicine
and Surgery. It will be organized in
1900 at Paris during the international
congress of the medical profession,
which is to form a part of the great
woii I*B fair to be held at that time.
Dr. John F. Simson of Boston will prob-
ably be the first President of the new
college, as he has been the prime mover
in the steps already taken toward its
organization. The college will recog-
nize no creeds or dogmas, but will be de-
voted purely to science.?Buffalo Ex-
press. .

Great memories, which retain all In-
(Mfferesttly, are the mistresses of an inn,
and not the mistresses of a house.?
Mme. Necker.

THE COX OF ST. BRIDE'S.
"Go up for the Eights?" No, not this

year, Iithink. We were there last May,

but then?that was so different! I've
Spoken to you about little Ted Orme,
haven't 1? Yes, it's because of that;
you see, I've not been in Oxford since.

Here is his photograph in his cap and
blazer ?green and white, St. Bride's col-
ors. He looked so well in them, we
thought. I wish I had one of him as he
was when I first saw him. That willbe
fourteen years ago this May, and he was
'only 0, but I remember the time so well.
Grace had just become engaged to
young Merchiston of Triniity, and we
had been invited up to the Eights by his
aunt. It was our first visit to Oxford,
and Grace found it very good fun, nat-
urally?but I own I thought it rather
slow at first. Frank Merchiston took us
about everywhere, of course, and he and
Grace were in the seventh heaven,which
rarely holds more than two at a time, I
think!

Wi 11, this afternoon we were on Trin-
ity barge watching the races. It was
very bright and hot; there was the usual
crush of smart frocks, of hat-bands,
blazers, flannels and little terriers scut-
tling about everywhere, and in the
pause between the first and second di-
vision of boats I was idly watching
'them all and noticed Ted.

He was so little for his agf that I
fancied him less than 0, and at first
thought it absurd that he should be out
of skirts, he was such a laughable fig-
ure in the long wide sailor trousers, but
he marched about so independently and
was so polite bo his mother ?who treated
him, I noticed, as though he were a com-
petent escort ?that he rose in my esti-
mation. At last he got his mother com-
fortably seated, supplied with tea, and
in conversation with an elderly gentle-

man, and then came to me. politely
drawing aside to let me down the stair,
as I went below; thinking I should bet-
ter enjoy my tea away from the glare
and bustle. He managed with some dif-
ficulty to procure a cup of tea, asking
for "mostly milk, if you please," at the
busy table; then he came to the long
seat from which I was watching him,
placed his cup and saucer carefully
upon it, and, changing again into the
melee, he returned with a piece of cake.
He clambered with difficulty on to the
slippery cushions beside his teacup, and
smiled at me over its edge as he en-
joyed his first sip, remarking as he re-
placed it in the saucer,"Rather a scram-
ble gettin' anythin* to eat, ain't it? Have
you gut all you'd like?" he added, evi-
dently ready to slide down again and
forage for me if I said the word. I as-
sured him that I was well supplied, and,
ready to continue the conversation, re-
marked something as to its being pleas-
antly cool below after the glare on deck.

"Yes. indeed," he said, "and there's
such, lots of terriers up there, a fellow
can't eat anythin' in safety?when he's
little?and so when I saw Judson of
Wadham. comin' on with that horrid lit-
tle dcg of his in its blue and white rib-
bon?don't like Wadham colors, they're
washed leokln', don't you think? ?I
knew there was no good stayin' up
there. Why, that dog took the cake out
of my hand yesterday."

"Are you Interested in the races?" I
asked.

He opened his eyes amazed. "Rather,"
he exclaimed emphatically; "'specially
in the second division. Don't you think
our crew splendid? My brother is
stroke," he added with pride.

"The great big man who sits in front
of the Trinity boat?" I asked.

"Yea," said Teddy. "He's big, Isn't
he? We're all big in our family?when
we grows up; and of course his being in
the boat makes us interested in the
races. Lots of the people here, though,
are just up for the week, and know
precious little about tt all. Why, yes-
terday I heard a girl who was cheerin'
away like anythin' wavin' her handker-
chief and pretendin' she understood it
puffeckly, sing out, 'Well rowed, Brase-
nose'; and she was on this barge with a
Trinity fellow, too, Frank Merchiston;
had on a blue and white hat-band, and
all that; but she just called that 'cause
she heard some other fellows shoutin' it.
and never seemed to think we were
tryin' to bump Brasenose ourselves!"

I laughed. "That was my sister," I
said, very much amused, for Grace was
always making mistakes like this, being
too eager to share her fiancee's interests
before .she understood them.

Teddy flushed embarrassed. "Oh, I
didn't know," he said .awkwardly.
"Sh s a very pretty girl, isn't she?" try-
ing to atone for his unfortunate remark.
"Th»- mai'T said her dress was awful
good taste."

After tea we went on deck together.
Teddy cast a glance toward his mother,
but seeing her apparently quite happy
with the elderly gentleman, devoted
himself to me. "May I see your watch,
I tease?" he asked. "By Jove, near time
fur the first gun! WT e must scrimmage
to get a seat. Miss What is your
name, please?"

I told him: he touched his cap quaint-
ly. "My name is Ted Orme," he said,
and we were formally acquainted. I
little gu< ased what a lasting friendship
it would be. Do you ever think of that?
A first m< etfog often seems so Impor-

afterward, though at the time one
scarcely notices it. perhaps.

Teil found me a chair somehow, and
place 1 bin ??? it b- side me. I shall never
forget his excitement as the guns
bo mcd out and the boats glanced into
sight.

"There they come!" he cried. "Can
you see, Miss Hay? Stand up on your
chair. Rest <>n my shoulder and you'll
he quite Sti Sdy!" And this from a child
whom under ordinary circumstances It
would have been one's first impulse to
lift above the press, but with Ted I
dared not propose such a thing. He
cheered vociferously. I think Trinity
bumped Brasenose before our eyes, but
I really forget. I can only remember
th-- little figure hanging over the barge
i ailing, waving his cap wildly,the sweet
little voice ringing out, "Well rowel!
Oh, will rowed!" as his brother's boat
shot by. His dark eyes glowed as he
turned to me when all was over.
"Wasn't that rippin'!" he exclaimed,
his voice trembling with excitement. "I
must really hunt up the mater, and talk
to her about it. She'll be mos' awfully
proud of Will! Here's your sister and
Merchiston comin' to look after you, so
I'll say good-by." Again he lifted his
cap with his quaint courteous air and
turned away.

As the beat returned later I saw him
on the lower part of the barge greet-
ing tlie rowers. There was a crowd of
lads in flannels cheering and congratu-
lating them as they landed, and I
watched Teddy, wondering if he would
hug the big "stroke," but of course he
didn't. He held out a little brown hand,
that disappeared altogether in his
bn titer's muscular grip, and I heard
blm exclaim: "Well done, old chap!
that was first rate"; commendation
which the the young giant seemed fully
to appreciate.

Tl.
Crace and T were at a garden party

after this, and seeing Ted's mother, I
asked Frank M-rchiston to introduce
us to her. She turned out to be a school
friend of my mother's, was delighted
to meet us. and when I spoke to her of

Teddy in terms that endeared me to
her at once, she invited us all to tea and
tennis next afternoon.

They lived across the meadows east
of Oxford, in a sweet old-fashioned
house, and there were seven sons; Will,
the Trinity stroke, was eldest; Ted the
youngest, and, with the five between,
all were eager over college matters, the
gossip of the river, the Eights, the Tor-
pids, etc., as only lads living within
sound of Magdalen bells can be.

Such nice boys they were, clean,
straight and healthy, mentally as well
as physically, all yellow-haired young
Saxons, excepting Ted, who, with his
dark eyes and tiny figure, was like a
changeling amid the broad-shouldered,
blue-eyed sons of Anak whom he so
zealously imitated. I became great
friends with the boys, as well as with
Mrs. Orme, and when we left Oxford
was the recipient of an invitation to
return to them for commemoration
some time, which I firmly intended to
accept. But various happenings inter-
fered; after Grace's marriage any trip
away from home was naturally to Sus-
sex to visit her, and summer after sum-
mer passed without the hoped-for Ox-
ford holiday.
I did not, however, lose sight of the

Ormes during this time; birthday let-
ters and Christmas cards were ex-
changed at the proper seasons.and five
years after my first visit I was able to
carry out the long-talked of plan, and
come up for commemoration. I en-
joyed the visit immensely. Of course
the family had changed a good deal:
Will was in Buenos Ayres, Rex was a
curate, in the Isle of Man, I think, Harry
was at Merton, more eager over run-
ning and jumping, 1 fancy, than any-
thing else. Bob was away at Sandhurst,
so Phil, Jack and Ted were the only
sons at home, the two former at Magda-
len School, my little friend having very
desultory lessons, with a governess, and
eagerly looking forward to the next
term, when he should join the others at
school. Mrs. Orme was not very eager
about the boys* education. She was, I
believe, far prouder of Harry's prowess
ot vaulting than if he had succeeded
in taking his degree, and Ted was al-
lowed a complete holiday during my
visit, to act as cicerone, an office he filled
to perfection.

He was still very small and slight for
his age, but could manage a boat better
than most people of twice his years, and
many happy hours he and I spent on
the Isfa and Cherwell during those long
June days, lyingin under a green bank,
in dreamy silence, listening to the wash
of the flow against the boat, and to the
faint vibration of the bells, whose voices
float ever down the river from the gray
towers of Oxford; or gliding swiftly
through the checkered gold of sunlight
and shadow, sifted through the green
boughs overhead, past banks starred
with wild-roses, we talked?always on
the same theme, of the legends of Ox-
ford, of the deeds done there, whether by

Saxon priest and Norman courtier, by

Cavalier and Roundhead, or modern un-
dergraduate. And, however faulty his
spelling, his knowledge of arithmetic
and many other important items, there
was no Oxford tale or topic with which
Ted was not thoroughly familiar, and
nothing would bring such a color to the
thin little face, or make the dark eyes
glow with such brightness, as this talk
of the great and glorious achievements
of this or that eight or eleven, of Farrar,
of Balliol, or Hewitt of Corpus. His
one great desire was for the time when
he should have left his childhood behind
him and taken his place in the life
which he knew and loved so well. To
be in the boat of his "house," perhaps
of the University?Rex had rowed
against Cambridge while at Lincoln?

was the acme of all Ted's ambitions and
dreams.

"But, Teddy," I expostulated one day
when We had been talking thus, "what
if you should not be strong enough?
You don't look as if you would ever
be fit to row in a 'varsity boat. You
ought rather to determine to make your
mark in a different way. Some day I'll
come up to hear you read the prize

Greek verses at the Encaenia, and per-
haps later we'll see you in a red robe
shaking hands with the Vice-Chancel-
lor, having a Latin oration read over
you, and all the undergrad's cheering
you, and shouting, 'Well done. Corpus,'
or 'Merton.' or whatever is the name
of your college; and won't that be equal

to rowing stroke at the head of the
river?"

Ted shook his head.
"Oh, no, nothin' like it!" was the ve-

hement response. "And I'm nearly cer-
tain to be a big chap, Miss Hay. All
us Ormes are big. I'm very young yet,
don't you know, and can't rightly be
said to have begun growin.' Oh, I
don't care a rap for degrees and things.
I'm awfully stupid, I suppose, but I
can't it! I simply must be big and
strong like Harry and Will and Rex, to
be in a winningboat, and see the wet
oars flashin' out in the sun, to feel the
boat drawin' away from the others, and
then to win and feel you helped in win-
nin.' Even to fail, but feel you did your
level best. Oh, I'd rather have that than
anything else in the whole world! If
somebody was to tell me just now
that I couldn't ever go to college, I'd
feel's if I wouldn't want to go on livin',
Miss Ray."

"And after you've been to college,
and in the winning boat, and all
that." I asked, "what then?"

Ted laughed. "I don't know," he
said; "honestly, I don't. I never get
any further than that in thinking of it.
There doesn't seem to be anything be-
yond, somehow."

His brothers used to tease him about
his ambition. "Which college shall you
you go to?" I asked him one afternoon
when we were all at tea in the gar-
den.

Harry was at home, and looked up
laughing. "He must go to 'Teddy's
Hall.' of course," he said, referring to
St. Edmund's, the smallest college in
Oxford, which goes by that name with
the irreverent undergrad'. "He'd be
lost in any other."

Ted, seated on the grass, raised his
brown eyes to his tormentors. "I'm go-
in' to the one that has the best boat and
crew." he said determinedly. "And I
don't see why you fellows need chaff
so 'cause I'm the littlest. You were
everyone of you's little as me once. Harry
needn't be so cheeky 'cause he's six foot
four. I found a little shirt of his the
other day in a closet of the mater's, a
rag you couldn't squeeze a good-sized
cat into."

The laughter naturally turned against
Harry, but the joke won for Ted the title
of St. Teddy, and stuck to him always.

Of course, during commemoration
there were all kinds of festivities, of
which Mrs. Orme was most zealous to
procure me a large share. I was at the
Knoaenia at various garden parties and
balls; we had lunch one day in Harry's
rooms at Merton, but I don't think I
enjoyed anything so much as my ram-
bles through the town and along the
river with Ted.

One day he and I had rowed to Par-
son's Pleasure, and leaving the canoe
there had wandered into the town. The
undergraduates had all gone down, and
It was like a city of the dead by this
time, the High silent and deserted.

We wound up our ramble at the Ash-
molean. Ted was bending over Oliver
Cromwell's watch, I remember, and lec-
i turing me upon that unpopular hero in

terms ofno little abuse, when I proposed

that we should inspect the mummies to
be seen in the museum, but to my
amazement he drew back with averted
eyes.

"I'd rather not." he said shortly: then
seeing my scruples he continued:
"You'll think me an awful coward, but
I can't bear to look at the things. Once
when I was quite a youngster Rex was
talkin' about them, of how old they are
and how long they have been dead, and
it scared me so that I've sever gone ru ar
them. I know I'm a baby. but. Miss
Ray, I dreamt of 'em so that night. I
hate anythin' dead"; his eyes looked
dark and troubled as he raised them to
mine; "and I'd rather never think of
'em even."

Ofcourse I never referred to the sub-
ject again, but I never forgot the
shadow on the merry, fearless, little
face.

I left Oxford with intense regret and
was conducted to the station by Ted,
whom I attempted to thank, as I bade
him good-by, for all his trouble.

He lifted his hat gallantly. "Please
don't mention it, Miss Ray; it has been
the greatest pleasure?'twas a holiday,
too," he added, with a Hash of child's
laughter; "and when are you coming
back?" he continued, closing the door of
the carriage and speaking through the
window. The train began to move, but
I leaned out to call back, "To see you in
your college boat," and then I lost sight
of him for a long, long time.

111.
The next two years, you know,

changed everything for me entirely. My
marriage, and then Archie's regiment
being ordered to India, seemed to sep-
arate me altogether from the Ormes,
and as Mrs. Orme is a very bad corre-
spondent, I heard very little of them for
nearly eight years. At the end of that
time, however, we were ordered to Ed-
inburgh, which was very nice, for you
see Archie's people live there, and we
were eager to show Lassie to them all;
she's the only granchild, you know.

One day, soon after landing, Harry
Orme walked in upon us. His mother
had noticed the arrival of our regiment,
and had sent word to Harry, who is set-
tled in Edinburgh, to search me out.

It was perfectly delightful to see the
young Oxfordonian again, and I over-
whelmed him with questions about his
people. One ofmy first was: "And Teddy
how tall is he now?"

Harry laughed: "Not nearly to my
shoulder," was the prompt answer. "But
as he is cox of St. Bride's, little St.
Teddy Is as scared of growing or gain-
ing a pound's weight as he used to be
eager for it. Had you heard of his ill-
ness?"

Of course I had heard nothing, and
Harry continued:

"He was overworking himself, about
two years ago, at all sorts of athletes,
and broke down completely. The doc-
tor said It was something wrong with
his heart, told him he must give up all
violent exercise, flatly forbade tennis,
running, rowing, and such, and nearly
broke poor Ted's heart in good earnest.
He was awfullyplucky about it, though,
but I can't tell you, Miss Kay?beg par-
don, Mrs. Moncrieff, I mean?how pa-
thetic the poor little chap used to look,
in the midst of all the talk of cricket
and rowing that always goes on at
home, you know, especially just then,
as Phil and Jack were both at Jesus. St.
Teddy devoted himself to Greek, but it
was an awfully half-hearted sort of de-
votion, though he's really the cleverest
of the lot, if he only cared for work. He
pretended he was getting to like it, and
that it wasn't half killinghim to enter
St. Bride's ?it's a crack crew, you know,
rather hopes to be head of the river
this May?and not be able to take his
share of the fun. I rather suspected It
wa.s sham all along, and when he wrote

last term that he'd been made cox any-
one could see how he really felt. Why,
he seemed half cracked with delight,
and the mater writes they can half
plague the life.out of him by telling him
he's growing or getting stout."

"And his Greek?" I asked.
Harry grinned: "Rather allowed to

slide, I fancy."
Then he asked me when Iwas going

to England, and gave me a hearty invi-
tation from his mother to come to them
for the third week in May. Of course I
accepted. Lassie and I were going south
in May, and the idea of being at the
Eighths again delighted me beyond
measure.

Wre did not. after all, manage to get
up for the first three days of the races,
however; it was on the Saturday after-
noon that we reached Oxford; Lassie
w as asleep and had to be awakened as
the train stopped, so Mrs. Orme was at
the carriage door before we alighted.

She was not a day older in appear-
ance, and it did sound too funny to hear
her say: "And this is your little daugh-
ter!" During all my English visits last
year Iwas constantly startled by the
night of Lassie running about. It was
impossible to remember that I was her
mother. Everything else was so like
what it had been years before. Before
we had uttered more than the first
greetings Mrs. Orme began:

"I'm just from the river. Too bad you

couldn't be there; we have had such an
rxciting three days. St. Bride's has
made a bump every clay, and has got
to the head of the river to-day after
such an exciting race with Magdalen.
Teddy will be off his head, Ido believe.
I never even hoped that St. Bride's
would be at Magdalen, never!"

She was excited as any one over it all.
and lier excitement was most infectious:
we talked of nothing else all down the
H'gh. across Magdalen Bridge, and out
into the country, and it was so like the
old days over again.

Will was at home, for the first time in
ten years, and Rex, Phil and Jack were
gathered on his account, so the house
was very lively. Lassie was in her ele-
ment. She was accustomed to queening
it over all the young subs in Simla, and
was soon on intimate terms with the
young men. Rex had brought one of
his little boys, too. just about her age,
who reminded me of Ted.

On Sunday Ted himself spent the day
with us. He greeted me very affection-
ately?l think Lassie was shocked by
my kissing him?and he looked, oh, so
happy. I remember watching him as
he sat on the window-gill,surrounded by
his big brothers, discussing the races,
and the chance St. Bride's ran of main-
taining her position on the river, and
thinking what an intensely glad-hearted
young fellow he was, and how bright
life seemed to be for him. There seemed
some anxiety as to the result of the
next day's proceedings.

"We bumped Magdalen almost by a
chance yesterday," Ted explained, "and
they're not the fellows to sit down tinder
a bump. I can tell you. They mean to
get back to-morrow, if they can, so it
willbe an exciting afternoon, Mrs. Mon-
crieff," he said, turning to me with his
old sunny smile, "and you've not missed
all the fun."

"And ifyou fail?"
'We fail! But we'll strew* our courage

to the sticking place and we'll not fail."
He seemed reluctant to leave that

mght. Some of us walked across the
meadows with him to the river where
his canoe was lying, and he lingered on
the bank talking. It was a lovely night,
warm, still, and swoet with the sweet-
ness of an English May, and a clear

moon was reflected brokenly in the
whispering river. Teddy asked me. 1
remember, if I had seen Harry in Ed-
inburgh.

Dear aI(J chap," re said thoughtfully.
"I'd like to see him again. If only he
were here, and Bob back from Cairo,
we'd be a nice little family party,
wouldn't we, matter?"

"I thought, if Will coulß manage to
stay till Christmas, we'd have .1 t'.imih
reunion then." said Mrs. Orme. "Bob
hopes for leave. I think."

"Christmas." ejaculated Ted. "That's
a long way off."

"St. Teddy wishes all his family to see
him head of the river." laughed Will. *Ted laughed, and pushed his canoe
out from the bank, calling back "Auf-
wiedersehen." and I suppose the word
brought the song to his mind, for,
through the plash of the river, we heard
him whistling the plaintive "Kst isi bes-
tiinmt In Gottes Hat," as the canoe
slipped from sight.

The next day was showery in the
morning. Mrs. Orme and I went into
Oxford before lunch, and while she was
calling somewhere, l wandered down
Broad street towards Wadham. where
we had agreed to meet again, and was
driven by a smart shower to take shelter
in the entrance to the Ashmolean. 1
w as pleased to meet Teddy in his green
and white blazer just coming out, and
we stood talking while the rain pattered
down outside.

Suddenly I asked: "Have you ever got

over your objection to the mummy,
Ted?" and he turned to me laughing.

"I had forgotten that you knew that,
Mrs. Moncrieff." he said. "Well, do you
know, I've never looked at them all
these years, just because I'd got into tho
habit of avoiding them. Let us go up
and look at one of them now, and get
the Introduction over."

We did so, and he stood in front of one
case, lookingat the face of the thousand
years dead within. He was standing
carelessly, crushing his cap between his
hands, and, as he remained silent a long
time gazing into the eyeless sockets of
the black distorted countenance before
him. I was struck by one contrast, by
the sweet glad young eyes, with the
hidden laughter in their brown depths,
the firm, smiling lips by the hope and
life reflected in the sunburnt, boyish
face, and then by the horror of the
ghastly thing opj>osite. I caught his
arm. "That will do," I exclaimed; "let
us go now."

Teddy laughed, but there was a queer
look in his own eyes as we went out
again to find the shower had ceased and
the clouds racing away before a light

breeze.
Tn Wadham garden the grass and

flowers were glittering in sunlight, and
we sat down to wait for Mrs. Orm°. who
never keeps an appointment punctually
by any chance.

"That is an interesting old chap."

said Teddy thoughtfully after a pause.
"Iwonder why I was so afraid of him as
a little 'un. I am a fearful coward
though." he turned to me as he had done
so many years before, with the strange

shadow on his face, "and awfullyafraid
of death, Mrs. Moncrieff " Then with a
bright laugh and complete change of
tone he added: "Iwonder if. when the
time comes for one to look that, too, in
the face, it is with a surprised 'Hello,

old fellow, you're not half so bad as I
thought,' that he is greeted. But here
comes the mater, and I must be off.
You'll be both on the barge this after-
noon, won't, you?"

IV.
It was very hot and bright on the

river that afternoon, and the crowd on
the barges and along the river unusu-
ally large. The Ormes were present hi
great force, though Phil and Jack were
not with us; they had joined the under-
graduates on shore, scantily clad in
flannels and prepared to run along the
bank with the boats and cheer them-
selves hoarse when the races began.

Bertie, Rex's little boy, was most at-
tentive to Lassie, and explained every-
thing to her, so that, to our amusement,
she chatted quite fluentlyabout it all,
took really an intelligent interest In the
boats, and was immensely proud of her
acquaintance with the cox of St. Bride's.

Teddy joined us as soon as we ap-
pealed, and remained with us during

the first division, holding Lassie on his
shoulder, and giving her his green-and-
vvhite cap to wave as the boats went by.

Then he went off to procure tea for
us, asking us to remain together that
we might have it socially.

While he was away Sir Edward
Morse, the head of St. Bride's, came up,
and after speaking to me. said: "Let us
go down stairs, Mrs. Moncrieff. and
have a cup of tea away from this bus-
tle," and offering to take Lassie's hand,
he added, Don't you think that a good
idea, little maid?" Of course I had
never thought of declining, but to my
amusement, Lassie drew herself up. and
said politely,but with great pride, "Oh.
no, thank you; mater and I are going to
have tea with the cox!" Sir Edward
bowed, smiling, and said he would never
think of Interfering with such an en-
gagement. I think it was probably the
first time the head of St. Bride's had
found himself to be nobody compared
to the cox of the boat.

A/fter the boats of the 0 o'clock di-
vision had gone down to the starting-
place we all waited in great excitement
for the guns, speaking little and con-
stantly consulting our watches.

In spite of our expectation we all
started as the five-minutes gun was
fired, and pressed forward eagerly to
see the canoes and small boats clearing
away from the center of the river. In
two minutes there came the dull sound
of the second gun; all conversation
ceased; even the terriers stopped bark-
ing and raised one ear in quivering im-
patience. On boomed the last gun, a
shiver ran through the crowd, a great
cry rose from beyond the bend of the
river where the boats lay out of our
sight, and Will, who was beside me.
muttered between his teeth, "They're
off."

For several seconds we could see noth-
ing, the St. Bride's barge lying some-
distance from the start. Then on the
opposite bank came the rush of white-
clad lads carrying the crowd there in
one stream along with them, shrieking,
firing off pistols, waving huge rattles,
crying, "Well rowed, St. Bride's!"
"Well rowed, Magdalen!" hurrahing,
howling like souls possessed?or like
young Englishmen! Then a flash of oars
and the boats were in sight and yells
rose from our barge as St. Bride's ap-
proached, followed so closely by Mag-
dalen that a hump seemed inevitable.

I wish you could have seen Ted's
mother; she was standing on a chair
supported by Rex, waving her hand-
kerchief as he did his clerical hat, both
joining in the cries that echoed on all
sides.

"WeM rowed, St. Bride's! oh, well
rowed!" "Row, row, oh, well rowed!"
"She's got her!" "No, she hasn't; oh,
row, row, St. Bride's! Ah-h " a
long shivering cry as Magdalen, now
almost aside of St. Bride's, swerved for
the bump. And then?such a storm of
clapping, cheering and shouts of "Well
rowed!" "Well done, St. Bride's!" that
I could hardly collect my wits to dis-
cover what had happened.

It seems that Magdalen had been too
eager, and that just when she was in
the act of bumping- a piece of clever
steering on the part of St. Bride's cox
had saved the boat, which darted for-

ward untouched and was safely away
before her pursuer had so far recov-
covered herself as to follow.

None of us noticed the following boats;
the cheering and cries almost unnerved
me. and Will's voice shook as he said.
"There will be nothing now left for
St Teddy to wish. That was all his

I longed to sot to Mrs. Orme to speak
to her. but would not leave my pta.ee
until the boats came back from the
winning post, each to its own barge,
which they did slowly, the crews, ex-
hausted by the intense exertion, be-ing wildlycheered as they passed.

As St. Bride's came back a wild roarof congratulation arose, and my heart
throbbed to hear the name "Orme" re-
peated amid the deafening plaudits.
The long boat had some difficulty in
drawing alongside, because of the crowd
of smaller craft, and as she lay wait-
ing,- a fresh cry of "Well steered." and"Orme, Orme." made Teddy raise his
white face and shining eyes to the deck,
arid something in the clad, exultant look
with which he met Will's waving hat
brought the tears hot to my thioat. and
teen, I don't know why, but I thought
Ofhis f.-u c as I had seen it in the Ashmo-
lean that morning.

Will moved impatiently. "I must get
down below to greet him as he lands."
he said, and as he turned away Sir IM-
Ward spoke to me again, and I, leaving
my place at the rail as I answered him,
lost sight of the boat just drawing up.
I don't know what he said, but we

were interrupted by a fresh burst of
cheering.

"I fancy they aro greeting your young
friend." said Sir Edward. 'His steer-
ing certainly saved the boat. Why,
what tremendous applause!"

I listened eagerly. "1 wish we could
see," I said, and so we pressed through
the crowd to the head of the Stairs.
The cheering seemed suddenly to cease
as we made our way. and when, just is
we reached the stair head. Will met us
with a scared, white face, a vague ter-
ror caught at my heart.

"Where is the mater?" he whispered
eagerly. "Ted has fainted. He is down
there, and they've sent for a doctor, so
don't be afraid. It was just the excite-
ment," and he hurried past to find his
mother.
I don't know what I said or thought.

I don't remember anything until I was
down stairs, and saw Ted lying on the
seat. His cap had fallen to the floor,
and his hair and gray jacket were all
Wet, for they had been bathing his face.

Dr. Markham had been on the bar.:.-,
and was bending over him already, so
there was nothing to do but to stand ami
wait.

It was so like the day I had seen him
first; outside the crowd and bright
colors, the sound of laughter and many
voices, the sparkle of the sunlight on the
river casting quivering reflections on the
ceiling.

Suddenly the doctor straightened

himself: I saw him lay the thin, brown
band which he was holding gently down,
and I knew the instant 1 met his eyes
that I should see on Teddy's face the
sfange, inscrutable shadow that told us
all was over.

The one instant Of triumph and glory,
for which he had lived all these years,
bad come at last, and, after one swift,
exultant throb, his her.rt was still?for-
ever.?New York Evening Post.
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