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WITHIN A MILE

By Geraid Massey.
Within » mile of mumuxh wwn
We our litte darling down
Our first seed In God's acre sown!

gwest & piace ! Death looks
{ half bis gluom ; or sure he smile
T) win our lovely spitit chlld.

&‘.fveth His beloved sleep
calm, withip fis siterce 1
As angel-guands {ts watch lieep.

;l‘tln Clty k'a-ltr;E t’.ﬂigvm: and sweet;
bares a gentle bruw, to groet
The mnmw mourning at Its feet.

u 1ife breaks round
'gi.- :?::::tn'hlﬁ-;r.g with softenod sound ;

Wild flowers elimb each mo.sy mound

To place In resting hands thelr paim,
And breathe their beauty, blovm and balm ]
Folding the dead (o fragrant calm.

A softer shadow Grief might wear;
And old Heartasche come gather thore
The peace that falleth aflo. prayer.

Poor heart, that danced along the vines
All reeling-ripe with wild love-wines,
Thou walk'st with Death amoug the pioss!

Lorn Mother, st the dark grave-door,
She kneeleth, pleading o'er and o'er,
But it 1s shut for evermore.

Bhe tolleth on, the mournfull’st thing,
At the valn task of emptying
The cistern whenes the salt tears spring.
Blind ! blind ! she foels, but cannot read
Aright ] then leans as she would feed
The desr dead lips that never heed

The spirit of lit> may leap above,
# But {n that grave her prisonesd dove

es, cold to the warm embrace of love.

Aund dark, tho' all the world be bright;
And lopely, with a City In slght]
And desolste In the ralny nlght.

Ah, God ! when In the glad life-eup
The face of Death swims darkly up;
The crowning fluwer |s sur to droop,

And so wa laid our dailing down,
W hen summer's cheeh grew ripely brown,
Aud sgll, the' grief hath milder grown,

Unto the Stranger's land we cleave,
sike some poor lirds that grieve and grieve,
Kound the robbed nest, and cannot leave.

A BOGUS ANCHORESS.

THE STORY OF SISTER VERONICA

The doctor’s wife scanned her visitor in si-
lenee. Vith the audacity of an out-and-out
Protestant she wus revolving in her wmind certain
impions gueytions, This was the third mendicant
in pivus garb who hoad come to her door within
# month, solieiting alms for the support of some
far-away religons instutution. Who was to as-
suce ber that the contrbutions she had already
made would be faithfully dedicated to the pur-
l)ose for which they had been given? Would
he Catholies take pity upon the ueedy or sutfer-
ing of other denowinations? In her growing
distrust she leaped to rockless surmises.  What
it these black-rob.d women were pot ™ sisters”
after all, but wercly bold impostors, who us
sumed the dress of the onder for the time for
their own sclfish aims and purposes ?

She resallid hersell from her reverie with a
Yrtle shudaer, ad her voice was hard and cold
#s <he spoke.

“ Sister Veronica, I really do not feel justified
in helijnng vour hospitals and asylums any more.
1 think it i1s time we were lookimg up the poor
about us. There may be fellow-beings suffering
in our midst without a murmur: people whose
{rrhil? forbids theni to appeal to public charity.

think we should be doing more nobly if we
devoted our time to looking up such cases, in-
etoad ol eontributing to the support of distant
institunons. of which we know nothing.”

“0h, modom!  If others were onlvy of your
thinking ! luterrupred the visitor, imp tuously,

*What then? [ fowr you woull not suceeed
so_well in vour missjons®

re. Belden leaned forward as she spoke, and
mzed eurion upward mio the countenance bo-
nenth the posked white bonnet.  The mom ntary
flutter and doh hod tracsform d
her enllo's 1 seil away, leaving it
cold and still in its punty.

* One must rejoice at any lessening of the great
sum of human wsery,” was the gquiet response.

‘he anchiopess tirned to go,  She hod not only
faied in her creamd. bt had met with a deeidsd
rebufl: ver ot the door she paused a moment und
held out a shavely white hand, which met the
other's in o sympothtic gois)

The doctor’s wife stood ai the window, with
mingled curiesity ond intercs'. ond watehed her
visitor depart. To her surprise the
not continue un the street, but retraced her steps
plong the lonely path leading in the direetion
of the station-house.  Was slie then only stopping
off bitween trains, and bad she squandered the
few minutes she had in which to “ do" the little
New-Mexican town? or had she grown hopeles
of success after her first fruitless effom? The
deture of the strange woman Hngered obstinately
n Mis. Belden's memory.,  There wis something
oddly familar about her face,  The very diiples
in her cheeks—that a sister of charity should have
dimples!—the zentle curves of chin and mouth,
and the bright flash of her eves, unsubdued by
the long und wenry penance to which her pale
fuee and wasted tgure hore testimony. were all
parts of a hnunting and clusive memory.  She
wondered to wlnt order the woman belonged.
The skirt of her robe was certainly very seant
and shahbv, and a faint line about the bottom
reminded her of the mark Ieft on her own black
ik where she hmd lately vipped off o plaiting.
A litide stareh and shilful manipulation mizht
easily convert o pillow-ense into one of those
Inrge, square honneis,  But after a short time
Mr~. B lden dismissed
tinng from In

gtehwork, wits soon deeple absorbed in study-

o the areangement of <pme “ samples” —ahits!
thot woman shonld be eapabile of such daplicity
~Intely prosured from an enterprising New-York
drey-goods firm.

Severnl months spedd by, and the good lady, in
spite of ler creditahle rosolutions, bad taken no
artive step toward nseertaining the eirenmstanecs
of her peighhors,  Ore cday hed been too chilly,
another too windy, a third too warm, to sally forth
on her charitahin errind.  So she hnd contented
herself with mukine a few inquiries of chance
vicitors.  She hud been langhed ut for her pains,
It wax an saxiom in the New-Mexican tuwn that
no worthy and indnstrions person could ever suf-
fer for b of food or ralmoent
n duy when the doetor was late to
ipper. The tahle was spread jn the
eosey dining-room and the tes simmered on the
hgarth. The young housewife vibrated between
table, stove and window, The little ecathedral
clock on the parlor-mante]l sounded the half-
hour. ‘The youne wife busied herself pleking off
the dead lesves from o twining smilax which stood
in the window—so manuy withiered leaves do the
bouse-plants show in that exasperating olimate !
The clock solimnly wnelled the hour of 5. The
little woman hod crown tos wecnstomed to the
exactions of & physician's life to feel more than
impatfent. She sat down to the tahle alone mmd
tried to ent. Yt only suceceded in swallowing a
eup of tew and a bit of fruit. Then she resumed
her post at the window. A light rmn was falling,
which inerenssd until it eame in gusts and squalls,
thin settled into a steady Jownpour.

It was after § o'clock when she deseried a darlk
figure hurrving up the street.  The gate opened
and shut with a elick, and the doctor tounded
up the steps of the portico, to he met with a tear-
ful grecting on the part of his wife,

“ Oh, bert! You don’t know what I have
suffered. T wns so afraid that some of those
dreadfu]l men who are always shooting on the
streets downtown——"

* Nonsense, child!"  But his voier was shaky,
and as he reached ont his hand and Jaid o long
morocco case on the tuble, she noticed that his
face was pale nnd drawn

“ An operation, dear? What was it ?*

He did not answer at once. Indeed, he eat
down tu the table and drank his eup of ten and ste
a slice or two of bresd and hutter, chatting mean-
while in an absent way on indifferent topies. It
was only when they had gone into the little par-
Jor, and he had thrown Limself into a great easy
chuir before the glowing fire, that he recoguizcd
her question.

“ ) geven-year-old-boy, dear. Leg crushed
beneath the cars.  Stood it like a hero

* How did it hs]il{wu—tho injury, I mean ?®

« Slipped gnd fell under o biueking engine, They
peem 1o have been pretty badly off—the mother
and ehild—and the fireman of yard-engine No, 26
had been in the habit of throwing off lumps of
=oul for the little lellow to piek up.  To-day the
jad tried to climb up before they had slowed
down, and missed his footing and relL”

“ How he wust have suflered 1

“ He never seemed 1o think of himsell at all
Was possessed with w fear that the ficeman might
he hfnuwd. Peautitul little fellow, in spite of
his shahby clothes. oudl white forchend, eurling
brown hair. and thoughtful gray eves. Do you
know I can't get rid of & certain fancy that 've
seen the child hefore”

“ Probably on the street,” suggested Mrs. Bel
den.

“ No, no. Years ago;

when I was a boy, or in
gome other existence
* Where do they live?”
“up declare, Dessie, T never suspectsd there
was such destitution in this place. You remem-
ber those wretehed dng-outs on the other side of
the railrond ? Nothing to sercen the entranes
but a piece of worn-out tent-cloth. We had 1o

rform the operation by Hght of 4 econl-oil lamp.
Eﬂ held 1.7

* The mather *

“ Yeos: and never fiinched. Shielded it with

hund to keep the rain from patting out the

ght. In ail my professional experience 1 never
saw such self-command *

“ Indifference, I should esll 1t," suggesied the
i nt listener.

“ 1 don't know, my dear; I don’t know, When
we got through I wondered that she dld not move
or stir. 1
upon the

unclasp her hands from the lamp. Her fingers
were cold and clammy; she was like a person
in a cataleptic trance. I thought she was going
to fall to the ground. But. instead-"

“ Instead—what ?"

* Instead, she insisted u;um staying there alone
to-night, Would not listen to our offer of
watchers. Seemed in o hurry to get us off.”

% DBut how ean the child recover in such a
plaor ? Tt is criminal to leave him there”

“ The eitizens of Palmea may be a trifle uneivil-
fred, my dear, but they are not wanting in the
common attributes of humanity. The boys Lave [
beon bhusy this e\'ewlnfimThcv have rented that
little house Drown's fly vaeated last week,
aud a ecouple of hundred dollars will be placed
in _bank to-morrow to the little boy's eredit.”

But the citizens of Pulmen found that they
had a diffieult ease with which to deal  Faee to
face with the exigencies of her situation, the
mother consented to move to the house mude ready
for her, but she drew sparingly npon the funds
placed to her eredit, and took a careful inventory
of everything the honse contained, with & view to
paying for everything as soou as she shonld be
able. In an inconceivably short time, thanks to
the reactive powers of healthy childhood, and the
pure air of the elevated southern plateau, tho
child was able to be about the house, blithe 0s »
little maimed hird, on his single leg and ernteh.
The scant sewinz that the mother conld procure
wis ill-paid and inndequite for her needs, and
she quietly opened nnother industry.  She made
the faet known that she was roady to winsh the
soiled linen of the town. Hop Wing, who had
hitherto monopolized this industry, at prices so
extravagant that he was fast rising to a position
of afffnence, viewed this eneroachment upon his
pecnlinr provinee with unfeigned alarm. ITe low-
ered his seale of prices and starched the hosoms
of Palmen's shirts until it became necessiry to
use o gimlet for the insertion of shirt-studs. but in
vain, A generous tide of patronage fowed in
upon his eompetitor.

The doctor and his wife sometimes discussed
the anomalons charaeter ¢f the woman with whom
Fate had broucht them in contaet,

“ T ean’t qu'te make her out,” the doetor onoee
remarked ; “ to look at her one would think her
ineapable of feeling—that she had senroely o ho-
min instinet.  She is developing into the hardest
business woman 1 ever saw. Yot I am inclined
to think that the night I first saw her she was
gtimulnted by courage of the highest order, an
herote self-forgetfulness that conquered her own
physieal weakness,”

“ T understand her perfectly,” returned his wife,
with prompt feminine deeision; *she is eon-
strueted on a different prineiple from ordinary
women, Seme gentle instinet of sympathy—of
womanly tenderncss—is wanting in her ecomyosi-
tion, I have seen her day after day, you know,
my dear, end T onght to be able to judge. Though
she is not & had sort of womnn at all,” she gener-
ously conceded.

* Curions sort of name, fsn't it—Mrs. Ruthstan.
It has a very faney sound.”

“ It doosn’t sound like a real name at all,” ro-
turned Mrs. Belden, severely : * oh, she has a his-
tory behind ber, and we shall know it some day,
depend upon 0"

Ilt. so happened that the very next day the doe-
tar stumbled across an old friend, newly arrived
fn the place, and brouzht him home. * Bessie,
von remember Jaek Grosvenor—the oldest friend

have, You remember he would have been g
moan ot our wedding——"

“1f he hadn't been busy getting married him-
@]l A thousand miles away. Yes, I remember,
and I am very glad to weleome you to our home,”
Mr. Grosvenmor.,® said the doetor's wife, holding
out her hand with a winning smile.

But there wns no answering smile on the face
of the man she so cordially greeted.  She romem-
heved her husband’s deseription of the gy, light-
nearted fellow, and tried to identify him with
thi= seher-faeed, reserved man, who had silently
seated himsell by the window, and was looking
out over the plains with an abhstracted afr.

“Jack has fust come back with a party from
Guaymns," explained (he doctor: * Li- hns made

intter did |

: bese wandering speculn- |
mind, and, resuming her erazy

| her eves kindled swith excitement, her chieeks Tt

a rich strile dewn on Posuhontas Monntain.”

“That is very eood,” said Mrs. Belden, ah-
sently, wondering why her hushand should make
stiels o point of his friend’s business suceess, or
spenl of it ns if it were of vital interest to her.

“1 am glad for Jack.” proceeded the doctor, a
little awkwardly: * he has been telling me some-
thing of his experience to-doy—you don’t mind
my telling Bewsie, Jack ?—ond he's had a hard
pill. Worst of all, he lost his wife”

“1 am vory sorry—-—"

“No, not that wav!" hastily interrupted the
doctor: * lost sight of her. He left her in Den-
ver three vears aco, Ileard from her once or
twier, but his roaming life was not favorahle to
correspondence.  Now lie tells me hg has losy all
teaee of her”

“ How very strange!™  Her woman's curiosity
was roused. ™ And she was siueh a pretty woman,
Mr. Grosvenor, [ remember the lovely face of the
Ehnt(u:mph vou sent us, when you wrre married.

uch o dimpled, laughing face! Where was it
1 saw one thut reminded me of it not long ago ™

“1 ecan't say it sqems o very sirange to me,"
remarled Grosvenor, taking part in the conversa-
tion for the fisst time, and speaking in a labored,
husky voice; * I wonder that she put up with 1t
so long,  We had had a hard time of it for years
You know how she had been venred up.  She was
A Miss Ruth Stanhope, of Riechmond., of the old
Virginia Staghopes. 1 was never able to provide
for her in the way she had been aeeustomed to
1 left her with almost nothing.  She
was o proud, spirited woman.  She tired of the
struggle and went baek to her friends. I had
hoped she might hold out on account of the bhoy."

“The bor * Then you had a ehild "

Grosvenor assented with o mute cesture,

* Ruth Stanhore,” reperated the doctor's wife,
slawlv. looking stendily ot her hushand, who sent
Ler haek a «ignificant glanee: and the bov—how
old would vour little son be now. Mr. Grossenor 27

“ A little more than seven years”

“ iahert, 1 hive sn ercand that must be at-
tended to at onee, You and Mr, Grosvenor will
exense me, I will not be Jong”

Mrs, Belden had snatehed np a bread-brimmed
hat and was tying it under her chin as she spake,

at home.

with u sudden flame. Jock Grosveror, sroused
froft his apathy, looked curienly after hor as
«lie sped down the street. ber hend in a whirl
As she flew along the sidewnlk, she tried to bal-
ance and arrange the queer faects and stranger
memorics that were flitting through her brain,
Shie remembered something of the spiendor of
Juels Grosvenor's wedding and the contrast ft
hind presented to their awn modest nnptinls.  She
recalled an aceount she had read of the marriage
banguet and the list of the notable guests who
were in attendanee.  She saw in anticipation the
bare room she wus about to enter. with jts
heggarly strip of rag earpeling along the ecntre,
the plue bedstead with its worn coverlet, the
wanden chairs, and the woman bent ovir her
jroning-hoord, eontrasting it with the abounding
romforts and generous hospitality of that Southern
home.

A high wind was hlowing, and elouds of dust
darkened the air about ber, Battling with a
ministure siroeco, she yet found time to murvel
at the steength of charnetor that had enablod the
petted Sonthern girl, born and eradled in the lap
of luxury, deliberately to renounce the life of ense
open 1o her, and condemn herself and her ehild
to the Lie of toil snd hardship thar had pesuliod
en disastronsly, The gentle womnn's heart Alled
with leve and sympothy, and she was ready to
take Jeclt Grosvepor's wife intd her arms and
ery over her sorrows and humilintions

Her heart was ghillidd at the sight of the eald,
proud faee, whose severity was inerensed by the
piece of stiff white muslin bound ahout the hend
#s o protection from the cmeke and econldust of
the droning-stove. M. Belden looked in me-
mentary nhhorrence at the moss. of laee and em-
) ry lying upon the ironing-hosrd, guessing
iy too well the owners of the tawdry splendor.
* What! do youn work for them 2

Tor u moment the womar gnzed enlmly upon her
questioner, then tarned with an expressive glanee
to the dow pallet where her hoy Jay sleeping, by
his =ide the erntel that must be his Hfdong com-
panion.

Notwithstanding the mother's impassive de-
meanor, the eves of the visitor filled with sudden
tonrs, She twirled hier hat-strings and searched
the eald faee, wondering how she had best com-
munieate the tidings of which she wos the bhenrer
She ohserved the dignified movement of the tall
figure aercss the room, the shapely hapd Tant
ehanged the eool iron for a fresl =me and she
remembered how the same Bt had hield a light
without. filnebhing while the little bhoy's limh was
being taken off. With whot a disdainful front
she had faced poverty. and how sternly she had |
repelled these who offered sympathy and help!
Siteh 8 woman woold have neeve for anyth'ng |
Why should she plan to spare her what would at |
most he more than o slight surprise,

Mrs. Belden ended by flinging all her cr-ruplrn;l
to the wind,

“ My hushand's old friend, Jack Grosvenor, s
at onr honse”

“ Alive P

The word spoke volumes, The paln and agony
of yenrs were concenteated an the ery. The haot
iron she was holding dropped upon the laece dro-
rories and burned jte way through them, ns she
~lutehed at the table to steady hersolf, while her
hrown cyes sought her vigitor's with a look of
iteons entreaty,

* Is—it—true ** she pleaded. |

There was no need of answer A man's step |
sounded outside, the door was flung open, and Jack
“rosvenor, returned to something lke his old,
fmpetuons self, strode aecross the room and eanght

he fainting woman fn his arms.  The white tore- |
‘nn fell boek from the pale face, its rigid |.,_.,,_|
nes relaxed into o happy smile. and the doctor's
wife, struek by the transformation, was starsled
with a suildden recognition, and murmored softly :

“ Blster Veronlea!™

2 Florn Haines Loughend in The Argonaut

3 Fur mieep easicee
USE HOREFORDIS ACID PHOSIHATE.
. 0. R DAKE, Belleville, 111, sayes: “1 have
found 1t and 4 alone, 1o be capoble of producine & swont
ind nutural sleep In eoases of (nso wim overwork of
professlonul

looked at her, and her eyes wers fixed
the unconsci I I had wo

mh!
the hra.n, which 8o of
and 1 n. £h o en occurs In a

| femiline fgure leaning against the doorpost, wateliing

NEW-YORK LIFE.

(iIE MARRIED FLIKT
There are three varieties of the married flirt, all
chermingly harmiess, The firet wvarlety 18 heart-
broken and divoreed, » dwellor in suburbs, & de-
vastater of the suburban heart. She is retiring,

| exclusive, and suggests a mysterious and romantle |

past. She (s languid, slow, dreamy, fond of angl»
manincs and other luxuries of life—French bonnots,
bonbons, flowers, old Jac=s,  She has suffered, <o have
they all, it {s one of the surcst signs of the specles,
and gives them a plquancy such as celery Imparts to
the juley eanvasback Her tasts Is elegantly ro-
fined. Vigor is to her vulgar | wit, common. Nothing
pleases her but the marrowless monotony desmed
genteel by soclety. Bhe never loves a dear gazells
unless he happens to he cut after the very 1atest
pattern, a graduate In shirt-studs, s master in the art
of tylng dross necktics.

The depredations of this variety of married flirt
are conflued to soclety's yearlings. They are very
young, still grubs. The eldest and most favored of
the eorps 1s elghteen, & lovely, fragils exotie of
elviltzation, who wears his hat on the back of his
head, has a film of mustache, and s languor of
manner, which out of svmpathy has eommunicated
ftself to his legs.  Tn the ceMnmonnlace he looks as
If he needed a tonle—quinine eapsules night and
morning  Huot this air of poetie lassituadc Is his pride,
and next to his friendship with the vietim of the
upas tree of marriage, the most telling card he holds,

In conversation with the charmer he I8 not ex-
pansive.  Vivacity Is wulgar, and thess two dread
vulgarlty as old London did the plague. Maoreover
thonghts are searce.  The lady punctuates the slience
with smiles, and for the rest, the language of the
eye s supposed to be sufficlently sustalulng for souls
of such a delicate fibee.  The genfleman's attentions,
though exhibited In silones, are not the less assiduous,
He hovers about her In publie places, solleifously
offering lee eream and lemonade, or takes an adjacent
chadr and stares lovingly at her, audibly Imbibing
sustenance from the silver top of his cane. Vhen
words rise in bubbling spirals from the seat of resson
to aluster on his lps, he withiraws the cane with
a sihilant pop, and this attracts her wandering
attentlon, as the ery of the Muezzin ealls the faithful
to prayer. They take life ssrfously, If not sadly.
11 Inspired fokers, untimely punsters, eannot breaths
in thelr rarified atmosphers. Their refined melancholy
does not even desert them when they waltz together—
u most solemn performance—fi - the gentleman’s care-
fully aequired drawl of the legs 15 not to be
sacrifleed to a moment's ecapering, and the lady’s
resolutely tapering wilst forblds all movements but
the slow, majestle ones of & goddese

Where the fun comes in, espeelally for the young
man, It Is hard to sey. Among his own set he
eertainls galns prestige, offset by a large outlay In
candy and flowers which there 1s po shirking. Iis
snlars, munffieently rsed last year, to fiftern
dollars & week, has to rise to meot thesa demands
with kangaroo-Uke bounds lkely to exhaust the most
obligingly agile salary In ereation. Beside this the
charmer, unless kept well ofled with wotlve offerings,
{s apt to run rusty, He soon knows that every win.
some smile has s coarresponding frown tripping on
its heels, Ilis Balm of Gllead iles fn the fact thal
she ever does emile,  On the oceaslons when he pasys
her calls she 1s not unfrequently sareastically abu-
sive, But he bears it all in stlent patienecs, amply
rewarded with the sdmiring gaze of his contemporaries,
content with the toleratton of this exclusive bLeauty
of tasta so notorfously elegant that those whom she
disinpuishes with her friendship recelve a certaln
rache, as one would s=ay of & young musielan:
“1le 1& & pupll of Liszt,” or of an aspiring artist:
“0h, he has studled under Gorome.®  To have sat at
the fret of this lads Is to have Imbibed art at the
fountain-head.  As a soclal Instrument, an educator
of youtk, she Is to be encouraged.

Variety nnmber twe has a loving husband and
three loving ehildren, n domestle hearth, Lares and
Penates, She also enltivates the taste for lamb,  She
|& pot silent anid has no charms for lapgorons youth.
Thers 15 vivaelty In her glanee, promise of wit in the
movements of her month, She Is easlly amused,
alwass good-tempersd, Interested, sympathetie.  Her
rves dwell earcssingly upon her eompanion, who opens
his heart under that insplring glance as the mse
unfolds beneath the sun.  She knows the ocenpations,
hopes and aspleations of evers one of her sdmirers
and never gote them mixed nup, The admirers them-
selvrs are of all deseriptions, a kind to sull
every une ke French mixed eandy. The lady Is
charming to all. Jt fs the ehose she loves—the In-
dividual s of no moment—and she pursues [t with the
ardor of the huntress THana.  Age por vouth eannot
eheck the Mghts of her muss,  Her worship 1s harm-
1ess and inexpensive.  Candies and flowers are not
neepssary tin kesp the sacead flame of her good
temper  burning. The empty-handed elerk  the
bon-hon bearing millionalrs are both weleomed with
the same gractons smile, the same soft pressure of a
warm, white hand.  ‘They lsave her prescnes brldling
and blushing with stirred vanity, She has dlscovers]
thelr mute, Inglorlous talents, and knows that they
are eruelly misnanderstond by a eallons world.  Tlas
she not eald to the lttle Insuranes clovk, leaning
forward to gaze Intn his Dashful eyee:

“ Ity wou kpow you have a wonderfully fntellectual
foreheadt 1 am sure vou have the poetle instinet
for men with a brow formed In that way, and with
that thoughtful, melancholy expression In the eyes,
are Invarlably of a poetle torn of mind.  Did you
ever writo suything!®

“ Well-er-um—not exactiy—not much that fs, Mers
serilblings in ldle moments.  Just to pass the time.”

“ 1 knew {1*—with sofily exultant joy—" T am naver
mistakon In faces. I have a favor to ask. Bring
them hers some afternoon and read them to me,
just 1o me alone!” she Jeans hack, biting her
under p, and with bright, Inviting, expectant eyes
on his

“Oh well, you know, vou're awfully pgood”
shufMing his foct in delicious agony, “ but I'm afraid
you'll be awfully boreil.  They'to such poor staff, yon
know. &ome of them—one or two—are not such rot
as the others, but—~ h

“h " emilingly shoeked and ralsing s s{lencing
hand, * just let me see them, and then I'll judge.  No
one can criticlse his own worlk”

“Well, you're awfully kind, you'll he dreadfully

bored,  There's one in blank verse, a sort of pastoral,
ihat's not as bad ax the others. When will 1 bring
them 1"

The milllonaire Is a gently hovine young man, with
lirge, dangling bands in orange gloves, und red
chorls, and dog-carts, and a yearning desire to T
reprited a squire of dames. e doesp’t care in the |
least for dames, but Le livos but fo be classed among
the rank of thelr successful depredators.  In his
conversaijons with them he 15 eloddish and heavy.
whers all should be sweotness and Iight  thers I8
naught but sournces and welght, ke o young house
wife's fiest pin.  To him the lady coyly says:

“ldntt 1 see son #t the foutludl match on Eator
day, with such a pretty girl with a red wing In her
har 1

“Yes," languidly stroking & tawny mustache,
“ (hat's Miss Brown, niee girl, rather nies woking.”

“And are you at your old tricks gain, adding
anothor scalp to the garland 1

% What are *my ol trichs' 1* suppressing smiles of
pleasuralils anticipation.

“ Mepelfiul Powers " evoling the pods with eres
whieh look admirable cast upward, = lsten to him!
Lotk at yotir victims, all pining In esclusion.  Some,
* pear, hint darkly at eonvents  Oh Jf there (5 a
man to he erushied oul of soelsty, ft (s a an At~

W1 ow Mirt!® expanding with joy. “ What can 1 do
to prove this a horrible ecalumny '

“ yYon have nothing fo say—you have no case at

You don't surely want me to go over all your

all
infamijes I*

Hut, urged by the young man, she dors go over
them, clilng eass after caso of Ariadne’s mourning
for this reercant Theseus, A« a work of fietlon heg
recital b guidd  puinde They both onjoy It Im-
mensely, especially Theseus, who Toudly denbes each
avd every ellegation.

At home that evening he savs to his mother:

“Hy Goorge, that's a very smart woman, that
Mps, Smfth, 1 never saw any one befure with so
much  penetration. Sbs has  the sound, anbiassed
julement of & mse. She would have made s first
cliss lobbylst.  Khe's simply thrown away on that
husband of hers,” and he sighs.

The husband of this not fmpossible lobbylst fs
quist man, whose greatness as the husband of his
wifs weighs him to the earth. He s a lonely
creatire, feelitp leolated and 1:ft ont, In the mids
of that Linze of bhumen sympaths which emanates
from his wife, Tle knows that he Is united th a
remintlable women, and feels that he ooght to s
prowt of 11 and that there must be something mdically
with him If he 1= nat AL bally he 15 o

wirng

the dancers with wewmy eyes. When s glaners aro
pot fullowing threugh the maze of couples the fowep
erowned head of his Hustriows ecofihort, he breaks
the long evenlng inte sections by steallng down-stalrs,
to come loiteriug np agaln In & fow moments, and
take his stand In the doorway, wistfully gazing at
tha saathing mass of dancers, sod abeently brushing

his mustache with wafts of a Jarge white-silk hand-
kerohief.

fiis wife s kind to him, as she I6 to every one.
gho 15 encased In an wrmor of shining, coll kindneds,
fn which few can find a cracl  On those rare even-
tngs when she has a resplte from socisty and Is alane
with him, she can be absolntely charming. Calls
him “a stupld old dear” anit & s'ly bov who naver
could get or without her”
far as to carsssingly pull his ear, Investigate the ap-
palling growth of his bald spots, or mark on his
forehead with a pencil. . At long Intervals she throws
him Into a state of overwholming surpris~ by belng
attacked with fits of & doclle domesticlly, when she
puts on & little white eap and an apron, lights his
plpe, gets Lis ghupers, and sits down opposite him
darning & soel.  The whole household I5 hushed and
awad when these attacks coms on. Tha servants
fear a socinl eataclysm. The mastor, gazing
perveusly at the enitancing vis‘on of his wife stiteh.
fngg on the opposite side of the hearth, waits for the
rolling up of the heavens Into a seroll, or the ar
rivel of the millenium with the llon and the lamb
disposed In the foreground.

In return for thess domestic aberrations ha ls
always expected to obliterate himself when a par
tieularly nies young man 5 in the fleld. If at home
ho oan play with the ohfldren, If abroad exhibit a
sudden and engrossing Interest (n tha shop windows.
‘Things that he nevor lonked at—spaeial sales of ribbon,
worfderful bargalns In hosiery—suddenly enslave hils
sttention. Mis wite, tripping along ahead with the
willing captive, ealls out encouragingly over her
shoulder: “Come along, Jack dear. Don't be &

poke

Varlety number three is a woman with a hushand
and a grievance. 71he husband s the grievanee, for
he serlously Inelines to the bibulous habit and under
fts artiflefal stimulus Is sald to emphasize his views
with wellatmed missiles.  The wife, desplte the pont’s
words that “the dodging of plilows tmparts  but
small ease to the styls,” fs always well-dressed, fresh
and pretty and burning to divulgs her wrongs. Bhn
reposes on the bosom of sympathetio familles, to
whom she gives a lvely and vivaclous deseription
of her last encounter with her lord, whick Is told
with & wealth of grature and exhibits a profound
feellng for pleturesque effects,

Of cotree Ihese delicate matters are only confded
to ol friends. DBut was there ever a lady In the
world who had guch hordes of %old frtends”? The
girls she “went to school with® could have manned
another ship and wiped out St Ursula and her twenty
thousand virglng by sheer forve of numbers. The
men whom she has “ known all her Hfe” suggest that
her youth was one perpotual round of introduetions
lko the lyes of distinguished forelgn authors when
scjonrning on our hospiiabils shores. 'To her seloot
though latge elrele of Intimates she is fond of dilat-
tng on the peeullar mode of attack just then in vYogue
with her hnsband., Sometimes, llae the veterans of
Agincourt, she will even “strip her slecves and show
her scars.” The scars being visiule only to the eye
of falth. She has a genfus for awakening sympathy.
Those who have once Ustened to the tale of her
sufferings becoms Infected with a mad desire to
aveng® her. Her “cause” agituies famllies to whom
the Nberating of the blacks or the exclusion of the
Chinese are the merest bagatelled, Tenderhearted
wamen, In the privacy of hoine-Ufe, reprat hier sad
story to Incredulous and scofling hushands,

“ And In the beglnning It was a love mateh," says
the narrator with & pensive sigh.

“How stranse the frequency with which love
matches deterlorate Into slugging matehes,” eom-
ments the lstensr, loocking up at the hoverlng smoke
wreaths. “Don’t go over It all agaln from the
boglnining. My nerves couldn’t stand It. You stopped
last time Just whers he wis uslng the carpet sweepor
—or walt, was It the fire-lrons '—with ungentlemanly
violence. liegin from the carpet sweeper.” From
which 1t will hs seen that the llstener was an un-
believing Thomas.

“Let me see! Oh yes—sines then he really tried
tn choke her—that's quite truc—1 saw the marks of
his fingers on her throat.”

“That's tha first really objectionahls thing I've
heard about him,” eontinues the scoffer. * When a
man's fingers leave marks there Is nothing for it but
divores,  You might interfere before It was too Iate
and send him a cake of sapollo.  Tio you suppose he'd
take the hint!?

“1 ean ussure you It's all true—1 saw the marks.”

“1 should think his repartolrs was getting ex-
hanstedd.  There's not much more left for him to do.
Suppose you send him a book on Chinese tortures.
I've heard they're wonderfully Ingenjons.”

41 ean't see how you can laugh. Walt untl youn
soe her and you'll be rached with sympathy.”

“ 've no doubt of It, but just now I'm racked with
sympathy for him. I've a hook on the Epanish
Inquisition that he might get some useful hints from.”

=1 pever knew such a heartless man !®

“Then there's anclent Homan history,” dreamily
making rings, * Nero—Nero and Caligula? Weren't
they given to handling thelr wives rather roughly?
And there's always the ‘Lives of the Saints' to fall
back on. And you all say she's a salnt, 8o them
would be something charmingly appropriate about
that®

Eut swon  after this the vietim of the biholous
husband comes to =tay with them. She Is the gentlest,
swldest, demurest 1Uttls ereature [ the world, with
thege, melancholy, tender eyes and ghy. mouse-lke
It takes less than a week to convert that
Seoifer., As soon as he becomes one of * tha dear
old friends™ his dooam Is sealed.  When sha tells him
her e2d hlstory he thinks he |5 the only man In the
world to whom she had econfided It Ho is uiterly
van juished on the evening when to & gentle accom-
paniment of becoming tears she tells him the eple
of the earpet-sweepor, follawed hy fthe lyrle of tha
fire-lrons. 108 wife looks on at JSlist In  pleased
trinmph. For a space she riots fn her vietory and
exhibits the benignant, beaming face af one who says
“1 told you s0." But soon she experiences a change
of eentiment., No more 18 her hlosd  dellelously
cumdlal with talea of earpet-sweapers and flre-(rons.
These are all now poured Inta her husband's “ meek,
attentive ear,” When she does hear them they come
from him.

“Poor lttle thing, how much she has suffered!”
says the man who talked of Nero and Callgula.

When ber warm and tiekled sensatlon of triumph
passes away, the wife grows grsdually angry.  She
tinds horeelf relegated to the position of gooseberry,

mannes,

and 5 redueed to sitting and looking at her own
photograph  albums, while the others talk In kw
votees In the cornor. At 0 o'clock she stalks to
bed, in a Algnttied fury, the lamp In lier hand. In
her own room she grimly walts In deessing gown anil
slippers and itle feinge of bulbous paplllates, her
watch on the tabls bhestde her. lDown-stalrs the

converted sSeoffer and the vietim of the earpel-sweaper
murmur in contidentlal duet,  Her husband's langhter
breals In occnslonally, the lady’s following his lead,
in a series of soft, silvery runs An hour and a half
tater her husband, guilt at lLls soul which he at
tempts to overlay with & Jaunty alr of actificlal
nonchalance, enters her austors pressnoe.

“What. dearsst, up yot 17 In tones of sweat solleltude,

“ Johu"—solemuly—" when ar* you going tn saml

wnlis  on Chinese  tortures to Mrs. Brown's

husbanal 1%

* 1 don't know what you mean?®
5 'r".l\"rui the wseful hiuts from the Spanish Inquist-
.

* Really, Maria, 1 don’t understand

*Aul Nero and Callgula, who handled thelr wives
0 moughly.”

My dear !

"'.\|Iu1 tho *Lives of the Ealnts', which wonld be sn
:;.:Jn!‘-tm.':l-'I{—:f':?"'-‘mt'”“m to *Mri. Brown who |s a

i llrul"- e fever. Maria 1

“Aml the eslie of sapol .
. li'l}!” A "anll“ apolio, which was to convey

No answes to this

Phoss

Only the total eclinss of John.

A GREAT BALMON CATCH
From The Ban Franclseo Chronicln,

The Alasha Commerelal Comipany’s efeamsr Karluk
arrived dn port yesterday morning, eight days and

tnetéen hours from harlel, Kodiak Islang, with
124 cases of salmon for the Karluk Packing Com
Ths ke the tshing seaion In Alssha, the

ming voadl ik men. whites gnd

{ weqe, connected willy the canning and fshing bust-

nesk. The Ch = wort elghty-five In pumber, aod
they were petmiited o land shortly after the Kusink
dueked at Misslon st whaof.  Among the prssengers

were B B Matthews, suptiintendent of the A
sompany. snd 1L D. Woolfe  the “\I’:"!-‘"I‘[nn]:':n::?lu
Mr. MafThews stated yesterday afternoon” (hat e

catoh of the season had been the most successh
rompany hed ever made, and was the IiTEM:“,.rI,::
kpown In the world In the same length of time,

Mr. Matthews |eft Lere on Mareh 14,
k. and was shortly followed by the f::l:ll‘lll:lngam
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At times she goes as |

fonple of months, and on Juns 1 the
Km!’rumlm 1 untll September 15, and
{lme about P." ,000 salmon wore caught and eanned,
and 100,000 casss wero packed and shipped to

rancisco,  The most of the fishing was done in the
Karduk River. which {s about two and a balt miles
long, 4 selnes 100 fathoms long bolng used. The
compuny’s vessel will fay up in Uailan Croek until
ihe opening of next seasnn.
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MARTIN'S PUZZLE

fy George Meredith
with her book {n her hoand,

| J trevt,
| There she goes Up tho StroC Attt Ay, lass, how d'ye

And her Good moming,

do? h 3
rery well, thank you, Martint I ean't unders and |
h?mlp;hr st as well nnver have coblled & npoal
1 can't understand [t.  £ho talks lke a song.
Iler volee takes your ear like the ring of » glass;
She seoms to give gladness while lim Ing along,
Yet sinner pe'er suffer’d lke that Httle lass.

First, a fool of a boy ran har down with a cart.
Then, her ool of a father—a blacksmith b m—;
Why the deuce does he tell us It half broke his hu.lrt_
Tl1s heart I—where's the leg of the poor lirtle mald ?
Well, that's pot enough; they must push her down-

Toslln‘;:: her go erooked | but why eaunt the Hst?

If it's right to supposs that our human rs
Ar:s uﬂ onler'd E;uumvan— there, bang gors my fist!

For if angels can look on such sights—never mind!
When ‘;:.u'm next to bluspheming, it's best to be
mum., . N
Tha parson declarss that har wors weren't designed |
Tt then, with the parson it's all kinglom-come,
Loss a log, save a soul—a convenient text
1 eall i tea doetrine, not savoring of God.
When poor little Mollls wants chastening. why, next
The Arhangel Michaol might taste of the rod.

But, to ses the poor darling ﬁu limptng for miles
T read books to sfek poople (—aud Just of an age
When girls learn the meaniog of ribands and smiles
Malon me feal 1ike a siguiirel that turns in & cage,
The more | push thinking, the morm I revalve;
1 never get farther—-and as to her face,
It start; up when near on my puzzls 1 solve,
And says, “This crushed body seems such & sad

onse”

Not that she’'s for complaining; she reads to earn
peanee |
And fram ?l‘hula who can't pay simpls thanks are
enough.
Dosg ghe leave lamentation for ehaps without sanse )
Howsoe er, she's made up of wonde ful stafl,
A¥, the soui In bher body must be a stout ¢ord ;
&he sities 1ittls hymns at the close of the day,
Though she has but three (ingers to Ut to the Lord,
And only one leg to kneel down with and pray.

What T usl 15, why persecute such a poor dear,
If there's Law above all?  Answer that if you can?
Irreligions 1'm not, but 1 look on this spherm
As & plaes wher' a man shou'd Just tiink like & man.
It fen't juir dealing!  But, contiariwise,
Do billets in battle the wicked selcet?
Why. then (t's all chanes-work ! And yet, In her n{;;.
She holds a fixed somothiug by which I am checlhed,

Yonder riband of sunshins aslope on the wall,
If you cye It & minute’ll have the same look;
8o kind ! and so merctful!  God of us all!
It's the very same lesson we get from the Book
Then, is Lifo ?n Is that what 15 meant?
Kome must toll and some petlsh for others below
The injustice to each spreads & commaon content §
Ayel I've lost It again, for It can’t be quite so,

She's the vietim of fools ; that seems near the mark
U earth there are engloes and numerous fools.
Why the Lond can permit them, we'ro still o the dark;

Tin dors, snd in some sort of way they're His tools.
It's & roundabout way, with respect let me add

T Mollle goes erippied that we may b taught ;
But porhaps (1's the only way, though it's so had §

In that case we'll bow down our heads—as we ought.

But the worst of me {5, that when | bow my Lead,
I pereelve a thought wriggling away in the dust,
And T follow Its tracks, quite forgetful, Instead
0Of humble acceptance, for, question I must !
Hor's o creaturs made carefully —carefully made !
Put 1n1mhnr with craft, and then stamped on,
why I
The answer sepms nowhere; 1t's disco=] that's played.
The sky’s & blue dish! an implacable sky !

Stop a moment., I selze an idea from the pit.
'IPhr:r tell us that diseord, though discord, alone,
Can be harmnony when the notes properly fitg
Am 1 judging all things with a single fale tonat
15 the Universe one [mmense ovgan, that rolls
From devils to angels?  1'm blind with the sight,
It pours such a -plendor on heaps of poor souls
f:nl;;m try at kneeling with Molly to-night.

it & trial ?

———

WHAT IS A GENTLEMAN!
IS IT REALITY OR VENEER?

From The San ranclseo Argonaut. . &
Next to theology, this discussion of w at copst-
tutes good manners, T_u:l![ty. ete., Is the most frult-
jeas.  Every oue's Jdea has the same root and
diferent brapches. A Frenchman’s gentlemian end
an Englishman’s gentleman are very fine things ot
their Kind, and yet they are essentlally diterent In
styls.  In this country the so-called sweeping aside
of all clnss distinetions, instead of simplif¥ing mat-
tars, has hopeiessly fovolved them. You are alwars
coming In contact with peoapls whose views are as
wide asunder as the poles, and who are ready to flght
1o the death for thelr own pet theoriss. [ was oucs
at a dinner-party where a girl and a man undertook
to argue on the tople of what made a gentleman,
and thelr socisl Instinet alons preserved them from
letting the argument degenerate [nto open war The
girl was an Intelligent Western ereation, very vivaclous
and practieal, alerr, smart, quick as lightntog, with
a sort of goler, sarcastfe humor. 5he belfeved in
patim's nobleman, {n the untutored son of the prairie,
whose pobllity of soul gives him a nobility of actfon.
she argnid
h" ll.nb\'-h,g a refinement of thought, being ucabls to
eommlt a wicked or selfish action, always endeavor-
ing to help some ona else—but, from a lfe of secluston,
being unlearned (o the arts of soelety, not understand-
ing the esoterle mrstery of the fsh-knits or the
finger-bowls, as Qkely &S nol to drink out _of the
latier—thers {s the man,  Is he & geutieman !
“ertatnly not,” said her antagonlst, with plarid
canvietion; * he f< a fine, splendid fellow—give him
a chaneo and he wil be a here.  Hut all the same he

{5 mot a gentleman”

This young man was an agreeabls and attractive
type of a good-cinss Now-Yorker.  He was an amus-
g tellow, kindiy, wetl-mannered, lazy, Inclined to
thint, himselt w great and glorlous luminary, modior-
ately wellish, moderately Kipd to his sisrers, condo-
serndingly pollte 1o ils lady-loves, lovingly res ectful
to L& mother. He had eourtly but unaffected map-
pers, anid was handsoms anid well dressed.  He thou ht
thepe was no place fit to live in this conntry but his
own metropolls,  His lleas of gentlemen wers siml-
lar to those volesd by Bertram's servant: * My mas-
ier has been an honorable gentleman ; tricks he hath tn
him which gentlemen have.”

e argued that no man conld be a gentleman unless
enmyesant  with the smallest Jaws lald down b
soeiety, He might bresk the commandments—;
but stealing -and If his manners were unimpeachable
he would still be a gentleman.

“My gentleman's merely & matter of venesr,” sald
he, generously ; “ he's all on the surface.”

The young lady was in a rago, but hid it with »
skill which wecordiug to her opponent's ldeas would
have set her forever In the radiant galaxy of perfect
gentlemen, had she had the fortune to be a man,

W And yonrs (s all below the surfacs. I daresay—in
fant, of course=your (deal 1s by far the noblest, but
you will see that mine |s the most generally sccepted
and the most practieal.  Your nature’s nobleman
1s all very well on L prairfe, but what would you
think of iim If yuu saw him in 4 ball-room !

41 suppo<e a gonins who wore his hair long and
ate bis vegetables off a knife wouldn't be a gentle-

man

“Oh, nn” ehrerlly ;) * gentused rarely are

# Then o dude's a gentleman 1

“Egmetimes s oot always”

“Phe hostess, alarmed, here intertered.

W thiek " ssld she, = F vou could strike & medinm,
you could sirbiwe what you are looling for. Your jdeas
are greatly exag It1 the Viest they am too
prone (o eall & man whoy washes His hands lefore din-
nor a dude; and In the East one who Is rl‘.'rlf"N\"‘?“"“n'
with the fuctuatfons in the fashions of shirtstuds a
stough. A happy medinm Is the thing"

Outslde the everdlisgsatisfying gentieman lrgllmg'nt,
one 15 perpotually belng met wit h the questlon: * What
constimtes good manners!®  The sage of Concord has
§tothat * goud manneEs are made up of petty saer-
foes,”  And Dickens says somowhers: 1 taks 1t
that my business (n the woclal system Is to Lo agres-
able: 1 take it that evershody's business In the soclal
systom ls fo be agiceable.”” This fs hard common
wnnse, and eombined with Emerson’s and practically
sppiled, oight to pesult In most perfect maoners. A
eentleman onee sald. while talling of the manners of a
Deantiful and cha'ming woman: *8She s the most
perfect lady 1 ever <aw,  she makes you feel so ex-
quisitely well-pleased with yoursell. You leave her
thivking yonrselt a hero and her divinity for having
Merovered 1t, The woman who In o erowded room
puts moat people at thelr eade bas certalnly the most
agreeabile manneps,”

He went on to say that he thought the lovely
taty dn oone of Mrs Ihnett’s books, who at erpwiled
and fashiopable Washington reception dovoted her-
self tnoa climsy. bashful boy, seeldng to put him at
Lis ense el take him enjoy himself, was fit to fall
fn love with on the spot.

Y ou get so few young women to do that,™ he said,
ey all want o gzet into corners with the best-look-
g men.  Bot here was o beautliul and attractivo
o Who, seeing o gawhy. awkwanl., bashful boy
Hng In mlstry at the door, Jald herself out to amuss
him and set him at ease. 1 know just how he felr,
for I wis a guwlhy, awhward boy myseif.”

The art of muking people pleased with themselves
ematates from the French, whose manners am un-
doubtedly  the most graclons and  highly  tiulshed
Even the Freneh-Canadian wonten have this peeuliar
chaw'm of mldress There was o women In Quebise,
whivn 1 ouee knew, who had besn and was stlll a
promt Welle.  Shke had dovers bevond nimber.  Apd
why ! she made them all bellove §t was & manner-
o, toa, she could not help it—that they were the
st absoliately captivating erea'ures in the workd
hey came from her predence beidiing, proud, and
hu]p!-,\ And sheswas @ bideonsly ugly woman, wnd
nefther o wit nor a gossip

This was Mrs. Polter's charm befors the days of
theatrical ambition.  Mew Potter enjoyed a unligue

opularity throughout New-York. 3}'.,. spread  over
fnumeralile sets, from the oldest Koplekerbocker to
the gasest purvenn  coterles, she was weleoms, 8he
wis Dot an upselfish nop o lovable woman, she was not
beautfful and not brilliant, but she was possessed of
l"l:-:'nllllml lmppﬂ}l ﬂnlll'nlmt manners  and  wmishls
wr,  Bome girls met hor oo that
I lnspteed Wash.ngton visit. UWhkuiricoy wn

“Well * eried thelr flends. “ and I8 sha so Jovely 1

" 1% her manners, my dear. She casts o glaniour
ronnd you, draws you up to her as 1f sho was a
cottle-fish and had you geipped In her feelsrs,  The
comparison s not poetle, but (s trae,  She thanks
l‘tl‘l-{hﬁtla-‘ who Lings hn;-‘gl.;.q of water with 1“.‘"

aecinatinge & smbe as that wit 3
A furelgn minlster® ! 1th which slio- goets

Mrso Potier's menners eventually beeams quite eele-
hrited Phere o oee always people (o deery l:}::.mr'.:[l
wonider loud In public places whereln a7 the charm
I!'luy simply In the faet thet the lady was th‘lln;
stve and never loghed bored.  She had the talent of

belng plensed. ur appearing pleassd —w
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"IN THE CHURCH PORCH.

SIDE.LIGHTS AND GLIMPSER

The church life of thes Wost and of tos Paclfie
Coast 18 by no means the al fresco affalr we some
times imagine It to be, For Instance, the other day 1
came across & letter from a gemtlsman who recently
attended a chuseh servies in & growing California
town. “When I got to the door,” he savs, “ 1 ssked
one of the ushers whors was the pew of Mr. A, my
friend. *Oh,! he answered, '‘Wa don't have pews
here; we have opera chalrs.' ‘Well, where doss he
usually sit? I querled. ‘Anywheres, anywhers;
anybody has a right to sit in any seat thoy want Ia
this church. There Is no privileged class here' Well,
this seemed an excellent way of doing. %o 1 went in
and sat down on a wooden-seatad opera chalr and
tried to feel at home. The minister wors & ha
and had a butten-hole bouguet pinned on his cutaway
woollen eoat. 1 was pleased with that, 1t seemed
progressive.  To tell the truth. 1 had not been to
church for many years, and the old pastor whe
baptized me and married me was always dressed (n
sober black broadeloth, and was as elean-shaven ss »
monk. The church was decorated in » sort of South
Kensington stitch =trle, and everything had a pro-
gressive sort of alr about It. A pretty voung lady
with a turn-up nose and bonnet sanz a song aboud
‘Considering the Lilles’ to an alr from ‘Robert le
Diable- g0 well that befora T Knew what 1 was dolng
I had scapdalized several good people near ms by
pounding on the floor with my stlek for an encore,
The minlster preached an interesting sermon, though,
It would have mads an excellent article for *“The Pop-
ular Sclenes Monthly.' [ tell you, my boy, relizlon is
keeping step with the arts and sclsnces. [ have got
to cateh up with It and I am golng to, for every one
of usshould go to r!nEh.'

Bhall there be applause in church? {s a question tha
very asking of which would generally be held to Imply
gross {rreverrmce. Yet, as a matter of fact, applause
was not only allowed, but encouragedy in the firsh
ages of the Church. Chrysostom of the Golden
Mouth was wildly applauded when he preached his
soul-stirring sermons in Constantinople, and so wers
other great pulpit orators of that age. The truth (s
that such & manifestation of {nterest |s more & ques-
tion of temperament than of reverence. The gnod
Methodist brother who shouts “ Glory” and “ Halla-
lujah® during the preaching of & fervid sermon would
doubtless be very much scandalized if another brothar
wera to clap his hands and eall out “ Bravo.® And
yet in principle thers s little or po diffsrence between
the two forms of approval. Personally, I should
rather like to sea applause in d 1 our ehnrek
It would encoursge the preacher. and promote the
growth of interest In tne congregatlion.  And {t would
break that ley and eritical reserve which wraps up so
many congregations, and which even the most elo-
quent clorgyman often falls to melt.  But I am afraid
that 1f the custom were (ntroduced things would ba
rather dark for the poor fellows In the ministry who
wonld be unable to arouse applause. Foar nobody
would want them. As things am pow, they may nok
maka a oratarical hit, bat thelr fatlupe Is hidden away
in the decorous and tomblike silence with which they
are heard

Professor Swing tells of & youth, halting between
the bar and the pulpit, who repaired for light to that
old habit of Istting the Biblafall open to reveal soma
line of guldancs. It fell open for this youth and
thers lay the words: “ The Lord hath need of him."
Thus callsd, the youth studisd, snd at last began to
preach ; but with so poor success that he weni back
to his Feripture text to find whethar there might nos
he some special work mentioned along with the simpis
revelation of need. He was pot & Uttle amazed tn
find that the original demand was for & donksy of &
most common grade. The moral of all which, T sup-
posa, {s that plety, howeaver vital, without intellectual
abllity, 1s not enough for the modern clergyman.

The protest of the Rev. Arthur Brooks, the other
day, agalnst religious collages ssems to have arousad
general attention.  Hut his position s that which s
lield by an Inoreasingly large number of thinking men
in all the denominatfons.  Of course they do not be-
lieve In irreligions eolleges or schools. They simply
belleve, as Dr. Greer sxpressed it at the Chamber of
Commeree dinner, In non-religous collegas and sehools,
a very different matter, The moment a collegs be-
COmMes an exjy t of sectar + that m t its
supporters begin to think more of It s a proselyting
agency than as & seat of learning.  We neod not, how-
ever, grow heated ovér this question. It s inewitahls
that the great non-religious eolleges, which are never-
theless really religlous In thelr tendeney, shall ultl.
mately become so good as to make the establishment
of seetarian colleges unnecessary, 1 think, however,
that thore will always bo a future for such an es
sentlally Christian eollege as Princeton, which so haps
pily expresses In Its curtfculum the great fdea thas
moral and mental trainiog must go hand in hand.

I don't know that my readers will thank me for
sayivg anything more shout “ Iobert Elsmere® and
I won't say much, except just this: The religious eon-
tliet through which Fismere pa sed s undoubtedly ous
through which & multitude of sarnest men are passing
to-day. Dut the outcoms of that conflict in hls caso
Is purely Imuginary. XNo one thinking as he thought
has ever done the work he is represented to have done
among the negleeted artisans of the Fast End of Lone
don.  Such work, so far as It has boen done at all,
has bean done either by fervent Evangelicals, or by
equally fervent Rituallsts like Father Mackonochie o
Fether Lowder,  The altrulsile Delsm which Elsmere
exchanged for his belief In & supernatural Chiistianity
has not yet shown any capacity to do the self-denying
work for man shown by the humblest misslonary,
a‘ruml. With & strong fanh o tradidonal Chisidaniy
Even In the case of Elsmers, it may be malntal
With some show of reason  that his noble work in
London was essentlally & Christian work, only pos-
»i_lrlr hegause ho was still upconsclously io symipsthy
u‘l:‘!in ul’i.m falth waleh s reason and (utellect had dis

We don’t always appreciate the lnguistie diffleulties
of the foreign misslooary. 1 recall aa (neldent la
the lfe of a young missionary who, while still learning
Aralile, was called upon to visit & family a member
of which had just died. He crammed up as woll
W& he could for the occasion, and
With considerable nervousness (o u.l':n :B lil: :lgl‘l;
nbout the uses of afMiclon. Now It so happens
that the word for * afiction” and the word for * rooster®
aro very similar in Arsbic. And so the luckless
missionary procesdsd to il the bereaved housshold
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