- All communleations mJﬂ:mm
be accompanied by the name of the author, not
neccesarily for but as an evidence
of good falth on the part of the writer, Writs
<cnly on one side of the paper. Be particularly
<areful in giving names and dates to have the
letters and figures plain and distinet.

MOTHER'S REST.

Ehe has gone to ber rest, her beautiful rest
Glven by God, in tlie realms of the blest;

Not rest for cne brief day,

Dut rest that lasts foraoye;

Not rest for fiercer strifo,

But rest ker very 1ife.

Rest, resat, eternal rcst,

Cuod's gift unto the Llest!

Fest from her suffering, much needed rest;
Child-like reat on herdear Scviour’s hreast.

Hest for her treybled heart,

Pilarccd oft by sorrow's dart;

Hest for her weary feet,

Treading the golden street:

Rest for her dear, dear hands;

Rest, rest, beyond death’a strands!

Gone to her rest, her well-earned rest:
Fest with the Lord, In the realms of the
Lilest,

Measures her heart’s love,

Siill ours in recalms above;

Mute, now, the music sweet

Of her ne'er tiring feet;

Countless the kind deeds doneo

Dy her, now sainted one.

Gone to her rest, her heavenly rest,
The rest of the pure, In tha realms of the
blest.
O how thet mocther love
Recelves reweard above!
O how w o1 gentle ways
Showed forth her Master's praise!
O how her tender prayers
Banlshed earth's countless cares!

Gone to her rest, her beantifol rest,

Making more bright the realms of the
Llest;
Her so foar Heaven most mect,
Makes aven the more complcte.

Heaven's joys for cne like her,
True, quicet worshiper,
Tleeding the Bplrit’s ecall,
Pralsing by serving all
Cone to hor rest, to that Christ-like rest,
Zrepared for Geod's own, in the realms of
the hlest.
Rest, :mother, rent foraye;
iest thl the golden day
Whan, all our confllcts o'er,
Bale on that peaceiul shore,
May we all rest with thee
Throughout etcrnity.
—Alice May Douglas, in Poelfle Banner.
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CHAPTER V.—CoXTINUED.

Dut the vidame was not one to ac-
eept any man's statement. “Thank
youj I thinlk 1 will eee for myself,” he
answered, coolly. *“Madame,” he con-
itinved, speaking to Mme, de Pavan-
1es as he passed her, “permit me.”

He did not look at her, or =ee hor
emotion, or I think he must have di-
And happily the
others did not susgpect her of knowing
more than they did. He crossed the
floor at his leisure, and sauntered tothe
window watehed by them with impao-
tience. Ile drew aside the eurtain, and
tried each of the bars, and peered
through the opening,both up nnd down,
An onth and an expression of wonder
cseaped him. The bars were standing,
sand firm and strong; and it did not oc-
cur to him that we could have passed
between them. Iam afraid to say how
few inches they were apart.

As he turned he cast a casunl glance
at the bed—at us; and hesitoted. He
Jind the candle in his hand, having
taken it to the window the better to
wxamine the bars; aand it obscured his
s:zht. He did not see us. The three
crouching forms, the strained white
faces, the starting eyes, that lurked in
ihe shadow of the curtiin escaped him.
The wild beating of our hearts did not
reach his cars. And it was well for him
that it was so. If he had come up to the
bed I think we should have killed him,
1 know that we should have tried. All
ihe blood in me had gone to my head,
and I saw him through a haze—larger
than life. The exact spot near the
Tuckle of his ecloak where I would
strike him, downwards and inwards, an
inch above the collur-bone—this only
3 saw cleariy. I could not have missed
it. DBut he turned away, his face dark-
ening, and went back to the group
1ear the door, and never knew the risk
he had run.

vined our presence,

CIIAPTER VL
UADAME'S FRIGHUT.

And we breathed aganin. The agony
<f suspense, which Dezers' pause had
created, passed away. DBut the night
already seemed to us a week of nights.
An age of experience, an aeon of ad-
ventures cut us off—as we lay shak-
ing behind the curtain—{rom Caylus
and its life. Paris had proved itself
more freacherous than we bhad ever ex-
pected to find it. Everything and every-
cne shifted, and wore one face one min-
ute and one another. We had come to
save Pavannes’ life at the risk of our
own; we found him to be a villain!
Here was Mirepoix owning himself a
ireacherous wretch, o conspirator
ogainst a woman; we sympathized
with him. The priest had come upon
a work of charity and rescue; we
lonthed the sound of his voice, and
shrank from him, we knew not why,
sceming ouly to read a dork secret, a
gloomy threat in each doubtful word
he uttered. Ile was the strangest enig-
na of all. Why did we fear him? Why
<lid Mme. de Pavannes, who apparently
had known him before, shudder at

the touch of his hand? Why did his
shadow come even between her and
Ler sister, and estrange thein, so that
from the moment Pavannes' wife saw
him standing by Diane's side, she for-
got that the latter had come to save,
and looked on her in doubt and sorrew,
almost with repugnance.

We left the vidnme going back to the
fireplace. He stooped to set down the
candle by the hearth. “They arc not
here,” he said, os he straightened him-
self again, and looked curiously at his
companions. He had spparently been
too much taken up with the pursnit to
notice them before. *“YThat is certain,
so0 I have the less time to lose,” he con-
tinued. “PBut I would—yes, my dear
coadjutor, I certainly would like to
know before I go what you are doing
here. Alirepoix—2J\lirepoix is an honest
man. I did not expect to fil yon in
his house. And two ladies? Two! 1'e,
coadjutor. Ha, Ame. 1’0, is it? My
dear lady,” he continued, addressjng
her in a whimsical tone, *“do not start
at the sound of your own name! It
would take a hundred hoods to hide
your eyes or bleach your lips to the
common color; I should have known
Yyou at once, had I looked at you. And
your companion? Pheugh!”

He broke off, whistling softly. It
was clear that he recognized Mme. de
Pavannes, and recognized her with as-
tonishment. The bed ercaked as I
craned my neck to see what would fol-
low. Even the priest seemed to thiuk
tkat some explapnation was necessary,
for he did not wait to be questioned.

“Ame. de Pavannes,” bi said, inadry,
husky voice, and without looking up,
“was spirited hither yesterday, and de-
tained against her will by this good
man, who will have to nnswer for it.
Mme. d°0 discovered her whereabouts,
and asked me to escort her here with-
out loss of time to enforce her sister’s
release.”

*And her restoratien to her dis-
tracted husband?"

“Just so,” the pricst assented; ac-
quiring confidence, I thought.

“And madame desires to go?"

“Surely! Why not?”

“Well,” the videme drawled, his man-
ner su~h as to bring the blood to AMme.
de Pavannes’ cheek, “it depends on the

erson who—1io use your phrase, M. le
Coadjuteur—spirited her hither.”

“And that,” madame herself retorted,
raising her head, while lher voice quiv-
ered with indignation and anger, *swvas
the sbbess of the Ursulines. Your
suspicions are base, worthy of you and
unworthy of me, M. le Vidame! Diane!"
she countinued, sharply, taking her sis-
ter’s arm, and easting a disdainfal
olance nt Bezers, “let us go. I want to
be with my husband. I am stifled in
this room.”

“We are going, litile one,” Dianc
murmured, reassuringly. But I no-
ticed that the speaker’= animation,

which kad been as a soul to her beauty

when she entered the room, was gone, |

A strange stillness —wvas it fear of tite
vidame?—had taken its place.

“The abbess of the Ursulines?" De-
zers continued, thoughtiully. *“She
brought you here, did she?” There
was surprise, gennine surprise, in his
voice., “A good soul, and, I think I

have heard, a friend of yours. Umph!”

“A very dear iriend,” madame an-
swered, stiffly. “Now, Diane!"
“A dear friend! And she spirited

youn hither yesterday!™ enmmented the
vidame, with the air of vae solving an
anagram. “And Mirepcix detaimed
you; respectable Mirepoix, who is said
to have a well-filled stoeking under has
pallet, and stands well with the bour-
geoisie. He is in the ploi. Then at a
very late hour, your affectionate sister,
and my good friend the coadjutor, en-
ter to save you. From what?"”

No one spoke. The priest looked
down, his cheek livid with anger.

“TFrom what?”’ Pezers continued,
with grim pilnyfulness. “There is the
mystery. From the cluzches of this
profligate Mirepoix, T suppose. From
the duangerons Mirepoix. Upon my
honor,” with a sudden ring of resolu-
tion in his tone, “I think you are safer
here; 1 think you had better stay where

you are, madame, until morning! And
risk Mirepoix!™

“0Oh, mno! mno!”™ madame cried,
vehemently.

“Oh, yes! yes!” hereplied. “Whatdo
you say, coadjutor? Do you not think
so 7"

The priest looked down sullenly. His
voice shook as he murmured, in an-
swer: “Madame will please herself. She
has a character, M. le Vidame. Dut if
she prefer to stay here—welll”

“Oh, she has a charncter, has she?”
rejoined the giant, his eyes twinkling
with evil mirth, “and she should go
home with you, and my old friend, Mme.
a'0, to save it! That is it, is it? No,
no,” he continued, when he had had his
silent laugh out, “*Mme. de Pavannes
will do very very well here—very well
here until morning. We have work to
do. Come. Let us go and do it."

“Do you mean it?” said the priest,
starting and looking up with a subtle
challenge—almost a threat—in histone,

“Yes, I do.”

Their eyes met; and seeing their
looks, I chuckled, nudging Croisette.
No fear of them discovering usnow. I
recailed the old proverb which says that
when thieves fall out, honestmen come
by their own, and speculated on the
chance of the priest freeing us once for
all from M. de Bezers.

But the two were ill-matched. The

with one hand and dashed his head on
the floor. And it did not end there.
1 doubt if in ecraft the priest was his
equal. Behind a frank brutality Bezers
—unless hisreputation belied him—con-
cealed an Italian intellect. Under a
eynical recklessness he veiled a rare
cunning and a constant suspicion; en-
joying in that respect a eombination of
apparently opposing qualities, which I
have known no other man to possess in
an equal degree, unless it might be his
Iate majesty, Henry the Great. A child
would have suspected the priest; a vet~
eran migzht have been taken in. by the
vidame.

Aund indeed the priest's eycs present-
ly sank. *Our bargain is to go for noth-
ing 7" he muttered, sullenly.

“I know of no bargain,” gquoth the
vidame. *“And I have no time to lose,
splitting hairs here. Set it down to
whatyoulike. Say itisawhim of mine,
o fad, o caprice. Only understand that
Mme. de Pavannes stays. Wego. And,”
he andded this, as a sudden thought
seemed to strike him, “though I would
not willingly use compulsion to a lady,
I think Mme. d’0 had better come 100."

“Youn speak masterfully,” the priest
sald with a sneer, forgetiing the tone
he had himself used a few minutes be-
fore to Mirepoix.

“Just so. Ihave 40 horsemen over the
way,” was the dry answer. “For the
moment, I am master of the legions,
Coad jutor.”™

“Topat is true,” Mme. d'0 said; so
softly that I started. She had scarcely
spoken since Dezers' entrance. Asshe
spoke now, she shook back the hood
from her face and disclosed the chest-
nut hair clinging about her teimples—
deep blots of color on the abnormal
whiteness of her skin. *“That is true,
M. de Bezers,” she snid. *“*You have the
legions. You hove the power. Dutyou
will not use it, I think, against an old
friend. You will not do us this hurt
when I— DBut listen.”

Iie would not. In the very middle of
her appeal he cut her short—brute that
he was! *“No, madame!” he burst out
violently, disregarding the beautiful
face, the snpplicating zlance that might
have moved a stone, “that is just what
I will not do. I will not listen! We
know one anocther. Is mnot that
enough 2

She looked at him fixedly. ITe re-
turned her gaze, not smiling now, but
eyeing her with a curious watechiul-
ness.

And after a long pause she turned from
him., “Very well,” she said softly, and
drew a deep, quivering breath, tbe
sound of which reached us. *Then let
us go.”” And without—strangest thing
of all—bestowing a word or look on her
sister, who was weeping bitterly in a
chair, she turned to the deoor and led
the way out, a shrug of her shoulders
the last thing I marked.

The poor lady heard her departing
step, however, and sprang up. It
duwned upon her that she was being
deserted, “Diane! Dianel™ she cried
distraoctedly—and I had to put my hand
cn Croisette to keep him quiet, there
was such fear snd pain in her tone—
“I will go! I will not be left behind in
this dreadful place! Do you hear?
Come back to me, Dinne!™

It made my blood run wildly.
Diane did not come back. Strange!
And DBezers too was unmoved. He
stood between the poor woman and the
door, and by a gesture bid Mirepoix
and the priest pass out before him.
“Madame,” he said—and hisvoice, stern
and hard as ever, expressed no jot of
compassion for her, rather such an im-
patient contempt os a puling child

Buot

**¥ou are asfe here, and here you will stop.™

might elicit—"youn are safe here. And
here you will stop! Weep if you
please,” he added cynically, “you will
bave fewer tears to shed to-morrow."”

His last words—they certainly were
odd ones—arrested her atlcnt_ion. She
checked her sobs, being frightened, I
think, and looked up at him. Per-
haps he had spoken with this in view,
for while she still stood at gaze, her
hands pressed to her bosom, he slipped
quickly out nnd closed the door behind
him. I heard a muttering for an in-
stant ontside, and then the tramp of
feet descending the stairs. They were
gone, and we were still undiscovered.
For madame, she had clean forgotten
our presence—of that 1 am sure—and
the chance of escape we might afford.
On finding herself alone she gazed a
short time in alarmed silence at the
door, and then ran to the window and
peered out, stil trembling, terrified,
silent. So she remained awhile.

She had not noticed that Bezers on
going out had omitted to lock the door
behind him. I had. But I was un-
willing to move hastily. Some one
might return to see to it before the
vidame left the house. And, besides,

vidame could have taken up the other

Jocked would be no obstacle to the
three of us when we had only Mirepoix
to deal with. So I kept the others
where they wer: by a nudge and o
pinch, and held my breath a moment,
strain'ng my ecars to catch the closing
of the door below. I did sot hear that.
But 1 did eatch a sound that otherwise
might bave escaped me, but which now
rivetsd my cyes to the dooi of our roon.
Some oune in the silence, which followed
the trampling on the stairs, had cau-
tiously laid a hand on the latch.

The light in the room was dim. Mire-
poix bad taken one of the candles with
him, and the other wanted snufing, I
epuld not see whether the latch moved;
whether or mnot it was rising. Dut

wwatching intently, I made out that the

door was L<ing opened—slowly, noise-
lessly. 1 saw some one enter—a fur-
tive gliding <hadow.

For a moment I felt nervous—then 1
recognized the dark hooded figure. It
was only Mme. d'0. Brave woman!
She had evaded the vidame and slipped
to the rescue. IIp, ha! We would dé-
feat the vidame yet! Things were go-
ing better!

But then something in her manner—
as she stood holding the door and peer-
ing into the room—something in her
bearing startled and frightened me.
As she came forward her movements
were so stealthy that her footsteps
made no sound. Her dark shadow, mov-
ing ahead of her across the floor, was
not more silent than she. An wunde-
fined desire to make a noise, to give the
alarm, seized me.

Half way across the floorshe stopped
to listen, and looked around, startled
herself, 1 think, by the silence. She
could not see her sister, whose figure
was biurred by the outlines of the cur-
tain; and no doubt she was puzzled to
think what had become of her. The
suspense which 1 felt, but did not un-
derstand, was so great that at last I
moved, and the bed ereaked.

In a moment her face was turned our
way, end she glided forwards, her fea-
tures still hidden by the hood of her
cloak. She was close to us now, bend-
ing over us. She raised her hand to her
head—to shade her eyes, as she looked
more closely, 1 supposed, and 1 was
wondering whether she saw us—
whether she took the shapelessness in
the shadow of the curtain for her sis-
ter, or conld mot make it out—I was
thinking how we could best apprise
her of our presence without alarming
her — when Croisctte . dashed my
thoughts to the winds! Croisette. with
a tremecndous whoop and a crash,
bounded over me ou to the floor!

She uttered a gasping cry—a ery of
intense, awful fear. 1 have the sound
in my ears even now. With that she
staggered back, clutching the air. I
heard the metallie clang and ring of
something falling on the floor. 1
heard an answering cry of alarm from
the window; and then Mme. de I’a-
vannes ran forward and caught her in
her arms.

It was strange to find the room late-
ly so silent become at cnee alive with
whispering forms, as we came hastily
to light. I cursed Croisette for his
folly, and was immeasurably angry
with him, but I had no time to waste
words on him then., I hurried to the
door to guard it. I opened it a hand’s
breath and listened. All was quiet be-
low; the house still. Itook the key out
of the lock and put it in my pocket and
went back. Marie and Croisette were
standing a little apart from Mme. de
Pavannes, who, hanging over her sis-
ter, was by turns bathing her face and
explaining our presence.

In a very few minutes Mme. d'0
scemed to recovgr, and sat up. The
first shock of deadly terror had passed,
but she was still pale. She still trem-
bled and shrank from meeting our
eyes, though I saw her, when our at-
tention was apparently directed else-
where, glance at one and another of
us with a strange intentness, a shud-
dering curiosity. No wonder, I
thought. She must have had a terrible
fright—one that might have killed a
more timid woman!

“What on earth did you deo that for?™
I asked Croisette, presently, my anger
certainly not decreasing. the more I
looked at her beautiful face. “You
might have killed her!"

In charity I supposed his nerves had
failed him, for he could not even now
give me a straightforward answer. His
only reply was: *“Letusgetaway from
this horrible house!” ‘and this he kept
repeating, with a shudder, as he moved
restlessly to and fro.

“With all my bheart!™ I answered,
loocking at him with some contempt.
“That is exaetly what we are going to
do!™
But all the same his words reminded
me of something which in the excite-
ment of the scene I had momentarily
forgotten, and that was our duty. Pa-
vannes must be saved, though not for
XKit; rather to answer to us for his
sins. But he must be saved! And now
that the road was open, every minute
lost was reproach to us. “Yes™ 1
added, roughly, my thoughts turned
into a more rugged channel, “you are
right. This is no time for nursing.
YWe must be going. Mme. de Pavannes,”
I went on, addressing myself to her,
“yop know the way home from here—
to your house?"

“Oh, yes!™ she cried.

“That is well,” I answered. “Then we
will start. Your sister is sufficiently
recovered now, I think. And we will
not risk any further delay.”

the door was not over strong, and if

{10 BE CONTINUED.]

AN ELEPHANT A DEFENDANT.

Accused of Mordering n Man and Ao
guittea After a Logal Trial

An elephunt wecused uf murder has
been exonerated by a coropers jury.
The ocension was the lnquest on the
body of a man who bad been killed by
the animal. Ittook place in London and
is probably the most remarkable event
in patural history on record.

| The elephant is of Asiatic birth, is
known as Charley, and is the star per-
former in Sanger’s circus. He held that
position before the tragedy in which he
recently becnme involved, and will con-
tinue to do =0, thuuks to a jury of liberal-
minded Englishmen,

Charley is an animal of phenomenal
sagacity and dexterity. He can stand
on pegs with the ease and grace of a
first-cluss acrobat. It is a pleasing
sight to bebold him standing on twd
pegs with two feet and holding the
other two gingerly in the air. Foran
animal of the elephant’s build this is
quite remarkable. Charley also stands
on his hind legs and waves his forelegs
in the air. He waltzes with much grace
and takes partinany kiod of procession
with admirable precision.

He has been in the business for 31
years and knows much more about it
than the average keeper, Itissaid that
be is as highly educated as an elephant
can be. Having so much education and
experience, Churley exacts a considera-
ble amount of respect from keepers. He
regards only a first-class elephant train-
er as his superior.

For more than a year Charley had a
keeper who beat him cruelly. Abouta
year ago the mun was discharged from
the circus, Recently he was reenguged
1o work in another departinent.

He visited the elephant’s quurters the
other day to speak to the keeper. Char-
ley was eating his supper when he saw
his old enemy. He immediately seized
the man with his trunk, pushed bhim
agninst the wall and crushed him to
death.

Sanger, the owner of the circus, was
the great witness in Charley’s favor ut
the inquest. He said be was the kindest
elephant ever known. He added:

“Elephants do pot forget injuries or
kindnesses. 1 remember several re-
markable instances. On one occasion,
when 1 had been separated from ao ele-
phant for two years, the elephant, on
seeing ine, seized me round the waisi
with his trunk and would not let me go
until he had bhugged nnd caressed me
for a long time. 'l'ears of pleasure ran
down the brute's cheeks,

“Some years ugo s nephew of mine, a

child of three, was playing around
Charley and climbing up his legs.

Charley gently resented this, but the
child continued. Charley then took the
child up, shook him gently and put him
down some yards away."”

Others testified to the good character
of Charley and the jury returned a
verdict of accidental death without
blaming the elephant.

There uare persons experienced with
elephants who will not agree with this
decision. They hold the views expressed
in Charles Reade’s exciting story of an
elephant traiper’s life, “Jack of all
Trades.”

Chief among these views is that the
elephant is the most cunningly malig-
pant animal in existence. Charles
Reade’s elephant was always on the
lookout to smash a man. He was so
clever that he would knock a knol out
of a partition with his trunk and kneel-
ing down peer through the hole to see
what was going on in the next room.

These who hold the theory of eles
pbant perversity say that the only way
to keep the animal in subjection is teo
thrash him unmercifully. A pitchiork
is often used. A punisbhment which the
elephant fears very much is beating on
the soles of the feet, which are in him
extremely sensitive.

According to this view of the ele
phaut’s character, the homicide com-
mitted by Charley was willful murder,
and should have been punisbed by death.

The enemies of the elephant explain
that, while he was in the custody of this
keeper he never dared to attack, because
the man was always on the alert, know-
ing the evil character of the beast. But,
when the elephant was in another man's
care, the old keeper naturally forgot
his precautions and the animal took a
cowardly advauntage of this and killed

him.—N. Y. Journal. o
The Knowledge of Life.
Fow men know how to live. We

grow up at random. earrying into ma-
ture life the merely animal methods
and motives which we had as little
children. And it does not occur to us
that all this wust be changed; that
much of it must be reversed; that life
Js the finest of the fine arts; that it hag
tn be learmed with life-long patience,
and that the years of our pilgrimage
are all too short 1o master it tri-
umphantly.—Leisure Hours.

He Knew the Frealk.

Jenks—XNo fool like an old focl., Now
look at that woman over there in that
freak bieycle rig. See her?

Wilks—Yes, I see her.

“Well, ain"t she a sight? What a fool
her husband must be to let her loose in
such a costume!™

“I know he is."

“Enow him, do you?

“Oh, yes; I'm him.”—N. Y. Journal.

—\We have noticed that guite often
the ones who are in the biggest burry
when they go to the barber shop have
the least to do.
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