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Sdiotic and irrespousible sud ought to be
2'-.' uﬁ“m&ummlo death,
beroie counsel uttering besntiful
words: ‘I spesk mow in the hesringof a
people who have prejudged the prisoner and
mmh ped me for pleading in M’:i:::"i
& comviel, A pauper, & DESTO n
Trmeal) sense or u::n‘l;:l: My child, with
an affectionste smile, disarme my care-worn
fawe of its frown whenever I cross my thresh.
old, The beggar in the street cbliges me to
give because be says *God bless you!'ns I
pas. My dog caresves me with fondness if
I will bBut smile on him. My horse resog-
nizes me when I fill his manger. What re-
ward, what gratitude, what sympathy sand
nffection can I expect here? There the pris-
oner sita.  Look at him. Look at the as
semblage around you. Listen to theirill-
suppressed censures and their exeited fesrs,
and tell me where among my neighbors or
my fellowmen, where even in his heart I can
expect o find a sentiment, a thought, not to
my of reward or of acknowledgment, or
even of recognition? Gentlemén, you may
think of this evidence what you please,
bring in what verdict you ean, but I assev-
erate before heavenand yon that to the best of
my knowledge and belief the prisoner st the
bar does not at this moment know why jt s
that my shadow falls on you inxtead of his
own." The gallows got its vietim, but the
post mortem examinationo! the pooreresture
showed to ull the surgeons and fo all the
world that the public were wrong, aod
William H. Sewsrd was right, and that
hard, stony step of ohlogquy in the Auburn
court room was the first step of the stairs of
fame up which be went to the top, or to
within ope step of the top, that last denied
him through the treschery of American pol-
iticn. Nothing sublimer was ever seen in
an American court room than William H.
Seward, without rewsard, standing between
the fary of the populace and the loathsome
imbecile.”

“But Davy isn't idiotie, paps,” Mary in-
terposed; "and I trust he couldn’t find it in
his beart to murder anybody.”

‘0, I was led away into a reminiscence.
All T meant, so far as citing Seward’s exsm-
Eit to your voung legal friend, was that if

¢ is going to become & lawrer he should
begin practice st home by steadfastly de-
fending his badly behaved brother.”"

Murder not possible to Dsvy Mulford?
We shall see,

The Thankspiving missionaries spent a
woek at Madawasks before something re-
farkable bappened. Their visit to the
Pierson household was in itsell enjows-
ble. Martha and Mary were delighted
in each other's company and Mr.
FPierson and Mr. Bernan got along
sociably, under the amiable influence of
Mrs. Pierson and the youug folk, The tae-
iturn Pierson rather liked his clerical guest
after getting nequninted with him, and the
two men went bunting and fishing together,
to the surprise of the residents, who had
never before known their richest neighbor to
be companionable, Bernanmet the Mulford
young men, too, and seme of his conversa-
tions with the parties to the estrangement
were aimed eautiously at recouvcilistion.
Mary exerted ber influence gently and in-
sidionsly, too, and the mission mieht be said
to have met with no reverses, if it hnd not
made much progress. Bernan was a persus-
sive talker, without being too assertive, and
his citations of Webster and Seward had an
eflfect on Arthur, while with Pierson he had
mode a placstory impression. Only with
Davy the sullen, Devy the revengeful, had
be labored seemingly in vain; and even he
was 1mpressed by the fact that, in couse-
quanee of Beraan's request, Pierson had not
prosecuted anv charge sgaiost the young
man for the sssanlt committed months be-
fore. There had been an arrest, and s re-
Jease on bail, with a view to indictment
later; but Pierson had somewhat reluctantiy
consented not to go before the grand jury,
sod so the matter stood.

“To-marrow,” Bernan said to Mary one
evening, 'I shall boldly propose to Mr.

‘Pierson thst he invite both his cousins to
Thanksgiving dinper. 1 shall, if he con-
sents, prepare Arthur to sceept, and ghen
be, vou and I will tackle Davy.”

Belore morning, however, something was
done by Davy which nobody had dared to
foretell.

That night Davy said to his brother, with
sn indifferent air:

*“There'll not be much of & moon to-night,
and I'd like to go out for a little deer shoot-
ing. Lead me your gun, will you?"

Something in Davy's manner had a sinis-
fer meaning quite apparent to Arthur, who
said: ““Wby are you so industrious sud-
denly?"

“Onh, everrthing must kave s beginning;
:;:d 1—well, I 1eel like shooting some-

ing."

Arthur surveyed his brother sttentively
as be ssid: “1 know that Hank Pierson
went to Ogdensbnrg to-dsy, and will come
home to-night. Don’t get any nonsense
into your head. To give him agood thrash-
ing should satisfy you, but anvthing more
serious wouldn't do. Justice never jests,
you know.”

“And Hank doesn’t mesn it shall. I bo-
lieve be's gone to Ogdensbury to testify be-
forethe grand jury. But I'm not going to
shoot him. 'What are you thinking of ? 1
only feel ugly, snd want to shoot s deer.
Will you iend me the rifie—yes or pa?"

**Iake jt if you choose,” said Arthur, his
faint suspicion removed.

Davy made sure that the gun was loaded,
fnnk & glass of whisky and went of whist-

ing.

1L
A BETARTLING EPISODE.

Boon afterward Arthur went to the post-
effice, which was an adfunct to the railroad
station, to inguire for letiers osteombly; but
he was open to the fair suspieion of intend-
ing to meet Mary Bernan, for he knew that
she usoally walked there with her fatber at
the time that the daily mail arrived. At
all events bhe did encounter them; and
more thun that, he found himsell face 1o
face with his cousin, Henry Pierson. These
iwo had mot spoken together sioce the will
of Job Andrews had embittered them. Pier-
son stepped off the evening train on his re.
turp fromm Ogdensburg, and slighted in the
very midst of the trio in which Arthur
stood absorbedly couversing with Mary.
Pierson and Arthor would have ignored
esch other, ar usual, had not Mr, Bernan
boldiy forced them to & tacit recognition.

“And you two are consins,” he said
cheerily, **You don't look it!” Here both
men glanced st the speaker resentfully, as
though to silently reprove him for alluding
to their uncousinly conduct; but he was not
so maledroit as that, and be went on to say:
*Mr. Pierson you must be nearly, or quite,
fwice the age of Mr, Mualford,” Now that
was mesnt to remind Pierson as the elder
thst he might well make a first move toward
& reconcilistion. “Are you noi?" the pesce-
maker pernisted.

“] suppose I am,” was the somewhst re-
lutant reply.

“You sre nigh 25, 1 should say,” and this
was addressed to Arthur.

“A little nearer that than 0 26,” was the

REFWEr.

Now, the coutins bad not sddressed esch
other, but they had spoken on & mutual
topie, and Mary silent!y rejoiced at even that
gain.

“Are you walkiog our way, Mr. Ml
ford?" the diplomat continued as he slid his
own arm through Pierson's.

“Yes, if Miss Bernsn will permit,” and
Arthor offered his srm to Mary, intending
to drop behind the others with her,

But sbe did not mean that the cousinly
company should be avoided, so she tock his
arm and her father's, too; so that they
walked four sbreast down the rond. Then
Arthur, desiring to be st lesst affable to
ber, made s chanoe remark about ber hat,
which bappesed to be s very becoming
o

ne,
““All the millinery in beiter Xhan it used
to be,” was Mr. Bernan's plunge into the

ing. Thisis going to be & hetier world w
livedin. Take it all in all, it bas vastl
improved. I know Mthnmmpl{
who for
‘Just

knots which our gresi-grandmothers roiled
wﬂ‘:a high combs that we would have

i o i T

gran e o h was
lited into =& pyramid a foot high.
On the top of that tower lay

Shoes of bespangled white kid and heels two
or three inches high. Grandfather went out
to meet her on the floor with cont of sky-
blue silk and vest of white satin embroi-
dered with gold lace, lace ruffies sround his
wrists aod his hair iamlsin s quene. Ob,
modern hairdressers would stand aghast at
the Jocks of our ancestry."’

“‘Rather frivolons, don't you think so?"
“idrmf"éud ded Arth

5 o ' respon ur.

“And what do vou think, Mr. Pierson?"”
and she made the sutagonistic ende of the
line face cach other by hersell almost stop-
ping still for a reply.

“I think o, too,"” he assented.

The cousins had csught each other's eyes,
snd were at lmtl!urtleimliu in the same
general conversation,

*They say our ministers are all sskew.”
Mr. Beroan quickly resumed, “but just
thiok of our clergymen entering the pulpit
with their hair fixed up in the of one
of the ancient bisbops. The grest George
Washington bss bis horse’s hoofas blackened
when sbout to appear on a parade, and
writes to Europe, ordering sent for the use
of bimself and family ooe silver-laced hat,
one pair of silver shosbuckles, & coat made
of fashionable silk, one pair of gold alesve-
buttons, six pairs of" kid gloves, one dozen
most fashionable esmbric handkerchiefs,
besides ruffles and tucker. I once said to
my father, an aged man: "Are people mo
much worse now than they used to be?”
He made no answer for a minute, for the
old people do not like to confess muech to
the boys. But atter awhile hiseye twinkled
and he said: “Well, the fact is that people
were never any better than they ought to
u e

Pierson and Arthar langhed in unison.

I guess that's go," said Pierson.

““No doubdt of it,”" said Arthur.

“0. papa thinks life is worth living now-
adsys, "’ Mary chimed in.

“It ull depends on the kind of lile you
live,” Mr. Bernan responded. *‘This life
bas been to me, and is now a great happi-
ness; and it the atheistic theory should be
true that annihilation comes after death,
and the sepulcher instead of being, as we be-
lieve to be, simply the wayside inn where
we rest for a night and in the morning, fully
invigorated, we start out on grander jour-
neying amid brighter prospects—say, if the
sepulcher ghould be the abolition of body
and soul, { am nevertheless glad that I live
and that I live here, and that I Jive now.

Mr. Bernan had a cheerful way of utter-
ing even solemn truths, and his talk, as the
strangely composed guartet walked along in
the deepening twilight, was just svitable to
bringing the two cousins into & condition
fuvorable to the next day's proposal ofs
Thacksgiviog reunion.

“There has been & great deal of wholesale
slander of this world,” he =aid, as they
stood at the cross roads where Arthor was
to sepurate from the others. “People abuse
it, sod the traveler on the mountain curses
the chill snd the yoyager on the deep curses
the restlessness and there are those who say
it i= a mean, old, despicable world, and
trom pole to pole it has been calumnisted;
and if the world shonld present s libel suit
for all those who have slandered it, there
would not be gold enough in the mountains
to pay the damsges, or pisces enough in the
penitentinries to hold the offenders. The
people not only slander the world, but they
slander its neighbors, and they belabor the
sun, now becsuse it is too distant; but by
experience coming up the hill of life I have
found out when there is anything wrong the
tronble is not with the sun, or the moon. or
the stars, or the meteorological conditions;
the tromple is with myself. Oh,I am so
glad that while this world asa finality is u
dead failare, as & botel where we stop fors
little while in onr traveling toward a better
place it iz & very good world, & very kind
world, and I sm glad to be in it.”

The “good-nights" were exchanged be-
tween Mr, Bernan, Mary and Arthur; and
then the latter, with an effort which the
darkness concealed, said:

*'Good-night, Henry.”

Thus the mimionary work of the Beroans
#0 far as they had evidence found its first
decided success. For a moment it was not
clear whether Pierson would sceept or re-
ject this overture toward reconcilistion; and
when he did speak the voice sounded forced.

“I'd like to have a word with you,
Arthur.”

The Berpans hardly knew whether to ex-
pect friendliness from the interview, ora
renewed quarrel, but politeness compelled
them to leave their host, while they went on
to the house.

‘“You may tell Davy,” said Pierson, when
he was alone with Arthur, “that I man-
aged to-dsy to have the proceedings against
bim quashed. That was my errand 1o Og-
densburg.”

Without another word he turped and
walked away. tlowly away, making no re-
sponse to Artbur's bewildered “Thack vou.”

Meanwhile Davy Muliford had, on setting
out gun in hand, walked first in the direc-
tion of the woods, and then, making a turn
scross the fields, gained the road which Jed
by s short way to the Pierson pluce. A
crescent moon was wandering among the
gray clonds and throwing intermittent
gleame. Davy absently watched awhile,
;:g‘ :]h“ -uiidenéy lthrev himself down

ind a pile of log. A pedestrian
was hastening along the rosd, a man wesr-
ing & costume which Davy knew well as
the never varied one of Henry Pierson. The
man had five minutes belore sent a
of peace. Davy sllowed him to get 40 feet
in ndvance, and then ewerged from his hid-
ing place, leaped ont inwa;fc path, and be-
gan to dog his steps, hastening or moderat-
ing the pace in order not to lose sight of
him, without a.rpmej:ing too near,

If Davy bad been questioned just thea
as to his purpose, he would bave been very
much embarrassed fora reply. He had no
definite idea; he only felts savage joy in
thus following his unconscious enemy, and
in bolding him in his power, within range
of his gun. He felt himself the master of
this mun who had ruined all his hopes, and
that lhousht satisfied him for the present.
He cculd have marched thus night,
without feeling any weariness, 1t was with
actual surprise that he recognized before
him tbe tsrmyard of his cousin. All at
once the silhouette of Pierson disappesred
from view behind the angle formed at this
point by & high stone wall, such ss farmers
in stony regions often build instead of
fences. Davy quickened his fearing
to lose his prey, and mhm corner.
He saw nothing before him on the dark
rond, bat he heard the sound of & at
the front of the inclosure asit on
ite hinges. Furious at this discomfiture he
waited a minute or two behind the wall,
and then climbed over. When at last he
was on the other side, within the inclosure,
he stood . stupefied, holding his breatn,
Close in froot of him snd motionless. under

& great tree, the hat and coat of Pier-
son were outlined the faint light of the
moon. Resting upon his cave the hated

cousin seemed to be contemplating the hori-
00 in the sttitude of & farmer guestioning
the sky to learn the prospeots for the mext
dav's weather,

Davy found nimself upon the winding
?t.h which led to the houmse. In turni

ierson wonld pmhﬁ perceive him,
would take alarm. retreat was out off.
At the same moment a burst of an
his head as be saw there, clove to him in the
uliuz:wiliz‘hg the cause of his unhappi-
ness, selfish miser whom he had always
detested, for whose downfall he had thirsted
ever since that infamous will, and who, he
thought, had that day worked for his $m-
prisooment. In this sccess o! ruge the
totally undisciplined Davy lost his self-oon-
trol. With a mechanical movement he

raised his took aim and pressed the
tri withont definite thought or real
deli i It was an action of wicked
im

Arthur took up the rifle, and examined it;
but Davy bad reloaded it, and so it bore no
evidence of the ghot that had been fired.
“You dide't go hunting, afler all?" Ar
thur asked.
“T hunted Hank,” Davy growled, “and—
he'd have got what he deserved if I'd shot

bim.”

“No.he wonldn't. He told me himsell
that :l:.l m; _Og'deul;:.rf to-day was to

ane ings agsinst you.”

. Davy had meant ‘I'D confess to his brother
what he had don:‘ snd beg him to assist
him in avoiding detection; but thisin-
formation astounded him, and, in bis mud-
dled state, it seemed to debar him from re-
posing confidence in Arthur. The conver-
gation eeased. The brothers remained seat-
ed side by side, silent and absorbed in their
thoughts. Arthur went to bed snd to sl
Davy remnined in his chair on the hearth,
his eyes wide optn, At broad daylight he
was sitting there still. He had thought of
flight, and then bad tried fo eal-
culate the evideme against bim; buot
his conclusion was: “What's the nse?
Don't they always cstch murderers? I
know well enoughI ean mnever save my
head from the noose. Better mak an end of
it all ar omee, I will confess the whole
thing and make sn end of it” Earlyin the
morning he heard a wagon stop in front of
the house, and that was followed by several
blows on the door. Arthur was still sleep-
ing soundly, and He did not awaken. Davy
went to the door.

“Is that youn, David Mulford,” said the
caller. San

‘EY ”n n a =

"’I'be:n I hpuc 8 r:ryrmt to arrest youm.
You are summoned in regard to the Henry
Fierson affair.”

Davy heard the fatal name of Pierson,and
did not doubt that the officer had come for
him on acconnt of his last might’s deed,
His previous assault, and the proceedings
following it, were for the moment forgotten.

“Here I am,"" hesaid, “arrest me. It was
I that did it.”

“What?"" began the consiable, who did
not understand the matter at sll.

“I tell you that it was I killed Hank
Pierson. That's all—and you can take ma
along." a

The constable who arrested Davy Mul-
ford understood the matter less than before
the prisoner's avowal that he had shot Henry
Pierson. He had brought a warrant whioh
set forth that Davy’s bondsman surrendered
him in the assaulé-case, but it made no men-
tion of his having committed any new of-
fense,'and its service should have involved
Davy in no new trooble, for since its issne
the grand jury had dismiseed the case. At
the word “’kill,” the sealous constable’s face
assumed the expression of & sportsman who,
hoving fired at a little bird on & tree, sees a
bi; one falling at his feet.

‘T don’t know anything sbout your affair,”
he replied, “but you ean come with me to
*SBquire Thompson, and explain.”

avy went along submissively with the
constable, and Arthur knew nothing of his
sudden departure,

The Justice of the Peace began by declar-
ing that the case of Pierson against Mulford
would come up before the County Court at
Ogdensburg in doe time, and that, having
filed the sccusation, he himself had nothing
more to do with it. But when the constable
observed that Pierson did not now complain
at all, but had been murdered, the "Squire
listened. Davy said lnconically that he had
killed Hsnk Pierson with one shot, the
night before, and that they would find the
body on the seene of the crime at the place
which he had described. In the presence of
this startling ease of murder the magistrate
assumed what is ealled, in elevated lan-
guage, “‘the mask of the law,” an expres-
tion of official gravity proportionate to the
quality of the erime. Afler telegraphing to
the Coroner be sent for a second constable,
plsced the culprit between the two guards
took the head of the procession, and started
on the roed to the Pierson place,

Davy went along, as in & nightmare, over
the road that he had traversed the pight
pefore in the footsteps of his victim. The
constables in silence kept close watch upon
him, By virtue of & single word this man,
who recently had s right to their protection,
had in an instant become their prey; and he
could read in their glances the immeasur-
sble gull, the infinite distance separating a
future conviet from an homest executor of
the law.

On reaching the premises, Davy saw fhe
gate wide open, just as he bulv{eﬂ it the
night before, be entered the walled
field bhis eyes turned involuntarily to the
left, toward a large tree. At the foot of the
trez Jay a form, half hidden by the oats.
The knees of the assassin bent ‘under him
and he leaned against the wall, ineapable o
going further. The '‘Bquire alone made his
way toward the object which he had already
perceived, and bent over it .

After a fow seconds of examination, the
magistrate rose, with both hands pressed
against his sides in an attitnde of abandon-
ment, snd bent almost double by a wild
burst ot lsughter, choking and hiccough-
ing in = way that resounded cheerfully
through the »till morning air. The con-
siables looked st _each other in amagement,
but the paralvzed Davy was apathetic. One
eonstable quitted him enough -to join the
Justice, and likewise burst into a tremen-
dous laugh. The second, feeling that the
situation was relaxing, and that his duty
was mo longer serious, also abandoned the
the prisoner, joined his comrade, and took
the part of ¢ 5. Davy leit with his now
bewildered brotner saw in this strange scene
only & new form of the nightmare weighing
upon him. In- his state of mind, nothing
could be more dinbolical than these three
men: ‘SBquire Thompson, with his shrill
laugh, and the constables with their broad
guffaws. sod terror-striken Davy
coniemplsted them, while his hair pearly
rose on end, and the swest poured down his
face. BStill, Inughter being the most ‘in-
fectious of all human phepomena, the feat-
ures of the sesassin soon contracted into an
epileptic grimace, & shrill erow issned from
pis throat, he laughed—yes, even he, while
cold fear was freezing the wvery marrow in
his bones; he fel§ himself goin

“Come here, you idiotl™ one of the
constables to him.

The sound of this voiee recalled him to
himeell. He advanced trembling, and, b
s supreme effort of will, looked down at h
feeti {umedi:hly' Q:Jl; revolution
took pluce in his ngs.
to langh for joy, as men Mm
tively laugh when lhr have jost sscaped o
great danger. His vietim, prostrate nnder
the tres was one of those scarce-crows which
are set up in grain fields' to keep off the
sparrows, Henry Pierson, thrifir soul, had
carefully dressed the effigy in his own super-
annuated gurmants, The staffl which sup-
ported this one was broken. While lookiog
mechanically st this stick Davy had one
more shudder, for the splinters of the wood
showed clearly that the socident was due to
s gunshot. T proof
that the ndventure of the previous night was
not meul? s bad dream..

sed that Pierson must haverapidly
gone to tha house, while he himsell had been
climbing the wall, and delsying behind the
imitation man. If the ‘Squire had under-
taken a closer inf:a&m of the staf, he
would bave seen traee of the shot upoa
it; but in his utter surprise, and in his con-
viction that be had ::i.n". ths victim of

al.
“"How well he did i,” mid one, “an
one would have thonght he'd wﬁ
father and mother.”
“He'd have taken in the Bherif himself,
To look at bim ten minutes I wouldn'$
h;;: ﬁn}n 2 cents g: hl:t .
ally, :{ﬁ not because he had m in-
creased his reputation as & practical joker.
He was wild with joy becanse the tragedy
had turned to M&Ir. on accouut
of his sndden extrication frem penl; but
also becanse the awful crime had not been
committed after all.

V.
THE THANKSGIVING DINNER.

When the holidsy of mational Thanks-
giving came, and the table in the Pierson
house was sut forth with Thanksgiving fare,
the brothers Mulford sat along with the
Bernans as guests of the Plersons. Yes,
The mission had been s completa success, so
far as appearances indicated; and when the
Rev. John Bernan asked the divine bless.
ing upon the repsst, he spoke with heart-
felt thankegiving in his voiee. He had
broaght the cousins togesher in amity. He
could pot fail to see that Davy was ill at
ease, but he hoped to make him sociable be-
fore the meal was over, helped mhe gentle
winsomeness of Mrs. Pierson, ha Pier-
son and Mary, all of whom had used their
influence for s week to successtully convert
Henry Pierson into the willing host of the

As to Arthur, be beamiod on everybnd

to ur, he on T
and talked in o jolly fashion, thotgh his
best attention was paid ¢o , Who had a
chair next to his, He was delighted when
the talk turned upon the tourists who
visited the Adirondscks, and Mr. Bernan
disparaged the dandies—Ior was he not far
removed from foppishness? And was he
not, therelore, eligible to beoome a son-in-
law to this condemuer of fops?

“If there isany man in the community
that excites my contempt,” said Mr, Ber-
nap, “Itis the soft-handed, soft-headed lop
who, perfumed until the sir is sctuallygick,
spends his outing in taking killing%atti-
tudes, and waving sentimental adieus, and
talking infinitesimal nothings, and findi
his heaven in the set of a lavender ki
Elora Boots as tight an an inquisition, two-

ours of consummate skill exhibited in the
tieof & flaming cravat, his conversation
made up of ahs, and ohs, and he-hees. It
wonld take 500 of them stewed down to make
a teaspoonful of eall’s-foot jelly.""

Now, Arthur felt himself free of all these
characteristics, and accordingly construed
the remark as jost se much commendation.

*0, but men do not abstain from millinery
and elaboration of akirt throuzh any su-
periority of humility. It is only because
such appendages would be s blockade to
business, There are men who buy expensive
suits of clothes gnd never pay for them, and
who go through the street in grest siripes of
color like animated checker-bosrds, and
suggest to one that, after all, & mnvht in
prison dress wmay have got out
of the Jm)ihntlsry. Then  there
are multitndes of men who, not satisfied
with the bodies the Lord gave them, are
padded so their shoulders shall be square,

ing around & small cotton plantation.
And I understand a great many of them
now paint their eyebrows and their lips:
ond I bave heard from good authority that
there are multitudes of men in New York—
men—things bave got to such an awful pass
—multitndes of men wearing corsets!"”

Again Arthur feit , inferentially
at least, and he at once resolved to ask for
Mary's hand before the day was over. So
he did, and successfully.

Bot there were important proceedings
right there at the table. When the eating
was over, and there seemed nothing more to
do but push back the chairs, Heary Pierson
el:;.rad his throst with an "ahem!" sad
said :

“I am very glad we are together at this
dinner. Iam glad to bave yon—Arthur
snd Davy—visiting in this again,
‘We can thank Mr, Bernan and Miss Mary
forit. They've made peace between us
But there is something I ought to do, and
I'm going to do it. The property that Uncle
Joblefy me—itshouldn'tbavecometome. He
onght to have divided it up, That’'s what 1
have made up my mind o do. O, I don’t
mean to give it =ll to you 1 shall
keep a third for Martha, and & third shall
go io yom, Arthur, and a third to you,
Davy. That is all I bave to say.”

That was astonishing to the whole com-
pany, for Mr. Pierson had mot breathed his
pu to s humsn sonl.

“1i I am to be s lawyer I ought to be able
fo mske a speech,” said Arthur, “but—
but—'"" and he stammered helplessly, *I
thank you, Henry, anyhow. I will use the
money to establish myself in my profession,
and some time I may be eloquent enough to
thank you properly. You—>Mr., Bernan—
can’t you say some something for me?"’

The clergyman always nesded s text for
no matter how brief a bitof discourse, and
he naturally found itin the will that had
cansed the estrangement.

““There ia one esiate which, in all our
cases,” he said, “I hope we leave 1o
our children—an estate not mentioned in
lsst wills and testaments—a vast estate of
prayer and example and Christian entreaty
and glorious mewmory. The survivors of a
family gathered to hear the will read, and
this was to be kept and that was to be sold,
and it was share and share alike. Bu:
there was an unwritten will that read some-
thing like thas: “In the name of God, amen.
lh being of sonnd mind bmml.h to my
children all my prayers for their salvation;
I bequeath to them all the results of s [ife-
time's toil; I bequesth to them tha Chris-
tian religion, which bas been so mpch
comfort to II!? sad I hope may be
solace for them; 1 bequeath to thém a hope
of reunion when the partings of life are
over; sbare and share alike may they havein
eternal riches. I bequesath to them the wish
that they may svoid my errors and eo
anythiog that may have been worthy, E
the name of the God who made and the
Christ who redeemed me, and the Holy
Ghost who sanctifies me, I make this my
last will and testament. Witneas, all yo
hosts of Heaven. Witness, time, wifness
eternity. BSigned, sealed and delive in
this, our dying hour, Father and Mother.
That will not ba proved at the Burrogate’s
office, but kept in the alcoves of the heart.”

Davy Mulford had besn silent xince his
cousin’s snoouncement. Now sll eyes in-
voluntarily turned on him as a gasping sigh
escaped from his lipe
“What do you want fo say, Davy?"” his
brother enoouupntl.y anked.

“I want to say,”” be slowly replied, “that
I can't take anything from COousin Hank

to him, It was no joke when I shot the
scarecrow, 1 thought I was firisg at Hank
e oty s NILad fession,
em [ an con and
e kamﬁqﬂmm ol o
Lg'iul before it. Thers was & family re-
s e et
; Was no wo
?;n-:hu unhhupmvymhnuy‘ﬁ
"Qmﬁ'ﬁ‘w the story of Paradise
“You have 2
mdtohahri.”nﬂﬁr.m “An

: iim 1

| MORALS == MANNERS

BY A CLERGYMAN,

. \WRITTEX YOR THE DISFATOR.)

Many of our readers have, no donbf, read
the book in which Mr, Bellamy describes
the condition of Boston in A. D. 2000. It is
remarkable, not beeauss of any special orig-
inality, for its ideas should seem to have
been borrowed from the “Utopis” of Sir
Thomas Moore; nor for its literary sfyle, in
which it is every day surpassed by books
that are still-born; but on account of its sur-
prising popularity—over 100,000 copies hav-
ing been already sold,

Why? Ifnot through its originality, snd
if not on sctount of any special charm of
treatment, then why has it found so many
geaders? Unquestionably because it deals with
a throbbing lssue, viz, the great Inbor question.

Mr. Bellamy's remedy for existing evils is
communism. He paints his Boston of the year
2000 (precious near at hand, by the by) in commu-
nistic colors. But this is n remedy tzied and
disproved. The Bhakers are communists, and
they have 12 settlements mm the Btate of New
York and in Now England None of these
have anticipated the millennfum. They have
asslgned to mon the ussful occupation for
which they were most competent, ha¥e pro-
vided eanh mamber with a camfortable and as-
sured living, some have besome wealthy, but
they have not stimulated in
m:{u! intellectaal life, nruﬁmﬂm“‘l’-’ gh g
of manhood or womanhood, or erected grand
publie buildi They have produced a oon-
e e I T S
F’Eﬂ'ﬁ;m life. Mr o o e
ec X
to look further for a.'pmm i

Using Our Talonts.

It is an established law of the divine calllng
that the use of an intrusted tulent entities the
bolder of it to more talents, while its néglect or
abuse inevitably works its final forfeiture,
Thus in the parable the five talents became

or
ont once a week, for Sunday? Is the talent out
“h:f"“%m bringing 10 per cent for
the glory of and the help of men? Which?
Better find out about this before she Lord
comes to demand his one with usary.

How to Preach.
As to bow to preach, a busy city pastor offers
the following homiletical suggestions.
1 Havesomething to say.
2 Bayic
& Quit

Baltimore waa briliiant as & pageant and im-
portant as an event, It emphasized the ad-
vancemont of 100 years—the expansion of the
secorn of 1780 into the stalwart oak of 1880 —the
development of a few thousands into saven or
eight millions. It also gave the Latin Oburch
an opportunity to pronounce itsel! upon some
of the important questions of the hour, which
it did conservatively but decidedly, It stands
in the centers of popalation a8 &

bulwark of Iaw and order. In the

tae wrages: tt m’:“m?&'u‘:fx'e the ing. A
complate harness includes both, e

. Livisg As We Sing,

Listen this morning to & short sermon out of
church on “Living As Wea Bing,” by the Bav.
Golden Rale:

DeARLY BELOVED BREETHREN—AL the last
prayer meoting which you and 1 attended we
pung very lustily: -

Bure 1 must fight 17 T wonld reign,
Increase my conrage, Lord;

I'll bear the tall, endure the paln,
Bupported by Thy word,

You remember it, do you not? And when the
Ppastor said that the meeting was in the hands
of the brethren,”" and urged us all to take purt,
you and I sat there like graven images, simply
because, as you expressed it so tersely, you

yourself before the ethers: in shors, because
3.:10“: l.hcol - :In‘;“;nqd‘.:m and,

mee 50
s opnosred, ot Tond wont rithont’s

we ust ox

g ‘‘we must n;ht’i'% we -uﬂs rejgn.” t?:
didn’t dare aven to open our Hps, to say ni
utﬂ.ghtl.u. In that same meeting we also

sad Tue d will provide.
then we went home and lay awake all
night over that bad bill whereby Il{‘l hun-
dred dollars, s though we should ocertamly
come to the poor house in consequence.

Last Sunday moruing just before the mis-
fmﬁ;’ #er@on wis preached, we sungrighs

trousers
ket for ey, aid Gtk
Piimsdevramstgmr
In an evening meeting we joined insinging :

With raferance to the relative value of high
and low license as restrictive methods of deal-
ing with the liquotr traffic, read, mark, learn
and inwardly digest the following figures:
Taking 79 leading cities in the United Btates
we find that the total popuistion of those
which have ndopted high lickase is 4755000,
while that of thoss which Indulge In low
license is 4857,000—a substantal equality of
pumbers. The total numper of arrests s 216,-
000 for the former, and 250,000 for the Istter,

52

A Brave Woman Whe Intends to Join su

- _—

NOVEL ADAPTATIONS OF THE CAMERA | &

1CORREEPONDENCE OF THE DISFATON.}

l'orbiddub.mh ‘ﬂn shortest trip om

wheels, no matter how safely inclosed, all

alone by her own self. They used to tell it |

ol & wary father of a frisky belle thas, hav-
ing to send her in & close

enveiope, to be broken only at the end of the |

drive. As that ssme girl has since eloped
with & forbidden wooer, it seems that par
ental caution was of no avail. '

f in full livery; and he must
ﬁym his betwixt
bouse of her visit. m::c}m

af
yiil;

T

B
i :

2

ingl short yesrs ago she her
d the and &
sys g mn-g. a dﬂlﬂﬂ
spant by the domestic hearth, or st an ocea-
sional eoncert, & Tare or s reception
that formed an event in
existenes. mmh-m&-*-E
R Disuls’ Ao what (et yin

w
ﬂ-h. And ma:
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York may ride
alone in & coupe
at any fime of
might without

S D om ba a1
after dark she was |

his. in Sanaslé ]
beorawls oo fa
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mmdr «ﬁ
lill-ll..\‘l i:nb? sim and
tion is !‘t’n A
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