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~  “*Asergeant, sir, Royal Marine light
_“'Itry. si. No answer?

- 1 confcss that | was
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A CURATE'S EPISTLE

Wil you marry & curate, Miss Ethel?
Wil you wed with a reverend man

With a hundred and twenty pounds yearly,
And giad to get that il be can?

Wil you never miss vespers or matins?

W you visit the poor in the rain?

Will you give up your sflks and your satins,
And wear ginghams and mousselines-de-
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Osa you please the entire congregation—
Keep all the societies hot—

Barely praised If you're fit for the station,
And roundiy abused {f you're not?

Osa you disregard soeering and scorolng
‘Csuse at home you've 10 work like a bee?

Will you help to make beds in the morning
And cut bread and butter for tea?

Can you drudgo all the day without pity?
Cas you darn, sew and atitch, and—aot tire?
Will you sit on the Iadies’ committes,
And warble your best in the choir? |
Will you stand by your husband when slighted
By men who make lizht of his pains,
Who bave far more than ten times his income,
And fur less than bhalf of his brains®

Murried bishops may easily mingle

Worldly wisdom with warning so dour;
But I've taken no vows to keep single,

Though p'rhaps [ mny alwass be poor.
Then If, ns the wife of a curate,

You couid live, dear, say *'Yes™ without fuss;
Don't be daunted by prelates cbdurate,

And giadden your own Clericus

—London Tid-Bita,

BY A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER 1L —CONTINUED.
Sherlock Holmes rose and lit his
pipe. “Nodoubt yon think that you
are complimenting me in comparing

that?" I asked.

geant of marines.”

plied. brusquely.

*‘Excuse my rudeness. You broke the |
| thread of my thoughts; but perhaps it | wonld at onee have hurried into the

arated each of these houses from the
street, and was traversed by a narrow
pathway, yellowish in eolor, and con-
| sisting apparently of a mixture of clay

| was increased by his writhing, onnat-
|1|nl. posture. I have seen death im

many forms, but never has it appeared
| to me in 8 more fearsome aspeet than

and of gravel The whole place was ! in that dark, grimy apartment, which

}
Fveryslappy!mm the rain which had
Jhlhmthmughthenlght. The garden

was bounded by a three-foot brick wall |
“How in the world did yon deduce A witha fringe of wood railsupon thetop, | ever, was standing by the doorway,

| looked out upon one of the main arte-
; ries of suburban London.
Lestrade, lean and ferret-like as

‘and against this wall was leaning a and greeted my companion and myself.

“Peduce what?" said he, petulantly. | stalwart police constable, surrounded |
“Why. that he was a retired ser- | by a small knot of loafers, who craned | remarked.

their necks and strained their eyes in

“I] have no time for trifles,” he re- | the vain hope of catching some glimpse
Then, with a smile: | of the

proceedings within.
I had imagined that Sherlock Holmes

is as well. So you actually were not | house and plunged into s study of the

geant of marines?”
*No, indeed.”

the sea. He had a military earriage,
however, and regulation side-whiskers.

cane.

had been a sergeant.”
“Wonderful!” I ejaculated.
“Commonplace,"” said Holmes,
though I thought from his expression
that he was pleased at my evident sur-

me to Dupin,” he observed. “Now, in
my opinion, Dupin was a very inferior
fellow. That trick of his of breaking |
in on his friends thoughts with an
apropos remark aftera quarter of an
hour's silence is really very showy and
superficial. He had some analytical
genins, no doubt; but he was by no
means such a phenomenon as Poe ap-
peared to imagine.”

“Have you read Gaborian’s works?"
Iasked. “‘Does Lecoq come up to your
idea of a detective?”

' Sherlock Holmes sniffed sardonically.
**Lecoq wasa miserable bungler,” he
said, in an angry voice; “he had only
one thing to recommend him, and that
was his energy. That book made me
positively ill. The question was how
to identify an unknown prisoner. I

HIE HAD A LARGE BLUE ENVELOFE IN HIS
HAND.

oould have dome it in twenty-four
bours. Lecoq took six months or so.
It might be mude a text-book for de-
tectives to teach them what to avoeid.”

I felt rather indignant at having two
characters whom | had admired treat-
ed in this eavalier style. I walked over
to the window, and stood looking ount
into the busy street. “This fellow
may be very clever,” | said to myself,
*put he is certainly very conceited.”

“Thoere are no crimes and no erim-
inals in these days,” he said, quernl-
ously. “What is the use of having
brains in our profession? [ know well
that 1 have it in me to make my name
famous. No man lives or has ever
lived who has brought the same
amount of s*ndy and of natural talent
to the detection of erime which 1 have
done. And what is the result? There
is no crime to detect, or, at most, some
bungling villainy with a motive so
transparent that even a Scotland Yard
official can see through it.”

I was still annoyed at his bumptions
style of conversation. I thought it
‘best to change the topic.

“I wonder what that fellow is look-
ing for?” 1 asked, pointing to a stal-
wart, plainly-dressed individual who
was walking slowly down the other
side of the street, looking anxiously at
the numbers. [le had a large blue en-
welope in his hand, and was evidently
the bearer of a message.

“You mean the retired sergeant of
marines,” suid Sherlock Holmes.

“Rrag and bounce!” thought I to my-
sell. “lie knows that I cannot verify
“ « -
The thought hind hasdly passed
through my mind when the man

low, and heavy steps ascending the

slair.

“For Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” he said,
stepping into the room and handing
friend the letter.

Here was an opportunity of taking
conceit out of him. He little
thought of this when he made that
“May I ask, my lad,"
1 maid, blandly, “what your trads may

Wm.dr.’.hﬂ
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He clicked his heels together. raised
s band in a salute. and was gone.

CHAFTER IIL
THE LATRIITON GARDENS MYSTERT.

by this fresh proof of the
E&mdw*‘u

for his powers of |

prise and admiration. *I said just
now that there were no criminals. It
appeurs that [ am wrong—look at
this!" le threw me over the note
which the commissionaire had brought.

“Why,"” I cried, as I cast my eye
over it, *“this is terrible!™

“It does seem to be a little out of
the common,” he remarked, cclmly.
“Would you mind reading it to me
aloud?”

This is the letter which I read to
him:

“MY DEAn MR SHERLOORE HOLMES: There
hns been o bad business during the night st 8
Lauriston gardens, off the Brixton road Our
man on the beat saw a light there about two in
the morning, ucd, as the house was an
empty one, suspected thoat something was
amiss. He found the door open, and
in the front room, which is bare of
furniture, discovered the body of 8 gentleman,
wiell dressed, uid having cards In his pocket
bearing the naume of ‘Enoch J. Drebber, Clove-
land, 0., U S A" Tbere had been mo rob-
bery, nor ‘s there any evidence as to how the
man met his death. There are marks of hlood
in the room, but there is no wound upon his
persor.  We are at o loss as to now he came
into the empty house: Indeed, the whole affair
is a puzzier. If you can come round to the
house any time before twelve, you will find me
there. 1 have Jeft everyihing in statu quo until
Ihear from you If you are unable tocome I
shall give you fuller details, and woyld esteem
it a great kindness if you would favor me with
your opinlon

“Yours falthfnlly., ToBfAS GREGSON™

“Giregson is the smartest of the Scot-
land Yarders.” my friend remarked;
“he and Lestrade are the pick of a bad
lot. They are both quick and ener
getie, but conventional—shockingly so.
They have their knives into one
another. too. They are as jealons as a
pair of professional beauties. There
will be some fun over this case if they
are both put upon the scent.”

I was amazed at the calm way in
which he rippled on. **Surely there is
not 1 moment to be lost,” 1 eried.
“Shall 1 go and order you a cab?”

“1 am not saure about whether I shall
go. | am the most incurably lazy
devil that ever stood in shoe leather—
that is. when the fit is on me, for [ can
be spry enough at times.”

“Why, it is just snch a chance as you
have been longing for.”

*My dear fellow, what does it mat-
ter to me? Supposing [ unravel the
whole matter, you may Ue sure that

Gregson, Lestrade & Co. will pocket |

all the eredit. That comes of being an
unofficial personage.”

*But he begs yon to help him.™

“Yes. He knowsthat 1 am his so-
perior, and acknowledges it to me;
but he would cut his tongue out before
he wounld own it to any third person.
However, we may as well go and have
a look. 1 shall werk it out on my own
hook. I may have a laugh at them, if
1 have nothing else. Come on!™

He hustled on his overcoat. and
bustled about in a way that showed
that an energetic it had superseded
the apathetie one.

“Get your hat,” he said.

*You wish me to come?"

*“Yes, if you have nothing better to
do." A minute later we were both in
a hansom, driving furiounsly for the
Brixton road.

It was a very foggy. clondy morning,
and a dun-colored veil hung over the
house tops, looking like the reflection
of the mud-colored streets beneath.
My companion was in the best of spir-
its, and prattled away about Cremona
fiddles, and the difference between a
s ivarins and an Amati. As for

able to see that that man was a ser-  mystery.

ther from his intention. With an air
of nonchalance which, under the cir-

“It was easier to know it than to ex- | cumstances, seemed to me to border
plain why I koow it. If you were | upon affectation, he lounged up and
asked to prove that two and two made : down the pavement, and gazed va-
four, you might find some difficulty, ' cantly at the ground, the sky, the op-
and yet youare quite sure of the fact. | posite houses, and the line of railings.
Even across the street I could see s  Having finished his scrutiny, he pro-
great blue anchor tattooed on the back | ceeded slowly down the path, or rather
of the fellow's hand. That smacked of | down the fringe of grass which flanked

| the path, keeping hiseyes riveted upon
| the ground. Twice he stopped, and

There we have the marine. He was a | once | saw him smile and heard him
man with some amount of self-impor- | utter an exclamation of satisfaction.
tance and a certain air of command. | There were many marks of footsteps
You must have observed the way in | upon the wet. clayey soil, but since the
which he held his.head and swung his , police had been coming and going over
A steady, respectable, middle-  it, ] was unable to see how my com-
aged man, too. on the face of him—all panion counld hope to learn anything
facts which led me to believe that he from it.

Still, I had such extraordi-
nary evidence of the quickness of his
perceptive faculties that I had nodoubt
that he could see a great deal which
was hidden from me.

At the door of the house we were
met by a tall. white-faced, flaxen-

| haired man, with a note-book in his

hand., who rushed forward and wrung
my companion’s hand with effusion.
“It is indeed kind of you to come,” he
said; “I have had everything left un-
touched.”

*“Except that!” my friend answered,
pointing to the pathway. “If a herd
of buffaloes had passed along there
could not be a greater mess. No
doubt, however, you had drawn your
own conclusions, Gregson, belsre yon
permitted this."

“] have had so much to do inside
the house,” the detective said. evasive-
Iy. “My ecolleague, Mr. Lestrade, is
here. 1 had relied upon him to look
after this."”

Holmes glanced at me, and raised
his eyes sardonically. *“With two sach
men as yourself and Lestrade upon the
ground, there will not be much for a
third party to find out,” he said.

Gregson rubbed his hands in a self-
satisfied way. *I think we have done
all that can be done,” he answered;
“It's a queer case, though, and I knew
your taste for such things.”

“You did not come here in a cab?”
asked Sherlock Holmes.

“No, sir.”

“Nor Lestrade?"

“No, sir.”

“Then let us go and look at the
room.” With which inconsequent re-
mark he strode on into the house, fol-
lowed by Gregson, whose features ex-
pressed his astonishment.

A short passage. bare planked and
dusty. led to the kitchen and ofiices.
Two doors opencd ont of it to the left
and to the right. One of these had ob-
viously been closed for many weeks.
The other belonged to the dining-room,
which was the apartment in which the
mysieriousaffair had ocenrred. [Holmes
walked in. and T followed him with
that sulb’ « 1 feelingat my heart which
the presence of death inspires,

It was a large, squnare room, looking
all the lnrger for the absence of all
furniture. A wvulgar. flaring paper
adorned the walls, but it was blotched
in places with mildew, and here and
there great strips had become detached

GAZED VACANTLY AT THE GROUND.

and hung down, exposing the yellow
plaster beneath. Opposite the door
was a showy fireplace, surmounted by
a mantle-piece of imitation white mar-
ble. On one corner of this was stuck
the stump of a red wax candle. The
solitary window was so dirty that the

myself, | was silent. for the dull | light was hazy and uncertain, giving a

weather and the melancholy business
upon which we were engaged depressed
my spirits.

“You don’t seem to give much
thought to the matter in hand.” I said
at last, interrupting Holmes' musical
disquisition.

“No data yet,” he answered. “Itis
a capital mistake to theorize before
you have all the evidence. It biases
the judgment.”

“You will have your data soomn,” I
remarked, pointing with my finger;
“this is the Brixton rosd, and that is

There like

dull gray tinge to everything, which
was intensified by the thick layer of

dust which coated the whole apart-

All these details I observed after-
ward. At presemnt my attention was
centered upon the single grim, motion-
less figure which lay stretched upon
the boards with vacant, sightless cyes

up at the discolored ceiling.
It was that of a man about
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Nothing appeared to be far- |

“This ense will make a stir, sir,” he
“It beats anything I have
seen, and I am no chicken.”

“There is no clew,” said Gregson.

“None at all,” chimed in Lestrade.

Sherlock Holmes approached the
body, and, kneeling down, examined
it intently. “You are sure that there
is no wound?" he asked. pointing to
numerous gouts and splashes of blood
which lay all ronnd.

‘Positive!” eried both detectives.

“Then, of course, this blood belongs
to & second individual—presumably
the murderer, if murder has been com-
mitted. It reminds me of the circum-

SHERLOCE HOLMES APPROACHED THE
BODY.

stances attendant on the death of Van
Jansen, in Utrecht, in the year 1834,
Do you remember the case, Gregson?"

“No, sir.”

“Read it wup—you really should.
There is nothing new under the sun.
it has all been done before.”

As he spoke, his nimble fingers were
filying here, there and everywhere,
feeling, pressing, unbuttoning, exam-
ining. while his eyves wore the same
far-away expression which I have al-
ready remarked upon. So swiftly was
the examination made that one would
hardly have guessed the minuteness
with which it was conducted. Finally,
he sniffed the dead man’'s lips, and then
glanced at the soles of his patent-
leather boots.

“He has not been moved at all?" he
asked.

“No more than was necessary for the

of our examination.”

“You ean take him to the mortuary
now,” he said. “There is nothing more
to be learned.”

[To nE CcONTINTED.|

A BRAVE SOLDIER.

le Fiddled While Undergoing the Loss
of a Leg-

A hundred years ago the unfortunate
people who come iato the hands of
the surgeons, generally soldiers or
sailors who had been hurt in action,
were forced to undergo the operations
necessary to the prolongation of life
withont taking ether or chloroform, as
is now administered to make the pa-
tient uneonscions, and so free from
pain attendant npon the operation.
To secure qriet often the subject had
to be bound by ropes, so that much as
he might desire to wince he was utter-
Iy unable to do so. Occasionally pa-
tients wonld show remarkable forti-
tude at the crisis of their trouble. but
none ever showed more than a soldier,
who, on the morning after the battle
of Yorktown (October 19, 17581), was
Lrought into the hospital, having been
shot in the Enee. It was found neces-
sary to amputate the limb, and the
surgeon ordered the nurses to bind the
man fast preparatory to the operation.
“Never!” protested the soldier. *Yon
may tear my heart from my breast, but
yon shall not bind me! Can you get me
a fiddle?"

His request was complied with, and
he proceeded to tune the instrument,
after which he said: “So, doctor, now
you ean begin.” And he played during
the whole of the operation, which last-
ed forty minutes, without uttering a
single false note or disturbing his fea-
tures in the slightest.—Harper's Young
People.

A LITTLE BEYOND HER.

it Was Necessary for Charles to Revise
s Lanzuage.

She was a pretty country girl, rustic
but sweet and innocent as a flower.

He was an artist from the city,and a

poet, and he loved the rustic maiden.
It is so sweet to love in the pristine
prettiness of the provinces.
He had found it so. and this soft
night in September, when the moon
was touching the carth and the air
with its silver Sngers, he had chosen
to tell his love and claim the heart he
felt was throbbing in unison with his
own.

As she sat by him there in the gloam-
ing. with the soft breezes making harp
strings of her golden hair, there wasa
tendcr musie in his heart h= had never
known before.

“Dear one,” he murmured as he held
her hand tightly in his, “1 love you;
love you with all the energy of my pas-
sionate nature, and, here, this night,
ia the presenee of the stars azd yon-
der lambent Luna, 1 ask you to give
me that place in your young affections
every true man should be given at
at the hand of the womon he would
make his own forever.”

He was sligistly rattled, but she held
to his band.

*‘Charlie,” she whispered as she
mestled ber head on his manly bosom,
“if that means a proposal, I'm your
erry: but if you mean jt fors

of the scenery. ¥
for the dog.”

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL.

Intorpaticasl Lemson for April 22, 10894—
Joseph Ruler ln Egypt—Gen $1:39-48
[Specsally Arranged from Peloubet's Notes)
GOLDEN TEXT.—Them that honor Me I will

bhonor —| Sam. :30

THE SBECTION OF HrsTORY. .0

ally thought now that the Pharsoh of Joseph
was Apophils (Apepl) ooe of the last of Hyksos

i
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Joseph in *“The Smelting Furnace” of
Life,—Ten Years of Service and of
Trial. Joseph when he reached Ezypt
was sold to Potiphar , “the captain of
the guard."

and the entire foree consisted of 410,-
000 men, who were divided into two
corps, & thousand serving each fore
year as the king’s body guard ([lerod
2. 164-168). Potiphar was probably the
captain of cne of these thousands. and
consequently a man of great honorand
influence.—Thornley Smith. Joseph
was o0 wise. so faithful, so manifestly
blessed of God, that he was soon raised
to a high position in Potiphar's house-
held. and had general eontrol of all
his affairs.

Three Years in a Prison. At the
end of ten' years another bitter trial
came to Joseph. After long resisting
temptation, his very goodness and
truth are made the occasion of an un-
just acensation, and without trial heis
cast into priscn. In the present case,
the term very probably implies an edi-
fice, or portion of the oflicial mansion,
mostly subterrancan, of which the roof
or vault. rising immediately from the
surface of the ground, was round, or
shaped like an inverted bowl It is
called, in chapter 41:14. “the dungeon.”
Such dungeons are still, under similar
circumstances, nsed in the east.—Kit-
to. In Ps 105:17-18, we are told that
his feet were hurt with fetters; he was
laid in iron. The imprisonment wasat
first severe. But God favored him, and
ke afterwards had a freer and better
life in waiting upon the other prisoners.

Steps in Joscph's Training and Prep-
aration. (1) His discipline was se-
vere. llis prison life was hard to en-
dure. He was practically a martyr.
(2) He learned trust in God. We sce

| ne signs of distrust or of complaining.

He simply elung closer to God and be-
zame Bequainted with God. (8) He
had long opportunity to study himself
and his needs. There are times when
sharacter grows best by rest from
work, by slow, unconseious growth.
(4) Wherever Joseph was, and in what-
sver circumstances, he did what was
right. He made the best of every-
thing. He not only looked on the
bright side, but he did what was bet-
ter—he workedon the bright side. The
way to be ready for larger fields is w0
be faithfal in the smaller. The way to
reach a wider sphere is to fill full the
parrower. It is well to remember that
the particular sphere we arein is of
very small importance compared with
what we do in the sphere. Pietyis
just as beautiful in a hovel as in s pal-
ace; faithfulness. truth, conrage, honor
are no more noble on a throne than in
afactory or on a farm: love, gentle-
pess, self-denial are as blessed in the
kitchen as in the parlor, in the prison
as in the court. (5) He grew in helpful-
ness and kindness. The injustice doze
to him did not make him unjust to
others; the harshness of his treatment
di1l not harden his heart. (6) *“The
your~ lebrew slave was, we imagine,
thou; .'ul and observant and ex-
tremely diligent in the culture of his
mind. Learning and the arts were ot
that time in high repute in Egypt. as
the monuments prove." — Thornley
Smith. (7) The work he had to do for
Potiphar was an excellent training for
his future high position, *“for the
Egyptian courtiers were often im-
mensely rich. and not a few of them
take care to tell us in their tomb in-
seriptions exactly the number of their
cattle of every kind. Ome. for ex-
ample, states that he had 835 oxen,
220 cows and calves, 760 asses, 3,233
goat like sheep and 974 goats™ To
care for all these would require great
alkill and executive ability.
LESSONS FEOM JOSEPH IN EGYPT.

There is & divine and a human ele-

ment in every life. They are the
and woof of which the web of
life is woven. - Both are necessary to a
successful life. -

So our whole life is 8 school for the
future life. Life is the time of prep-
arstion. “‘We know not what we shall
be.” We do not know what glorious
work or place is before ns.

The milita.y caste in |
Egypt ranked next to the priesthood;

At Death’s Door

Blood Poisoned After Ty-
phoid Fever

A Marveious Cure by Hood's After
All Else Failed.

“Twenty-five years azo I had a bilious fever,
and later it turned into typhold fever, and for
five weeks 1 lay like one dead, butatlast I
puiled through and got uparound [ soon dis-
covered on my left leg just above the kneo &
small brown spot about as big asa three cent
plece.  1dhd not pay any attentlon to it until
| two years after, when it commenced to spread
sod have the appearance of o ring worm. It
ltched and burned and 1 commenced doctoring,

Hood'’s*=»Cures

| nput tonoavsil Last February I iried an berd
fur the biood and it broke out in the worst form
Jf arashall over my body. Pinally my hus-
panid bouzht a bottle of Hool's Sarsaparillaand
I had not taken more than half of i5 before 1 be-
gan 10 feel better, I have had four botties,

Now | Am All Well.

| Lean now sleepand eat well and work a'l the
| time.™ Mpus. Puesy L HALL, Galvs, Kansas,

Hood's Pillas act easily, yet prompily and

AMiciently, oo the Hver and bowels, <he

Getallthat’s
possible of
both, if in s
need of flesh = -
strength
and nerve s
I force. There's need,too, of plenty
of fat-food.

Scoi’s Emulsion

of Cod Liver Oil builds up flesh
and strength quicker than any
other preparation known to sci-

ence.
Scotf's Emulsion is constantly cf-
Jecting Care of Consumption,
Bronchitis and kindred diseases
sokere other methods FAIL.
Preparsd by Beott & Bowne, K. Y. All dmggista

—

'WALTER BAKER & G0,

COCOA and
CHOCOLATE

Hhﬂ:ost Awards
i ale and Diplomea)
olumbian

on the Lelowing articles,
LT

PRETIUN No. | CHOCOLATE,
GERNAY SWEET CHOCOLATE,
IVAVILLA CHOCOLATE,

L 000A BUTTER,

ot o purity of_ wateonl
OFIl OV en Sl s Ligd.

Worid's

SOLD BY CROCERS EVERYWMERE.
WALTER BAKER £ C0., DORCHESTER. MASS.

Positively you
have the genuine

De Long Parest Hoox

axp EYE if you see on the

face and back of every card

the words:

slc;::imp?

Richardson

Prices satisfactory. Warmang
covers all polpis. Investignts
before buying. Calslogue free.
PERKINS WIND MILL Ca.,
B Bridge Si., Mishawaka, I8d

WALL PAPER.

Bend 8 cents postage for Samples and Direc-
tions for papering.

Good Fapers, 4 and 5 centa,

Fine Slivers, 6 cecln

New Golds, 7% cents.

Handsome Speclaltles, 10, 15 and 2 centy,

FPEERLESS WALLPAFPER CO.,

Lock Box 1134,




