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CIHAr ER VL
ke of eight dies out frem
» hall as Seaton Dysart
g room. The extreme
om of that melancholy
into him as he moves
lv, but with a man's
, toward the hearth-rug.
sloom, however, as he pres
n this dreary place. Some
cuully from a low chair—a
A girl, ns he instantly admits
<« about the eighth part of
font toward him.
wderfully alike, the father
| vet how wonderfully un-
mpussible that with ex-
t vurinnce so strong
e : exist, yet it is there,
= e old face, mean, eringing,
s the other, cold, honor-
yud beautiful. The girl,
with distrust in her eyes,
Luowlisdzed this last fact.
<orry if I've kept yoo
" he says, advancing
paew, vnee he sees the pretty
, aud holding out bis bhand.
¢t i1 1 was dreadfully tired
rived, and 'm rather afraid I

-

is warm,” =ays she, coldly.
to his father seemsa clearer
stweaks, and kills for her all

{f his face.
it 1 don’t faney my absurd 6t
- ¢ from that. Rather from
‘hut 1 haven't had a wink of

. last two nights.”

" says <he with a faint
interest. *Toothache? Bick

" 1ouf
i1 no. Ball—eards,” returns bhe, con-

] f.;.s she, this time rather short-

1 are Griselda, I suppose?” says

anuy

A% d you suppose it?" asks she,
- 4 faint smile.

Why should 17" returns he,

clng. “Perhaps becaunse,” with a

[ v look at her, **1 have been told that

1 Jdi is o person possessed

iderable amount of—of charac

shot

hat you menn that yon have heard
in is self-willed,"” says she, ealmly,
| w5 it is evident you think I look the
pi <0, 1 am afraid you must prepare
3 <lf to meet two self-willed co

1 a:n not Griselda.” .

[t < had fancied that this announce-
ment would have put him out, she is un-
in o moment.
snys he, looking distinetly amus
“There is ecomfort in the thought that
I vannot again fall into error, because you
T be Vera"

Yes, I am Versa,” slowly.
! fenr you will find it very dull down

“Your father has been very good to us;
more than kind,” interrupts she., gently,
bt with decision. “He bas given us o

‘1 should think he would be very glad
ta wet vou here,” says he. At this mo
it Griselda enters the room. A charm-

ine Girisielda, in white, like her sister, and

with a flower in her sunoy hair. She

trips up to Seaton atd gives him her hand

und a frank smile, that has just the cor-

rect smount of eoquettish shyness in It.

A man, to Griselda, no matter out of

what xious trilbe he may have

v spirang, is
trentad, =miled upon and encournged.

“S0o you've come at last to this Castle

of Diespair,” says she, sancily. “I must

1w, von took time to look us up. Burt 1

‘i blame you; life down her is too live

It has quite done up Vera

ubino

most,

o di=mal sound of a eracked old din-
song breaks in at this instant on Gri-
s speech. They all rise and cross
hall 1o the dinlng room, but just in-
momentary hesitation takes

Diysart ing to the foot of the
Vern stops short, ns if In =ome
Fise, to ook at him, question in her

You will take the head of the table,
‘ wunys he, in a low tone, divining
ecrplexity.
" yuickly, and then a pause
t, of course,” she says, with
g of the brows and an al
ptible shrug.
wr somehow irritates him,
I wi=h i1, certainly,” says he, coldly
L =till more to see you do only
h vou ke
1} » few likes and dislikes,” replios
! fint utterly emotionless tone
veoping past him, she seats bersel!
hend of the table.
Jda, rhe little jar in the so
round her goes by un
ome is she by the un
w of the sight before
‘ linser table ut Greyeourt.
lie round her and loses herself a
wh of fairyland the room
It i, 4% it were, an echo from
into the old life when
that she hardl

1 lived,
ivar to
i Ltter of the silver, the glass
. perfume of the glowing flow
f tint of the fruits, all seen
iresm ) B sweet ooe, 100,

y rvaart 18 wondering why both girls
ve tnken so instantaneous a dis-
As a rule, women were civil
t here were two to whom he
tter stranger, and aggressive
v word he could apply to their
vords, though both were stu-
e,

stay long ¥ asks Griselda pres

iz nt her cousin,
t know how you may view it
» town the day after to-mor
wirly on that day. Whether
r wust not work for my living
that does not concern me. |
1 will hardly believe it in this
poe—tut I actoally seek after
I should like to get on in my pro-
to be more than a mere trifier.”
vou ure charming.” says Griselda.
Yair 1alk ltke a hook—a bine
Bat vou have not told me why
tF will pot let us see anyone,

" sarm Miss Dysart, a little
She rises as she H]N"ﬂkf‘. anid
b door for her. As
Dasspes him he says, easily:
it tell you eversthing at once,

% the

ways a crenture to be gently

her until she had los< |

| vitrie, and, I fear, hard to live with.
LM.E if ever I can help you, ecall on me.”
Griselda gives him s smile for this, and
fuitr_n\rn her sister into the drawing room,
After all, he isn't haif bad,” she says,
with a little god.

“I was right, however. Did Fou ever

“% a father and son so like?" asks Vera
soldly. :

o CHAPTER VIL

Well, I'm off,” says Griselds, pokine
fher vretty head into the summer house
where Vera sits reading. It is oext dny,
and & very lovely day, too.”

“For sour ramble,” says Vern, laying
down her book. *So you won't take my
advice? Very good. Go on, and sou'll
see that you won't prosper.” Her tone Is
balf gay, balf serious. *“And don't be
long,” entreats Vera, with a sudden rush
of anxiety. “Don’t, now. Yes, I'm in
deadly earnest. There is that man all
“ver the place. let loose. as it were. for
my discomfiture, and if he turns up o
this part of the world 1 suppose I shall
have to talk to him.”

“What a calamity!” says Griselda, with
a little feigned drooping of her mouth.
“In this barren wilderness even manna
may be regarded with rupture—even Sea-
ton! Better any man than no man,
say 1.”

“So say not I, then,” with great spirit.
| She has Jeaned forward upon her elbow,
and _lu-r eyes are brilliant with a little
suspicion of anger. *“Glve me a desert
Island rather than the society of a man
whom I know it will require only time to
teach me to detest. And how you can
call him so familiarly ‘Seaton,” passes

my——""

A pause! An awful panse. Who Is it
that has turmed the corner of the summer
house, und is looking in at them with &
curious expression round his moutkh? Gri-
selda is the first to recover. :

“Isa’t it absurd?"' she says, smiling
rather lamely. “But I assure yon, Sea-
ton, your sudden appearance quite took
away my breath. You should stamp when
you come to a honse like this. The grass
1ll round is so thick.”

“Too thick!" says Dysart, with a swift
glance at Vera, who has lost all her color
“For the future I shall try to remember.
[ am very sorry I startled you.” He has
addressed himself entirely to Griselda,
unless that one lightning glance of cun-
temptuous reproach cast at Vera couold
| be counted. “But I was on my way to
one of the farms, and this is the lowest,
the nearest path to it. 1 shall never cense
to regret"—here he stops dead short, and
turne his eyes unreservedly on Vera—
“that I did not take the upper one”

He makes both girls a slight bow, and
walks swiftly ooward on the unluecks
path he had chosen.

“Oh, Vera, do something!”™ eries Grisel
ia, in a small agony of consternation
Jasping her hands. Vern, thus admon
shed, springs to her feet, and, driven
| half by bonest shame and half by im
| puise, rushes out of the summer hons
jand rms after Dysart as he 1s fast (Jix
! appearing through the shrubs, Reaching
him, panting and pale with agitation, sh
lays her hand timidly wpon his arm,

“I am so grieved,” she says, her charm
ing face very pained, her lips white
“There are momeuts when one hanrdly
knows what one says, and "

“There are such moments, certainly,”
anys he, interrupting her remorselessiy,
“But *hey can hardly be classed witk
those in which the calm confidences of
'une sister are¢ exchanged with the other

I assure

|
|

And why should you apologize?

sou, you need not. [ do not scek for o1
' desire anything of the kind."

| It mlmost seems to her that he has
shaken her band from his arm. Draw

ing back, she sees him proceed upon his
way, and then returus to Griselda.

“I really think I hate him,” says Vera,
vehemently. The recollection of his con
temptuous glanece, the way in which he
had disdained her apology—abave all.
that slight he had offered her when he
had displaced her hand from his arm—al
{ rankle in her brenst, and a hot flow o1
| shame renders her nsually paie face bril

lignt. *There, never mind him,” she says
| with a little frown. “He is not staying
| long, fortunately, and this episode wil

bear good fruit of one sort af least.  He
will not trouble me with his society whils
| you sre away. Now hurry, Griselda, do."

Griselds, with a light laugh, drawn ir
resistibly by the gorgeous loveliness o1
the lights and shadows of the land bel: 5
runs down the pathway and is soon los:
to view.

When she returns over an hour later
she discovers to her amazement, that
' Vera is still in it.

“You are miserable atout that wreteh:
»d affuir of the mornoing,” cries Griselda.
*Never mind it. If you will come to din-
aer I promise you to do all the talking,
ind as it has to be endured I do entreat
you to keep up your spirits.”

“Oh, yes. There isn't a decent chance
of escape,” says Vera, wearily.
| “*Sh!" eries Griselda, softly, putting
"up her hand; the sound of coming foot
!‘1111'3. glow, deliberate footsteps purpose
v made heavier, smites upon their ears
“waGod heavens! Here he is" saye
iriselda, and indeed they have barely
{time to put on a coarefelly unconscious

lemeanor, when Seaton Dysart darkens
| ‘he door of the summer house, and looks
{ *oldly down on them. : "
' sphey told me T should find you here,

\e says, speaking to Vera, “I have come

to say good-by."

“But surely ¥ou are not guing so soon
_not before dinner, not to-night!” cries
(3riseldn, thnmlvrstrts-k 'l? 1thin :mluttlnu

1 af their diticnlty, aud a little sorry, too.
i" 1 am going now. Good-by,” holding
l yiit his hand to her with a determination

4 10 be changed. Griselda takes it and

‘ ik it genially, nay, warmly. His hu-
i< decidedly hostile, and if he ae
inuts the old father of their incivility—
ctiine to propitinte him, she tells her

" will be the corveet thing, and she
yws positively  friendly toward him,
o1 heams upon Mm with gentle entreaty

a her eye. i
“If you must go, do us one service
-t she says. “Do you see that m:su'fi
—a rather mmkempt and straggling speci-
et of Its kind that trails in unu-:lmi;ed
li=urder just outside the door. It ?l.
F d me many a time, but you are tall,
i, raller than most; will you lift these
vokward tendrils, and press them back
i shape?”
mSiu- iﬂlsmiling divinely at him, & smlile

but I dare «ay there will be time * int Tom Peyton would have given sev:

As for my father, he is ec

enfinel
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pral yoars of his life to possess: but Dy-i
sait is disgracefully unmoved by it, and,
refusing to return it, steps outside, and,

Ywith w decidedly unwilling air, proceeds

to lift the drooping tendrils and reduce
them to order.

iriselda, naturally a girl of great re
source, selzes the opportunity she has
herself provided. Catching Vera's arm,
she draws her back out of sight. {
“Now's your time!” she says. “Bay

something. Do something, It doeﬂl'll
mutter what, but for heaven's sake)
smooth him down one way or another! ll‘[
you dou’t you'll have the old man down |
apon us like—"

“1 can’t,” gasps Vera, fearfully.

“You must,” insists Griseldn, sternly.
“It's impossible to know what sort of
mon he is. If revengeful, he can play
il ITarry with us!™

Without waiting to explain what par-
ticalur game this may megn, or the full
-izniZeance thereof, she steps lightly out-
dde and gazes with undisguised rapture |
ipou Dysart’s work.

Dysart returns to the summer house
with all the manner of one in mad haste
to be gone. It is merely a part of an un-
oleasant whole. he tells himself, that he
must first say a chillingly courteous word
ar two of farewell to the girl who has
spenly declared toward him such an un-
lying smimosity.

“l am afraid,” says Vera, speaking
with cold precision, as one delivering her-
self of an unloved lesson, “that you ure
zoing away thus abruptly because of
what you hear1 me say this morning."

“You are right. That is why 1 am go-
ng,”" replies Dysart, calmly.

“Yes? in a chilling tone, and with
faintly lifted brows. *I regret exceed-
mgly that I should have so unfortunately
ifend yeu, but to go for that—it all
soumils a little trivinl, don’t you think?"

“Not by golog, I think. 1 don’t see bow
[ can do otherwise. Why should 1 make

yon uncomfortable? But you may call

it trivial if you like, to talk of detesting
a man you have only seen for an hour
v two, and who in those hours—" He
ganses, “Did I make myself so specinlly
whjectionable?' demands he, abruptly,
turning to her with something that is
surely nnger, bul as surely entreaty, in
his eyes.

“As 1 told you before,” indifferently,
“one says foolish things now and then.”

“Would you have me believe you did
not really mean what you said?”’

“l would not have you believe any-
thing,” returns she, haughtily. “I only
think it a pity that you should curtail
your visit to your father because a
shance remark of mine that cannot pos-
sibly affect you in any way.”

“I% that how you look at it?*

“Is there any other way? Why should
you care whether or not I detest you—I,
whom you saw for the first time yester
lay ¥

“Why, indeed!” He regards her ab
sently, as if trying to work out in his

it T stayed away, 1 am afraid my father

swn mind the answer to this question,
and then, suddenly:

“Nevertheless, I do care,”” bhe mayn
| with a touch of vehemence. “It Is the
'injustice of it to which I object. You
had evidently determined beforshand to
show me no grace. [ defy you to deny
it! Come, can you?"

Miss Dysart is silent. The very im-
petuosity of his gecusation has deadened
bher power to reply, nnd besides, is thers
| pot truth in it? Had she not prejudged?
| “By the bye,” he says, “I am afraid
son will have to put up with me for a
few hours every week. [ shall promise
to make them as short as 1 possibly can
But my father likes to sce me every sev-
on days or so, and 1 like to see him. Do
vou think,” a slight smile crossing his
face, “you will be able to live through
iy

“I have lived through a good many
things,” says Vera, her dark eyes aflame.

“That gives you n chaonce here; prac:
tice makes perfect. 1 am sorry to be
abliged to inconvenivnce you so far, but

He might

might want to know why.
syen be so absurd as to miss me.”

“Why should you take it for granted
‘hat I desire your abscuce?” cries Vera,
ner volce vibrating with anger, “Come,
ecinin, or Stay away heicver—what is 1
o ne?’

And it was thus that they parted.

(To be continucd.)

Dwarfls Famous In History.

Marcus Antonlus possessed a dwarf,
Sisyphus, not quite two feet tall, and
yet the possessor of a remarkable wit,

King Charles 1I. had in court a pig-
my, Richard Gibson. This mite mar-
riesd  Annpe Shepherd, the Queen's
dwarf, each belng forty-six Inches In
beight. Gibson was a skilled artist,
and his winiatures and portraits are
much valued.

The favorite of Queen Henrletta Ma-
ria, Sir Jeffery Hud=on, was presented
to her majesty in a ple, completely
armed as a knight. He provedva gal-
lant, fiery little fellow, and of consider-
able service to the royal famlly. He
became a captain of horse in the civil
wars and followed his mistress to
France,

The page of honor to Mary Tudor,
John Jervis by name, was one of the
tiniest dwarfs of his day.

Julia, the niece of the famons Augus-
tus, had In her service two pigmies—
Canopus, twenty-nine inches high, and
Andromeda, her freed mald, who meas-
ured just the same helght.

Poland in the fourteenth century had
a pigmy king, Ladislas the Short, who
is sald to have won more victories than
any other monarch of his time, and who
left a great name as a jurist, states-
man and ruler.

Christlan I1., of Denmark, had a wee
dwarf to attend him, who was falthful
to his master even In adversity. He
went to prison with the king, planned,
and almost effected the royal escape.

—Albert H. Golley, of Rome, N. Y.
while bird hunting with W. P. Baylow
near Glenmore, was accidentally shol
in the eyes by his companion, and wili
lose his sight. The wife of Mr. Golley
is also blind, both of her eyes having
been removed some months ago by Dr.
Wilbut H. Booth.

—It is o good plan to occasionally
clean the tires and fill up the cracks
and small holes with rubber solution.
This prevents moisture from working
thrcugh to the inner fabric.

—Fishing Is the favorite pastime of
a Rock Rapids (Ia.) dog. It swims out
into the water and catches the fish in
ite mouth.

—A novelty Is the cold storage of
hops. This is done in several places
in England.

—Some naturalists believe that hares
never drink, but get enough ligquid for
their needs in the dew on the grass
they eat.

—According to a chemical analysis
15 parts of the fiesh of fish have about
the same nutritive value as 12 parts

of boneless beef.

By "

Editor and Preprieter.
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N the “third floor back" of a dis

mallooking lodging-house In =a

street near Waterloo bridge, a wan
was standing, singing. In a dilapidated
armchalr by the window, hls audlence
—one wee, pretty lassie—was curled up,
wrapped about with an overcoat, for it
was the afternoon of Christmas Day,
and there was no fire In the cheerless
grate.

“Shall I light the lamp, daddy 7" she
asked, as he ceased to sing and began
to execute a grotesque dance, still
whistling the refrain of his song. *“It
has grown so dark that I can't see to
glve you your cues,” and she held up
some tattered manuseript as she spoke.

“No, Babsie; that will do for to-night.
Don’t try your eyesa. Shall we have our
usual chat In the dark, pef? There 18
no rehearsal to-night. Ugh how cold
it Is. Have we no coal or wood, dearle?’

“No, dad; but it Isn't very much cold-
er without fire, because the sllly smoke
won't go up the chlmney, somehow, 8o

|

Bl 5=

IN A DILAPIDATED ARME@HAIR ONE WER
PRETTY LASSIE WAS CURLED UP.

I have to keep the window open when
we do have a fire.”

“My poor little frozen baby,” he said
sadly, taking her in his arms. “We will

find lodgings where the smoke does exit |

the proper way—after boxing night."”
“Dad,"” she sald, as she nestled close

ap to him In the armchalr, “shall we

have a Christmas pudding some day?"

“8hall I sing to you, Babsle?' he in-

terrupted hastily. And, gently strok-

Ing her soft curls, he broke inro a live

iy music hall ditty.

Babsle was soon fast asleep. He lifted
her up and placed her on the bed.
““Heaven help ber!” he murmured

sadly, as he gazed upon the sweet white

face. “If I had only been a laborer you
would not have gone hungry on Christ-
mas Day, my pet. 1 wonder how many
poor mummers are walting eagerly for

Boxing night? I have looked for work |

without ceasing. 1 wonder If the noble
army of bogus managers with whom
I've been so closely acqualnted of late
are dining well to-night while she |Is
starving. I'll spend every penay I earn
this pantomime upon her comfort.
if [ can only make a hit, now my chance
bas come! Oh, my Babsie, my brave lit-
tle Babsle!”

“Daddy, 1t's the glorious Boxing day
at last!” cried Babsle, dancing round
bhim In her excitement, as he was pre-
paring to go to the theater,

“BEverything wasn't guite smooth at
dress rehearsal,” he had explalned to
her; “so I shall be at the theater all
day.”

The latter part of this statement was
aot true; but he saw that there was
barely food for ome In the cupboard,
and his pocket was quite empty.

As he ran down the stairs a little
shoe came clattering after him, and a

saucy, smiling face peeped over the bal- |

usters.

*“That's for luck, dad,” she called out.

He potlced the little shoe had a hole
right through the sole, and he sighed.

When he reached the
found only a few shivering nobodies
assembled on the stage. They all walted
for about two hours for the stars, who
bad never intended to appear, and then
the stage manager dismissed them.
Halllday met his manager as he turned
out of the stage door with the intention
of strolling about the streets until even-
ing.

“HalloI"™ sald that Individual, genlal-
ly. “Hope all the plum pudding you had
yesterday won't affect your top notes.
I think your song will fetch 'em up-
stalra. There's money In It—"'

Halllday uttered an exclamation, and,
stooping down, picked up a guarter.

“There, what did I tell you?" laughed
the manager, as he slapped him on the
back and went on his way.

Halliday hugged the little coln in his
palm. It meant so very much. It meant
a little Christmas for Babsie, and it had
entirely changed his plans for the day.
He hurried homeward with a lighter
heart than he had carried for months,
only stopplng at a coster's barrow on
his way to Invest some of hls treasure
in rosy-cheeked apples.

He sprang lightly up the stalrs to his
home, calling “Babsle!” as he ran, so
anxlous was he to see her astonlshment
and delight. But no answer came; 0o
patter of little feet. The dreary room
was empty. He sat down chilled and
uneasy, and the apples rolled unbeeded
to the floor.

But one hour—two hours—three
bours passed, and still no Babsle. The
fog was growing denser and denser.
The anxlous father paced up and down
the little room. Atevery footfall on the
stairs he rushed out and called her
name.

The callboy at the Regal Theater was
calling out “Overture and beginners
as he made his way along the passages
when a man rushed past him and disap-
peared into one of the dreasing-rooms.
It was Nigel Halllday, white and trem-
bling, and®with huge beads of perspira-
tion on his brow.

“He'll never be on!™ sald the perform-
ers In chorus. But he was at the slde
dressed and made up, fully five minutes
before his first entrance. The othe:
performers were looking at him curl

Oh, |

theater he

ously, for his face was twitching anu
he spoke to no one. “Nervousness ot
drunkenness,” they all agreed.

There was a ripple of laughter as he
made his first entrance. It acted like
an electric shock upon him. He knew
what was expected of him, and he
worked desperately. “He'll do,” sald
the anxlous manager. sagely, as he
watched his grotesque exit and listened
to the applause that followed it.

As soon as Halliday was off the stage
Imr the fourth scene he caught the as-
slstant manager by the arm.

“I'm nmot on until the palace scene,”
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 SAMUEL GOMPERS.
jome Characteristics of the Famous

A ican Lab L
Samuel Gompers, the American labo
eader, 18 as conservative as the Englisk
eader, Burns, is radical. Where the
atter says strike, Gompers says arbi-
‘rate. “I cannot,” he once sald, “much
s I hate oppression, endure the sigh’
»f hunger.”

The nation owes & bigger debt of grat
itude to Bomusl Gompers, president, ol
the American Federation of Labor, thar
most people ipagine. Had it not beer
for the rock-like firmness with which,
for nearly a fortnight, this man stood
igainst a continent-wide strike of sym-
pathy with the Pullman men, there
might have been an uprising of organ-
zed labor, compared with which the
strikes and riots that really did ocew
would have been mere child's play.

Mr. Gompers' diplomacy was not less
striking than his wisdom. He at Do
dme said that he would not advise a
strike. He slmply, by delaying action,

| he sald, eagerly. “How long Is my
walt?"

“Oh, about an hour to-night,” was the
| reply.
| Halllday rushed down the passage to
his dressing room, removing his kingly
robes as he ran.

“What the deuee are you dolng 7' erled
one of the men, as he watched him
“Are yot

| struggling Into his overcoat.
| drunk to-night, or what?"

“Don’'t stop me!" panted Halllday.
“Hands off, 1 say! It's my long walt
I'll be back In time. My child Is lost—
missing since morning. I"m erazy with
anxlety; she's my only one."

Through the streets he ran, threading
in and out the tratfic, heedless of the
shouts of drivers. The fog had cleared
away, and the night was starry.

“Babsie! Babsle!™ he panted, as he
tore along. “RBabsle! Babsle!” as he

home, All was silent In the desolate
room. He stood there one moment and
threw up his hands In voleeless prayer,
and then he hastened back to the thea-
ter.

Just before hls entrance in the palac
scene the doorkeeper made his way
through the crowd and sald something
in a low tone to the stage manager. He
saw them glance toward him, and In a
moment he was beside them.

“In heaven's name, tell me, Grahame!
Is it news for me? Don't lle; I know it
1s!"

“When you come off, Halllday—after
vour song. There's your music playing
now. Go og, old man.”

“Tell me first,” Halllday replied
| hoarsely, “and I give you my word 1'll
go on!"

“A lttle girl—run over—taken to
Falth Hospital. Don't know who she
| belonzs to, Died pnegnstions,” Gra-
hame replled hastily.

“Thank you,” was all the wretched
man eald as he staggered past them
onto the stage.

A child in the gallery laughed glee-
fully at his grotesque entrance, It

sounded just like Babsle's laugh. Bab- |

sgle now, perhaps, lying a little mangled
corpse in the Faith Hospital,. Why was

I

WAS BEING CLASPED IN HER FATHER'S
ARMS.

he there, he asked himself, If his dar-
ling lay dead? What dld he care for
money now?

But Babsle had been so fond of his
“drinking song."” She had looked for-
ward tc hearing him slog it He would
sing it for her sake.

Then his voice began
swayed slightly. “He's breaking
| down,” was the terrified whisper.
“Won't some one step In to fll the
gap®’

And some one did. Right from the
very back of the gallery it came—n
child's volee that caught up the refraln
just as the wretched singer was abount
to rush from the stage, and the aston-
Ished artists, looking up to the “gods,”
beheld the singer, a little girl, perched
| upon the shoulders of a stalwart coster.
|

to falter—he

It was Babsie—Babsle alive and well.

By the time the little girl had got

! through the chorus and the gallery had
shown thelr appreciation by applause
and whistling, Halliday had regained
his self-possession, and he sang the re-
malnder of his ditty with such joyous
vigor that he carried his audience
along, and the infection of gayety from
all the smiling faces on the stage made

| itself felt all over the house.

“That kid in the gallery iz an old
music-hall dodge,” said one petite to
another.

“Yes, but this was jolly well worked.

| 1 thought the chap bad really broken
down,” replied his friend.

Behind the scenes the “kid in the gal-
lery” was belng clasped In ber father's
arms amid a group of sympathetic peo-
ple in motley attire.

Babsle's story was soon told. She
had been offered a quarter by a neigh-
| bor to mind her bables while she went
out. The temptation to see her “dad”
perform had been too strong, and the
little girl, with her preclous coln in her
hand, bad patiently waited outside the
gallery door for many hours. As she
had not expected her father home all
day she had not been in the least un-
easy.

Then Manager Vanghan and Stage
Manager Grahame claimed her atten-
tion, and the former slipped a brand-
new dollar bill into her hand.

“It's what I owe you for that unre-
hearsed effect,” he sald, laughing.—

| Forget-Me-Not.

vaulted up the dark stalrcase to hls |

gave his followers time to think. When
they had thought, they saw the master-
fulness of his course. Mr. Gompers
proved himself to be a general worthy
,of leading so great an organization af
the Federation.

| Samuel Gompers is an Amerlcan by
adoption. He Is of German descent, as
his name Indleates, though of English
birth. Thirty-elight years ago he was
apprenticed to a shoemaker in London
Then he was a lad of 10, with no bright
er prospects, no greater advantage:
than those of ten thousand other ap
prentice boys of the world's metropolls
To-day he is the executive head of the
most extensive comblnation of labor
unions In the world. In this capacity

SERMON

Rev. Dr. Calmas:

Bubject: New Year Thoughts="e Should
Maks the Most of Our Hrief Livesw
Infidelity the Hource of Much Woe=

[Copyright, Louls Klopech, 1800.]

Jm:::l. tlilh..t!!.—l'.n this dll:t'u::? Dr.
mage takes opportunity eriog

some very practical and useful suggestions;

text, Psalms xo., 9, *“We spend our years
as a tale that Is told.”

wildern and d m,-elchthyun‘m
eas, nrhz
of the forty nothlog {s recorded of them

and, I suppose, no other emigrants bad s
daller or more ulnlamtt:ﬁ time than
they bad. Bo they got to Ing storfes—
stories concerning themseives or concern-
ing others; stories abont the briek kilns of
ll';r!. - they had tolled In slavery;
stories about how the waters of the Red
Bea piled up Into pallsades at their oross-
ing; story of the lantern hung In the heav-
ens to gulde them
destroying the the wilderneas;
storles of personal encounter. It must
have been an awful thing to have hadnoth-
Ing to do for thirty-eight years except to
got lost every time they tried to escape
from the wilderness, 8o they whiled away
the tima In story telling. ndeed, there
were persons whose one business was to
narrate storl and they were paild by
such trifies as they conld plck up from the
surroundiug listeners. ‘o such Instaunces
our text refers when It says, *“We spend
years as & tale that is told.”

At this tremendous from the
year 1899 to the year 1 it will do us all
good to consider that our whole life Is a
story told—a good story or a bad story, a
tmgo story or & mirthful story, a wise
story or a foollsh story, a clean story or a

ﬁftl;”t .*nstnryg success or A sto .gl
re. e 8 OUr years as & o
that is told.” o

In the first place, I remark that every
ﬁuon'l Iile l=a & very Interssting story.
toxt does not deopreciate *“*a tale that is
told.” We baye all of usbeen entertalned
by the story teller when snow bound in the
rall train, or In the group a winter’'s night
in the farmhouse, or gathered around a
blazing hearth with some hunters at the
mountaln lnn. Indeed, It is a pralseworthy
artto Im e a good story well. It
doubt the practical and healthful and
m‘pﬁhg use of such a story, take down
from the library Washington Irving's
“Tales 01 & Traveler' or Nathaniel Haw-
thorne's “*Twice Told Tales,” Buat as in-
m-unf as any ol thess would be tha
story of many an obscure lifeif the tule
were as wall told. Why do we all like
biographles and autoblographies? Be-
cause they are storles of eminent human
lives. But the story of the life of & back-
sman, of & man who looks stapld, of
one about whom you never b a word,
must be Just asthrilling on & small scale
as on & large scale Is a life of & Cyrus, orn
MMIW A Pizarro, or a Mark Antony, or
B emagune, o0 w1
It you get the eC.nczth - W= e
plnl',._nm,tm m:%sn':‘r-- ‘e
. - - . h" L

BAMUEL GOMPERS _

he wields a constant power by th

ol which that of other labor leade:
nothing.

| The lad did not like the shoemak:
trade, and, his release being secun
he learned to make clgars, becomin,
proficlent by the time he was 13. Then
with his father's family, he came
' America. Down to the time he begar
to work ln the shoe shops, he attended
day school regularly. After that I
continued h!s studies at a night school
where he appiled himself so eagerly at
to exclte the especial attention of his
teachers.

Upon his arrival In America he jolne
a New York cigarmakers’ union, and
his gift of common sense and his power
to express his thoughts logically and
clearly quickly made him a prominen!
member. Later he was repeatedly sen:
as delegate to the International unlon.

When David B, HIll was Governol
he wished to make Mr. Gompers a mem
ber of the State Board of Arbitration a!
a salary of $£3,000, The tender wa'
courteously declined.

‘ “If 1 should accept a political ap
polntment,” gald Mr. Gompers, “m}3
usefulness in labor organizations would
S¢ entirely and permanently destroyed.”

In 1882 Mr. Gompers was made presi
dent of the American Federation of La
bor, and now holds that office. Hls sal
ary Is but £1,000 a year, less than he
could earn at his trade in good times
and a8 far smaller sum than could b
commanded by & man of his unusua
| natural abilities and self-won acguire
ments Iin the business world.

A Matrimonial Lottery.

Every three months in the province
of Smolensk, Russia, husbands and
wives are chosen by the chance draw-
ing of a lottery ticket. The tickets cost
1 ruble (0 cents) each. There Is only
one prize to be drawn, and It conslsts
of the entire sum ylelded by the sale
of the tickets, amounting to 5,000 ru-
bles i£3,000), together with a woman

tickets are sold only to mon, and the
lucky winner of the prize will have to
marry the damsel If he takes the 5,000
rubles. [If, however, he be already
married he Is at liberty to turn over
the money and the woman to any friend
whom he may wigh to put in for such
a good thing. If the winner shoul

! willlng to marry, but is not found to
be to the damesel's taste, then they are
to be excused from matrimony and per
mitted to divide the rubles.

Socterty for Back-D rning

In a neighboring Long Island village
the young men have a new privilege
{On paylng ten cents a weck they cin
have thelr socks darned by the belies
of the villnge, who have organlzed
themselves into the *Glddy Girls’ Darn
Ing Club.” One of the young ladles no-
ticed a hole In the hose of a young man
who was paying her a soflal visit the
other night, and, on comparing notes,
it was found that many of the other
girls of the village had been impressed
by the fact that the beaux of the placs
needed help In keeping thelr socks In
order. The young man who was ad
mitted to the privileges of the club
must ‘not be In the habit of smoking
drinking. playing cards, or doinz any-
thing real naughty. All he has to do
then Is to pay ten cents 8 week and
wear his socks luto as many b Irs as
pleases him.—New York Cor. Pittsburg

Dispatch.

The first thing the members of a
women's club do, after electing a new
member, Is to appolnt a club meeting
' at the new member's house, in the hope
of getting something elaborate in the
way of refreshmenta.

deseribed as being of noble blood. The '

- hbagy o
wiia uwo'one but hiwse
tering pulses,

Oh, yes, while “we spend ou:
calo ¢hat Is told,” it is an Interest
It is the story of an fmmortal,
mnkes It interesting. Hels laane
ocean of eternal years, In & vo
will never terminnte,
keynote of an anthem or a dirge that will
pever gome to its last bar. That Is what
makes the devotional meetings of modarn
times so much more interesting than they
used to be, They are fllled not with dis-
eourses py laymen on the mbjheﬂt ol justi-
fleation and sanctifioation, which lay dis-
courses administer more to the facetious
than to the edifying, but with storfes of
what God has done for the soul—how every-
thing suddenly changed; how the promises
pecame balsamie In timee of laceration;
how he was personally helped out and
helped up mnd helped on. Nothing emn
stand before such s story of personal res-
cue, personal transformation, personal
{fllumination. The mightliest and most
skillful argument sgalnst Christlanity col-
lapses under the ungrammatical bat sin-
cere statement, The atheistio protessor o!
natural philosopby goes down under the
story of that backwoodsman's conversion,

All that elaborate persuasion of the old
folks of the folly of giving up active lifa
too soon menns nothing as compared with
the glmple ineident you may relate to
them of the fact that Baojamin Franklin
was Governor of Pennsylvania at eighty-
two years of age and that Dandolo, of Ven-
loe, at pinety years of age, although his
eyesight bad been destroyed through be-
ing compelied by his enemies to look Into
a polished m basin under the full.blaze
of the sun until totally blind, yet this siglt-
less nonagenarian ludln, an army to the
suocoessful beslegement of Constantinopls!
When an old man bears of such incldents,
be puts aside his staff and ear trumpet and
starts anew.

The New Testament suggests the powe.
of the “'tale that is told.”™ Obrist was the
most effective story teller of all the nges,
The parables ars only tales well told.
Matchlees stories: That of the traveler cut
up by the thieves and the Bamaritan pay-
ing his board bill at the tavern; that of the
big dinner, to which the invited guests
sent In flotitlous regrets; that of the shep-
herd answering the bleat of the lost sheep
and all the rural nelghbors that night bal{.-
ing him celebrate the fact that it was safe in
the barnyard; that of the bad boy, reduced
to the swines' b, greeted home with
such bunquall‘l'a_r and jewelry that It stufled
the older son th‘ ousy and disgruntie-
ment; that of the Pharisee full of bragga-
doclo and the publican smiting his breast
with a stroke that brought down the heav-
ecs In commiseration; stories about lep-
rosy, mbout paralysis, about oatalepsy,
about dropsy, about opbthmimia—stories
that He so well told that they have rolled
down to the present and will roll down
through the entire future.

1 beard Danlel Baker, the wonderfal
evangelist of his time, preach what I sup-

was 8 great sermon, but I remem-

r nothing of it except a story that he
toid, and that, I judge from the seeming
effect, may that afternoon have brought
bundreds into the kingdom of God. I
heard Truman Osborne preach several ser-
mons, but I remember nothing of what he
T\. in public or private except a story
that he told, nnd that was, among other
things, the means of my salvation. The
litelong work of John B. Gough, the great-
est temperance reformer of all time, was
the victory of aneedote, and who oan ever
forget his story of Joel Straton touching
him oo the shoulder or of Deacon Moses
Grant at Hopkinson, or of the outcast
woman nicknamed “Hell Fire,” but re-

deemed by the thought that she "“was ono
of us?”" ht L. y. the evangelist
of worldwide e and usefulness, who re-

gently passed to his great reward oa high,
dnrln,g his valuable labors in the pulplt
wielded the anecdote for God and heaven
until all nations have been moved by it.

If you have had experiences of pardon
and comfort and disentbrallment, tell of
it. Tell it In the most polnted and dra-

m Tell it soon,
Oh, the

in this=
world would not im us as much as the
simple story that a town of New York
state at the ciose of the IAst sentnry thirty-

iix profane men formed themseives into s
sub, esalling themselves *‘Socisty of
Druids.™ T met regularly to deride
ind damage ity. One night in
‘belr awfal meeting they burned s Bible
wnd administered the sacramen

Pwo of them died that night. Within three

iays three wore drowned. In five years all
‘he

came to abad end. Before

night; story of ibises |}
of

justioes of the peace it was sworn that two
were starved to death, seven were drowned,
sight were shot, five committed sulelds,
seven dled on the gallows, ono was frozen
to death and three died accidentally, Inecf-
dents like that, sworn to, wonld bulk any

irreverent and blasphemous be

In what way could the fact that infidel-
B ity Bobestod am by the taclject

RS the In “n
g:oml.n}-nu falliog i}l in Paris jus<t
a’ter the death of Voltaire, when n profes-
slonal nurse was called (o, and she asked,
“Ia the gentleman a Christlan?” “Why do
you ask that?” sald the messenger. The
narme lled, [ am the nurss who attend.
ad V‘olarnln his last illness, and for all
the wealth of Europe I would never 2ea un-
sther infidel dle.” What discourse In its
moral and spiritual effect could equal 8
tale llke that?

You might argue upon the faoct that those
fallen are our brothers and sisters, but
sould we Impress any one with such a truth
10 wall as by the scene near Victoria Park,
London, whare men were digging n deeg
draln, and the sbhorlnz gave way anl »

great plle of earth fell upon the workmen,
A man stood there with his bands (n hls
pockets, looking at those who were trying
to shovel away the earth from those whc
were burled, but when some onesald to the
tor, *‘Blll, your brother s dowr
there,” then the spectator threw off his
soat and went to work with an agony ol
sarnestness to fetch up his brother, What
sourse of argument could so well a= thal
Ineldent set forth that when wo toll for the
salvation of a soul it is a brother whom we
are trying to save? —

A second realing of my teat rominds me
that life 1s not only a story told, but that
it s & brief story. A long narrative
stretched out Indefinitely loses its interest
It is generally the story that takes oniy i
minute or hall a minute to rehenrses that
arrests the attentlon. And that gives ad
ditionsl Interest to the story of our life, Ii
is a short story. Bubtract from ourlife al
the hours of necessary sleep, all the hour:
of incapacity through fatigue or lliness, al
the hours of childhood and youth before
wn get falrly to work, and you have nbbre-
viated the story of Iife so much that you
ean appreciate the psalmist's remnark wiien
be says, “Thou hast made my days as #
band’s breadth,” and can appre‘iate the
spostle Jamea' expreasion when he com:
ares llle to “a vapor that appearsth for v
rll.tlo senson and then vanishns away.”

It does not tuke long to tell all the vl
clssitudes of Hle—the gladness and ihe
griels, the arrivais and the departnres
the successes and the fallures, the victor
ies and the deleats, the ups and the downs
The longer we live the shorter the years
We h ¥ get over the bewlldering Tatigae
of selecting gifts for cobildren and friends
and see :'im the presents get off In
time to arrive on the appropriate day
than we see another advancing groug
of holidays. Autumpal frult so sharp-
ly chasea the summer harvest, and the
snow of the white blossoms of spring
time come too moon after Lthe snows o
winter. It Is A remark ro often mad
that it falls to muke any Impression nng
the platitude that ealls forth no reply
*How rapidly time ~ors."”

Every ecentu-

whioch mak

He I8 Blrinicy it | sse

hrenks d

ol prhﬂ}"
il - «an® Thestors
-ar lte, however Inslgulflcant it may
m to be, will win the applause or bis:
of a great multitude that no man can num
ber. As & “‘tale that s told" wmong nd
mirers or antagonists, celestinls or pande-
moniacs, the universe s full of listening
ears o5 well as of gleanming eves. Ti
wo say or do the right thing, thatls known
It we say ordothe wrong thing, that i
koown. Isupposeths population of the
intelilgences in the air Is more numerous
than the gopnlntlon of {ntelligences on the
earth. Oh, that the story of our life might
be At for such an audlence In such an au
ditorlum! God grant that wisdom nuc
fidelity and earnestness and truth .nay
characterize the “tale that s told."
Through medieal sclence the world's
longevity may be greatly Improved in the
future, as it has been In the past, but it
would not be well forthe ple to live toc
long. Bome of them would, through theh
skill at ncquisitiveness, gather too mueh
and some multimiliionaires would become
billionalres and trilllonaires, and some
would after awhlile ?oclml n hemisphere.
No. Death is usefual in its finanojal Hmita.
tions, and then all have enough sorrows:
and annoyances and sufferings by the time
they become nonagenarians or centenar-
ians to make it desirable to quit, Besides
that, it would not be falr so long to keep sc
many good old paogln out of heaven, S
It Is well arranged that those who stand by
the deathbed of the nineteenth century
will not be ealled to stand by the deathber
of the twentieth century.

Oh, crowd this last year with prayers,
with hosannas, with kind words, with belp-
fulness, Make the peroration of the eon.
tury the ellmax of Christlike deeds, Close
up the ranks of God, and during this re.
maining twelve months charge mightily
against the host of Abaddon. Have nc
reserve corps. Let awlftest gospel envalr
gallop, and heaviest moral artillery ml{
and mightlest evangelistie batterles thun-
der on the scene, Leét minlsters of the
rospel quit all controversy with ecach
other and in solld phalanx march out
for the world’s disenthrallmont, Lot
printing presses, secular and religious,
make combined movement to lostruet sod
emancipate the world. Cn all the hilla let
there be Elljahs praying for*'a groat rain,”
and on every coatested fleld Joshuas to
see that finul victory Is galned befors the
sun goes down, and every mountain be-
comé a transfiguration, and evory Gallloa
a walking place of Him who enn hush a
tempest. us he jealous of every month,
of every wook, of every day that passes
without something  slgnifleant  and
glorlous wrought for God and this =io
cursed world, Let our churches be
thron with devout mssembilages, [ut
the chorals ba more like grand marches
than requiems. Let the coming year aee
the last wound of Tranavanl and Philipplue
oonflict, and the earth quake with the

ding arms of the Inst regiment ever
0 be marshaled, and the furuaces of the
foundries blaze with the fires that shull
turn the last awords Into plowshures,

And may all those whose lives shall go
out in this last year of n century, as many
will, meet in the beavenly world those whio
In the morning and nooudny of this hus-
dred yvears tolled apd suffersd for the
world's salvation to tell them how much
has been accomplisbed for the glory of
Him whose march through all the coming
centuries the Beriptures deseribe ns golug
forth “conquering and to conguer.” Oh,
the contrast between that uplifted spee-
tacle of eternal trlumph In the pressnes ol
God and the Lamb and these enrthly
seenes, where “we spend our years asubole
that is told.”

Give neither counsel nor salt until
you are asked for It

Economical wives make fond and
indulgent husbands. +

All evils are easily managed if they
are nipped in the bud.

The development of the best within
us Is oftener due to our fallures than
to our successes,

To bear disappointment bravely is
to disconcert the fates.
We paint love as a child, when he

Ilhou:d it a giant on his clouds, the

great disturbing spirit of the world,

-1t s not generally known that Rud-
yard Kipling's full name i8 Joseph
FRudyard Kipling.
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