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MJJRDER W MERCY. 

A Story of To-Day. 
It was half-past four, and the 

morning room at Minton Court wa* 
dotted with confidential groups* 
Huge logs blazed in the two fire
places, but no lamps or candles had 
been brought in to disturb the In
timacy of the twilight hour. Tea at 
Milton Court was always dftink by 
firelight on winter afternoons. 
Darkness fe SUch an aid to scandai-" 

the 
Half 

ave ever heard 
have been told me in the dusk." 

The hour of tea was a sociable one, 
«nd the surroundings were thorough
ly feminine. The morning room was 
furnished in that heterogeneous man
ner which is the characteristic of our 
time. There were many screens, and 
palms in brass pots, Indian MAfcl 
and Japanese tables, Turkish divans 
and Smyrnese carvings, while a nürtv-
ber of Rajon etchings, framed ih 
black, made a sad note on the Pom-
peian red walls, giving the other
wise over-luxurious room that t'ouch 
of studied pathos whifch is ever pres
ent in the «^Mliplex and many-sided 
life of to-day. The curtains were not 
Vet drawn, and far off, apart from 
the group of dainty fingers who were 
clustering round the tea-table and 
the fire, stood a young girl with her 
face pressed against the window. It 
was a cold, melancholy afteroon, and 
outside a heavy white fog was gath
ering over the frost-bitten ground, 
making a fine contrast to the gay 
and cheery scene within doors, Sud
denly she turned with a cynical little 
laugh from the Window. "What a 
fool I am!"said the girl to herself. 
I have been standing at that cold 

window for exactly twenty minutes. 
And for what reason? Because Dr. 
Brooke chose to go out for a walk 
oves the moors on a particularly im
possible day, and hasn't come back 
yet. Is that a reason why I should 
go without my tea. not to mention 
the awful possiblity of catching a 
cold in my head, and having a red 
nose? Oh, thanks, Capt. Egerton, 
I should like some tea, awfully"— 
and repeating the last sentence aloud, 
Alison Bligh came forward into th© 
fire-light. 

Even in the flickering fire-rays she 
revert led herself as a very striking 
girl. There was an unmistakable 
touch of sensuousness in the full lips 
and in the clear-cut nostrils, which 
were the best part of a hose which 
was somewhat too thick for a wom
an, and in the fine curves of her 
shoulders and bust. But intellect 
was not wanting, as her broad, Well-
marked forehead proved; nor deter
mination, which was revealed in the 
square lines of her jaw and chin; nor 
a certain amount Of ideality, which 
looked out bf her somewhat dreamy 
eyes—dark, Southern eyes which were 

have been rather—disapßöihtei. 1 
should have thought Very little Of 
you if yon had-." 

««Well—t wasn't-. Bèt Ï *m afraid 
It is not a sense Of the Outraged pro
prieties Which kept 'me from plaviiyr 
'kiss ill the ring' iü the Wir. il ij; 
eould possibly ha¥é amused^ 
Should «aw done so. I bgJTv* 1 

amusing oneself. or 

other, tlat ^oef \ en
tertain *». IV-*?* 1 am too old— 
w not Q, 
ca 

JE; anyhow, I don't 
infantine postintës which 

fashion noW. I suppose when 
/Rni setting on for forty I shall like 
them.7' 

"-.o, Ï don't think you ever will," 
Said Brooke, smiling down at her 
charming upturned face. 

"But I am afraid you don't under
stand me," she said quickly; "yoii 
think me better than f am. I have 
no moral aim, no aspirations-, froth
ing of that kind-. I «imply enjoy thé 
pissent. I suppose, if I Wanted tort 
pose, 1 should call myself an epicûVèàn. 
It is strange, but "tö-morrow' has 
Absolutely nö meaning for mé; I bê-
lfave in 'to-day-.' I hieart tti enjov 
every hour bf my îifê. After all, what 
do we knoW of 'to-morrow?' N'Oth-
irtg. But we do know that roses are 
divine!" And pulling, ü hothouse 
flower from her Vraist belt, the girl 

f iresswl It, With a pretty, unconven-
i'onal gesture, to her lips. 
"At that rate," said the Doctor, 

"if you were to have some great mis
fortune—to lose all your money, for 
instance, or catch the smallpox^-yoti 
would have very little to fall liack 
upon. You might feel the want of 
the 'consolations of religion,' " 

"'No, I don't think I should. If 
anjr great unhappiness," she added 
dreamily, "were eVef to befall me, I 
should not Want to live. I did not 
ask to come into the world, and why 
f o r s o o t h ,  s h o u l d  I  n o t  g o  w h e n  l a m  
tired of it? Life after all, is very like 
a party to which some one else has 
lilsisted on our going. If we are 
bored, we are surely not bound to 
wait till the very end. We leav 
when we please." 

Dr. Brooke looked steadily at 
her. 
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m direct contradiction to the twists 
of pale red-gold hair which crowned 
her head. In sum, a ve: 
ous young woman, whom Lady Min
ton was wont to declare she would 
not trust with her own husband, al
though Sir Francis was past 70, and 
a model of the conjugal virtues. 

Miss Bligh felt her spirits rise sud
denly as she took her place in the 
cheery round and fire, and she smiled 
when she thought of her watch by the 
window just now. How cold * and 
miserable she had felt—how ridicu
lous to have ceded to such a senti
mental impulse! That was not her 
way either; she who had long ago 
made up her mind to snatch every 
moment of happiness—every pleasure-
able emotion even—lite could offer 
her. And then the soft voice ofLady 
Minton was heard saying: "Alison, 
when you have quite finished with 
Capt. Egerton and those muffins, 

Saas them both on. And do, like a 
ear child, sing us something." 
Miss Bligh thereupon sprang up 

and went to the open piano. 
"I will sing you, she said gravely, 

"a little romance which I heard once 
at the Varietes. I believe it has a 
moral. Judic used to sing it," and 
striking up a quaint accompani
ment, she sang some words familiar 
enough on the boulevards. 

While the room was echoing with 
plaudits on her rather risky 
performance, the door opened and a 
man of about 35 came in and sat 
down in a rocking-chair at the far 
end of the room. 

"Awfully good, by Jove!" cried 
Capt, Egerton, who was leaning on 
the piano. "I could have sworn it 
was Judic, herself, only you aren't 
fat, you know." The' last part of 
the gallant captain's sentence was 
a tender whisper intended for Miss 
Bligh's ear aJone, but, like many 
other soft speeches, was audible to 
the rest of the room. Dr. Brooke 
frowned as he moved from his seat 
near the door and, coming forward 
into the firelight, asked Lady Min
ton for a cup of tea. 

"So glad you're back, Doctor! We 
all thought you were lost on 
Exmoor," said Lady Minton purring 
over her guest as she poured him out 
some tea. 

"Yes, we were all looking forward 
to seeing you brought home stiffly 
frozen on a shutter!" cried Allison, 
who seemed in the highest spirits. 
Had she forgotten her impatient 
watch by the window only half an 
hour before? 

"Ah, the gods don't love me. I 
shall not die young," said the Doc
tor, whose keen eyes were riveted on 
her face. Then t he party broke up in 
to small groups, and it was either 
by choice or bychancethatshe found 
hereelf, only a few minutes later, 
standing alone with him at the same 
window at which she had watched 
half an hour before. 

"I am glad you are back," she said 
at last, half-shyly, as the young man 
stood and gazed at her in the dusk. 

"Are you! You knew I was out 
then?" 

"Yes." 
"None of the others missed me, I 

should imagine. They were playing 
somegame which looked uncommon-
^like 'kiss-in-the-ring' when I left. 

tfUUiPe of that 
y room 

"You are a very strange girl, Miss 
Bligh. Not one woman ih a 
thousand would dare to say Such a 
thing as that. Büt I think' yon are 
right. There are cases when death is 
a release from torture, mental and 
bodily " 

"How did We get öh such a lugu 
brious topic?'' said Alison, shivering 
slightly and turning away from the 
dark landscape. 

There was a pause and then the 
young man said suddenly: 

"Why did you sing that song just 
now?" 

"I—don't know," said Alison with 
drooping eyes. 

"Do you know what it means? 
"Do you?" she said, raising her 

eyebrows innocently. 
"I walked the hospitals in Paris 

for two years. I understood every 
word." 

"Oh, I am sorry, I thought, with 
my accent and an English audience 
that I should be perfectly safe." 

"Doh't do it again," he said; "foi 
heaven's Sake, don't, You can't im
agine how dreadful it is to see you 
do a thing like that." 

"Thank you for saying that," he 
answered, gravely. "Sing something 
for me now, will jrou?" 

Miss Bligh answered by moving 
away to the piano. Brooke stood 
still by the window, looking out over 
the snow-covered grounds and wait
ing to hear what she would sing. 
Allison's fingers strayed tentatively 
over the keys, as if seeking the strain 
which suited her mood best. Pres 
ently her clear young voice was heard 
in Handel's immortal air, "Lascia 
Ch io Pianga." 

"Handel, instead of boulevard 
songs"—Duncan Brooke smiled to 
himself—"that will do. Allison loves 
me. I know it—I can see it in her 
eyes." 

11 
It was a passionate yet half-pater 

nal feeling that Dr. Brooke had for 
this beautiful girl; a feeling akin to 
that which the tiger cherishes to
ward its cub, and yet with a yearning 
tenderness, too. He felt that he 
would gladly have thrown away his 
life to save her pain, but as it was, 
he meant to devote his life to her 
pleasure. Nothing should be spared 
that could give her pleasure—this 
little epicurean who believed so de
voutly in the Now! There was noth 
ing, too, which could stand in the 
way of an immediate marriage. Dun
can Brooke had already made a bril
liant reputation and a large prac
tice, and Alison being an orphan, 
with a fortune of her own, there 
would be no difficulties about their 
settling down at once. His house in 
Grosvenor street was a fair-sized one, 
and with Alison's taste in furniture 
and pictures, might be made one of 
the prettiest in London. He smiled 
as he saw a vision of her radiant face 
at the head of his dinner-table, smil
ing at his guests, perfect in her young 
matronhood. Somehow he always 
thought of her in connection with 
beautiful and pleasant things; with 
flowers, and picturers, and music, and 
the sparkle of dinner-table wit. She 
had told him that day that she 
loved roses; well, she should have 
roses on her table every day of the 
year. And then Brooke remembered 
that pearls were another hobby of 
Alison s. He would telegraph to 
town to-morrow for the finest neck
lace he could get. 

That night, when Lady Minton 
hadsent her maid a way, a pink robed 
figure knocked at her door and knot
ted a pair of soft arms tight round 
her neck. 

"My dear child, what is the mat
ter?" she grasped in the midst oftliis 
impetuous embrace. 

"It's all settled—and I'm so hap-
pyi" 

"Indeed," said Lady Minton, laugh
ing. "And may I ask who is the lucky 
man?" 

"Oh, Dr. Brooke, of course. How 
can you ask?" 

"My dear, all the men in the house 
are mad about you. I listen to their 
confidences—you know my way." 

"Well, you shan't be bored with 
any more, you dear thing. Please 
let than know that I am the hap
piest woman in the world." . 

HI. 
A weak later Lady Minton and 

two or three of her guests stood at 
the hall door to see the Doctor and 
Miss Bligh mount the dog-cart for a 
drive. Lady Minton was profuse in 
her advice. 

"Now, mind you take care of Alison, 
Doctor. That mare is rather frisk^M-™ 

iv on 

ror of Jiia 

mûch if 

and the roads are slippery to-day. 
You've got to bring Alison baçk safe 
and sound. We don't want to have a 
'case' for you down here." 

The doctor smiled 
came down tt 
A weekj 

and the söft fura ait hèf Jh^t, »hp 
looked tbe per^oui^'-J''on ™ y'j1'1.!'-
Her eves—al»*!h* twice 
ajflarS^ hnd Soquired à «oft ex-

which waà irresistible; the 
^rffcal little la a fr h, Which hod ftîf m-
erly beeii on« ofh£¥ 'characteristics, 
had disappeared. , , 

Another tvyo minutes nnd thpgir! 
was snugly tucked Itttler a fur rug 
on th« front seat of the high dog-
CÄrt, and Brooke, touching the mare 
with his whip, sent her flying down 
the long carriage drive. 

How ridiculously those people ore 
in love with each other!" said Lady 
Minton, with tt little sigh. "Upon 
my word, it is quite Acadiaii; 
Wönder hoW Ibng it Will last?" 

"Abötit six months, 1 take it,' 
draWled Capt; Ëgertonj "àt least I 
hope fed;. Misç, Bligh. won't k>ok fit 
any other felloW, thaii sàW-bones 
But it can't last, tnat sort thing. 
Quite Uncivilized ytiti know." 

"Well they are tö be married in six 
weeks," iatighèd läay Mintön. #"So 
this timé next year we shall see "you 
making the running' With thebeauti 
ful Mrs. Brööke?" 

"Nothing ni ore likely ih the world,' 
replied Capt Egerton,who had a roy
al idea of his own powers of fascina
tion. 

At the luncheon table two chairs 
were vacant. "1 wonder where our 
two'young people have gbt td?" said 
Lftdv MintOtt. "1 Wish Dr, Brooke 
would not take her these long expe
ditions, it makes me very uneasy." 

"They are probübivhinchingsome-
where a deux, dear Ladv Minton, 
suggested the "frisky matron" of the 
party, 

"1 don't knoW where they 
Avili lunch out on Exmore— 
and I don't feel at all sure 
about that mare. She is getting a 
regular jade." 

The afternoon closed in and there 
were still no signs of the girl and her 
lover. Tea had been brought in and 
Lady Minton was trying to hide her 
growing alarm as she chatted with 
gtlesl s attd did the honors of the tea 
table, 

"I am sûre 1 heard wheels at the 
front door of the house," she said 
suddenly-. 

"Yes, but it is not the dog-cart, 
said Captr Egerton; "those were 
cart-Wheels I heard-." 

"Gd dut dnd see what it is, for 
goodness' sake. No carts ever come 
up to the court after dusk!" 

The young man hurried out of the 
room and a minute later a scared 
footman came and whispered to lady 
Minton, Hurrying into the hall she 
was met by Egerton and Brooke. 
The Doctor's face was destitute of 
every vestige of color and his eyes 
seemed to have sunk far back into 
his head. 

"There has been a bad accident 

"Where is Allison," cried Lady 
Minton; "she is not——" 

"No, not dead; but she is very seri
ously wounded. Can you bear the 
worst?" 

"Take me to her, my poor darling!" 
wailed Lady Minton. 

"We have carried her here, into Sir 
Francis' study; and she must not be 
moved any more. Don't look at her 
face, Lady Minton. I want you to 
be strong—to help m'e." 

A motionless heap lay on the sofa, 
and that heap was Alison Bligh. 
Piteous groans came from her lips, 
and one side of her face was carefully 
bound up with a man's white silk 
handkerchief. 

"Make up a bed quickly here. Call 
her maid—if she has strong nerves— 
to help you take of her clothes. I 
can tell you nothing definite till I 
have examined her. Bring some 
brandy." 

These orders were briefly given by 
the Doctor as he hurried from the 
room to fetch his case of surgical in
struments. 

An hour later the worst was 

Àà night closed iri Alison grew 
Worsen Was evidently Buffering 

"1 shall iiot leave her an 
ihstam to-night;" Said Brooks to 
Lady Sin ton. who stood with scared, 
)whit<» fice al the bedside. "I cannot 
tell what may happen," he added at 
the doofc, having persuaded hip host
ess to ieke Sii hour or two's rest. 
'She might succumb now—from the 

shock—o* she might live for years. 
I shall give her a strong opiate to
night she must have sleep." 

"Thank heaven for one thing, "said 
Lady Minton "and that is that you 
are hew? in the house, Think if we 
had beêh oniiged to teiv on the local 
practioner! It is simply a mercy 
that you art here!" 

"A mercy!;' repeated the boctor 
gravely. "Yes; perhaps it 18;" . 

When thç day dawned the hoilse 
Was all astir: Swiftly moving fi. 
hurried hp and down ôtairè; ähd the 
Debtor, meeting Lady Mintdn in the 
cold, gfay light, fit the door of the 
Sick rodm, took hër hand and led her 
away; 

"Allison is gonè;" he whispered. 
"She pdssed äWäv last night without 
pain. I was with her; she died in my 
arms." 

"Poor darling! It is a merciful re
lease," sobbed the kind-hearted wom
an. 

"Yes, a merciful release," repeated 
Brooke, pressing lus hostess' hand. 

Nbxt day Läuy Miriton went with 
a sinking heart Id the Doctor's dodr. 
He had locked himself in aver since 
Alisdn's death, and had refused all 
fbod drt the plea that he wished to 
sleep; but she found him sitting 
dressed at his writing table, having 
obvidiisly never been to bed. Some 
medical books and sheets of manu
script lay about, he seemed to be 
writing. 

"I am so pained to speak of any
thing connected with this awful af
fair, but you know there are the us
ual formalities to be observed. Poor 
Alison had no near relations living, 
eO we must arrange all the last sad 
offices, Here is the Registrar's 
certificate. Will you, as you were 
her only medical attendant, fill in 
the^cause of death. 

"The cause of death!" cried Brooke, 
rising from his chair, "I—I—cannot 
say—how should I know?" he shouted, 
throwing up his handsi 

The tieit instant he Was lying ih a 
senseless heap on the floor. * * * 

Six months after, the following 
paragraph appeared in an evening 
paper: 

"A HERO OF THE HOSPITAL,.—Once 
more one of our most eminent phy
sicians has proved that heroism is 
not confined to the winners of the 
Victoria Cross. It is with the deep
est regret that we record the untime
ly death of Dr. Duncan Brooke ot 
Grosvenor strt et, physician to the 
Whitechapel Hospital. It appears 
that an impatient—a boy of eleven 
years of age— was suffering from 
acute diphtheria. The physicians 
agreed that there was a chance of 
saving the child's life if the operation 
of tracheotomy could be successftilly 
performed. It will be remembered 
that in this operation the putrid and 
loisonous matter has to De sucked 
y the operator through a tube. In 

spite of the opposition of the other 
doctors, Dr. Brooke insisted on per
forming the operation, which was 
highly successful, the boy being now 
nearly convalescent. Dr. Brooke 
(who, it appears, received a severe 
mental shock some six months ago) 
wps taken ill shortly afterward, and 
expired this morning in the hospital 
Deceased was widely known and high
ly respected.—[E. Hepworth Dick
son, in the Woman's World. 

Ckrietlties ot CirreMfi 
From Tetaa Sifting». 

Almost every nation and tribe, 4i 
well as every epoch, has its peculij 
currency: Not bnly gold; silver, coj 
per, brass, itHnj lead fthd paper, b\ 
glass, shells, beads, books, «fcon« 
soap, bits of various colored clo j 

and numerous other articles hai 
been used to represent money. T| 
Burmese. Karens and Ghans have(10 

coined money, lead and silver in bfn. 
ion being the ordinary tender in trs^e 
Weight and purity being the standby 
of valtie, It must be a curious sp^. 
tacletd see a Burmese out on a "In,., 
rah" with a lot of pig lead to sp%j 
at bars. 

Salt was, for a long time, the ^ 
dinOry money öf the Abyssinia,^ 
which rendered it difficult for thein to 
get d fresh supply when they w»re 

brdke; tHsh has ldng been and'-

(Miss Ewalds Protege 

flay Night. 
'He is handsome, hespeakfteomvt-
and there is a kind of superb ii>-

•pendence about hin» that 1 rtdmire 
hat a pity he is only a farmer! 

Ewald mused, looking over the 
ce at the reapers in the wheat field 

singling out Brian Jeffrey'1 
ight, well knit figure, in its cool 

lue cotton overalls and blouse. 
How easily and lightly lie swung 
ke scything cradle around, the yel 
lw grain falling before the glitter-
'g blade. 

Miss Ewald had been at Grass-
tnds a week. She was twenty-six 
Öd thoroughly disgusted with the 
°rld, or Bd she imagine«! when she 
as elected to spend the sum mer in 
•e country, instead of going with 

now the legal tender of Icehu 'l 8 °" the asuaI round of 

"Shad scales" as monev probaUv 
y ^ * waberinS 

originated there. ' 1 am tired of folly and hishion, df 
The Carthagenians were the first+o >Cjet^ ~^e^®rything, she had said 

introduce a stamped leather curren,.v 
Q Pac 'n£ ^ trunks went away 

Leather coins with a silver nail \n 
1 loneliness, the cool, deep, 

the center Were issued in France lades, and the simple, primitive life 
King John the Good in 1306, ! Grasslands, bewildering Farmer 
they are. not good now. 

Id the interior towns of North*, 
won and his comely wife witll her 

™ «auty and grace and city toilets, 

am, 

China slips df the bark of the mv,l- , . . 
berry tree, bearing the Imperja] making acquaintance with Brian 
"chop" änd a stamp to denote tlif,jr ffrey, the father's nephew. 
worth, have long been used as we "He is probably as old as I 
ban? J1^8' £Dd ma!ef4^t°-l*S ^o«t with as little woridly knowledge c o n t e r f e i t e d  t h e m  g o t  t h e  i m p e T .  ,  ^  
"chop'' aisd. Marco Polo found tijis sixteen, shifting her 
kind of money there in his time, a^j linen parasol a little, her eyes 
they have still an extensive local qr. ill fixed on the blue clad figure in 
culation. e 

In some small villages in Scotia i„i . , ., , . . , ,x 
laborers formerly carried in th^'V ^ " Iied 

pockets nails in place of coin to "ptu. her »nnd during the week. She 
oh the nail" fbr the day's supply >uld help the young man to a 
bread and ale, just as a native A^_ çher plane of life—point into the 
stralian divests himself of a string #>f jellectual world. 
beads for the purchase of soiiie 'Why not?" she had reasoned, "Of 
coveted luxury. arse my friends," with d slight 

A Scotch missionary to a lit^je 

group of islands in the South Pneifjc 
found bits of red flannel circulating 
as monej', When they were not needuj 
to tie up a sore throat. This caiije 

n» 

known. The girl's spine was badly 
injured that she would never be able 
to rise again. One side of her face 
Had been so terribly crushed that she 
was hardly recognizable, and her suf
ferings were acute. She might live, 
the Doctor thought, but her life 
would be so many years of mental 
and bodily anguish 

iv 
The house partir at Minton Court 

broke up immediately, and by noon 
the next day the last carriageful of 

uests had swept down the drive, 
silence reigned in the large rambling 
house, Lady Minton andMiss Bligh's 
maid taking their turn in the sick 
room. As for Duncan Brooke, 1« 
hardly left his patient's bedside. Al
ways a reticent man, not even his 
hostess ever guessed what he suf
fered during those long days and 
nights of anxious watching. At 
night, particularly, he would let no 
one else sit up with her, even if he 
snatched an hour or two's sleep du
ring the day. For a whole fortnight 
she lay almost unconscious on the 
bed, unable to articulate, and only 
showing by her low groans that she 
was still alive—and suffering. 

Then came a change, and Alison 
was able to speak again. One day 
the Doctor was alone with her in the 
room where they had laid her down 
on the day of the accident. Thegreat 
house was hushed into perfect still
ness, and not a sound was to be 
heard but the occasional fall of a 
cinder on the hearth. 

"Duncan," she whispered suddenly, 
with a very little sigh. 

"What is it, my darling?" said the 
Doctor, bending his head to listen. 

"I—I want to go to sleep." 
"So you shall, dear. I will give 

you an opiate to-night." 
Oh, but 1 want to go to sleep for 

—always. I cannot bear it any more. 
It is all over for me now; all over, 
and I am only 22? I should go mad 
chained to a bed all the years I may 
have to live. * * * And you 
would learn to hate me—how could 
you help it? I know I am a horrible, 
maimed mass, although you have 
never let me see luv face since. * * 

Oh, Duncan, and the pain! I can
not bear it. I always hated pain; I 
am sure I feel it. more than other peo
ple do. And what I suffer now is in-
mman! ' What have I done that I 

should have to bear this terrible ag
ony? We would Aot let a dog suffer, 
what you all look on and see me en^ 
dure! It is cruel—cruel!" 

"Alison, I would give my life 
save you one pang. 

"Would youl" she p.aid eagerly/«j 
know you are brave and good. jHave 
you the courage to help me noj^» QJ, 
Duncan! when you give me th/^.}^' 
ral to-night give me enoughiÇ0 

me to sleep for always, jfâ one wj]j 
ever know. Ob, my degfi ]o me 

a last service! *^ ner' uo e 

I cannot do JÄ" he whispered 
back, some inwanfvyjcp telling him, 
even as he spoke <fjie words, that here 
was the merciful %ithanasia for this 
>oor maimed gyn- He knew that her 
ile-even M «he«ve I-would be hence-

forward a mar#ynloni, and that nev 
er again wewd she rU» from lwr 

Dangers at the South Pole, 
From the London Daily News. 

It appears to be probable that 
Prof. Neumayr, of the Hamburg Ma
rine Observatory, will succeed in 
getting a South Polar expedition or
ganized. It might have been sup
posed that until some greater meas
ure of success had attended similar 
adventures in the arctic regions the 
most ardent advocate of such 
schemes would have doubted the 
wisdom of exposing human lives and 
treasure to the risks of antarctic 
seas. All the best authorities are 
agreed that the difficulties to be en
countered in the South are much 
greater than in the North, and the 
hideous stories which gained currency 
after the return of the last artic ex
pedition might well have sickened 
the boldest of this generation suffi
ciently to deter them from any assault 
upon the stronghold of King Winter 
in the »South. In comparing the 
difficulties of arctic and antarctic ad
venture Sir Wyville Thompson says: 
"We can only anticipate disaster, 
multiplied a hundred fold, should 
the South Pole ever become a goal 
of rivalry amoag nations." For 
various reasons the great lone land 
ander the Southern Cross is more 
iifficult of access than the North. 
It is much colder there than inj the 
ortie circle. There seem to be no 
such warm currents as are to be 
found in the North—such ,for instance, 
us the Labrador current, or that 
round the south coast of Spitzbergen. 
Such emanations from the torrid re
gions of the earth do much to miti
gate the rigors of the northern seas 
at certain points and bring about 
the most striking variations of tem
perature, breaking up the ice at cer
tain seasons, and opening the way 
to navigation far beyond points oth-
irwise obtainable. Any enterprise of 
this kind will, of course, be pushed on 
during the summer months—during 
lanuary, February, and the early 
part of March, that is. But even in 
the height of summer the tempera
ture of the air in antarctic regions is 
always below thefyg^ff^ 
9e.a y^ter, jmtl—tatter tempestuous 
win('8 Sffofogs and blinding snow 
Stornos are on but incessant. No 

explorer has ever gone beyond 
t^bounds of vegetation. At least 
'"•hens and seaweed have been found 
wTierever northern navigators have 
Penetrated, but in the awful solitudes 
9T the South Sir James Boss found 
(not the faintest trace of vegetable 
life, either on the land or in the sea, 
yet he never came within less than 
t00 miles of the south pole. The 
magnetic pole has been approached 
within 150 miles, and it seems possi
ble that important scientific results 
might be attained by covering that 
further distance; bût even this is 
doubtful. 

No More Big Timber Bafts. 
From the Bangor Commercial. 

Mr. Leary, who has built the great 
timber rafts at the J 
Scotia, hOS instructed 
sell the timber used in 
nth«ii iBDiirtitn iid 
Fiu] 
more 
structii! 
rn ft« rei 
«nor«»* 

Nova 
is agent to 

id 

gh 
1 of her lip, "would deride the 
n; but I see no harm in it. He is 

•e, shut off from the world with 
examples to stimulate ambition 
make him desire culture." 

aboilt in a curious manner. Tjf1P the morning that she stood by 
body of a shipwrecked sailor In,,] > fence, looking into the wheat 
drifted ashore, and to these untutor^j d, she decided to speak to him 
savages, who had never before sen,, out it—offer, with tact and deli-
clothmg of any description, his re,i jy, to loan him books and papers, 
flannel shirt was an object of womlty d her aid in turning his thoughts 
and admiration. By common COIJ. 10 higher channels. 
sent they cut the garment int»j phat evening, as she stood on the 
shreds, which thenceforth became thi> ^anda, gathering a bunch of creamy 
currency of the island. A savaj»e pes for the bosom of her light blue 
destitute of flannel was said to have |wn, he came and leaned against 
"nary red," we suppose. ; k column near her, 

The fading daylight seemed to 
A Finnish Girl's Farewell. the1' about her golden head and 

., m , , T , rely purely-colored lace, and the 
At Tavastehuus I saw a group c^f &vmer>H dark gray eyes were 

eight or ten women, all well dresseel pd steadily on her. It was a good 
railwify ae and place to unfold herpurpose. 

Rosamond started to her feet and 
ran bearheaded out into the vurd. 
through the gate nnd down the* lane 
tow.rl the gin. Killed! Brian 

ÄUM?" "" "tr",8th """ 
The hot sun beat upon her fuir 

ftdni' ^er she pivw 

"Miss Ewald!" 
She stonpe,l, looked up with a low 

cry, then held out her hands. 
lie stood before her, untouched, 

unharmed. 
"Oh. Brian. Brian, they told mo 

you had been killed! Forgive my 
wicked pride, iny cruel words, far I 
love you!" 

The truth was out at last—the 
truth she had been learning ever since 
their estrangement. 

Hecanght her hands and kissetl 
them piissionately. 

"Forgive you? ' What would I not 
forgive you for those words, my 
dearest? x« no lives were lost I 
thank heaven for the txccid«nt that 
has caused the betraval of your 
heart." 

* • • • • • 

Mise Ewald was at a reception, 
gowned in creamy silk and with dia
monds at her throat. It was the first 
reception of the season, and her 
friends gathered around her. declar
ing that tbe sommer had mysterious
ly changed her, but the vivacious, 
laughing hostess bore her off to a 
pretty music room. 

"I want to introduce you to a 
friend of my husband's, a fine musi
cian, wealthy, cultivated, who has 
traveled and studied abroad as well 

on the platform of the 
station. One of them was a rosj 
faced, pretty girl fo 20. She carrie 
a magnificent bouquet. She was t 
recipient of much attention from 
others, who kissed her twice arou 
When the last warning bell ra 

is face flushed, and he looked 
n at his sha pely, sunburnt hands, 

le she gently explained that all 
books and magazines were at his 
ice, and that she would be pleased 
ave him read With her sometimes. 
e seemed to catch instantly at 

, , , , . ,, ,# " r full meaning, and the light in his she was locked in the arms of/an eyes almo|t 8tartled h^r 

elderly woman, who, with strearr^jng 'Would you indeed be so kind to 
eyes, strained her again and agaun ignorant, poor wretch?" he mur-
to her heart, and I saw, asked ifjle 

good God to bleus her child I kni„. J Bct of kindneMi Mr. 
they were mother and daughter. ïrey. I understand the limitations 
As the train pulled out the girl st((>od your surroundings, and if you will 
upon the car platform and bade »pt " 
them adieu with wet cheeks. lîut 'I do, most gladly, gratefully!" he 
I thought I saw a ray a gleam|of Ickly interrupted. "In a country 
cherry hope shining through jher [ghborhood, where all,or nearly all, 
tears. I asked a man where she/was E on the same level—where an 
going. Till America—till Mi 
sota," was the reply. 

Ah! I then read that hopeful/light 
in her tearful eyes. She was ly/avinjî 
friends and kindred to go tiH alone 
to the far off land, where her ver had 
gone before, and to fill thejnest he 
had built up for his coming mate. 
Who knows what places high » in the 
world the young to be hatched in 
that free nest may fill in : he lake 
state of the north.—Carter iiprrison 
in Chicago Mail. 

nanac and a Bible constitute a 
rary—there in not much hope for 
>rary advancement." 
t was a strange summer to Rosa-
>nd Ewald—one utterly out of the 
e of conventional experiences. 
!>fever had teacher so apt a pupil, 
d the lines of study took a much 
der range than she had imagined. 
Favorite authors were invested with 
w interest, and she found all her 
vn mental faculties stimulated and 
lickened. She had ever been weary 
life. 
It was delightful to have such an 
telligent, sympathetic protege. 
"I never knew before . that such a 
tuple act ot kindness could give one 
much pleasure. I felt like à differ-

as in America. If you were not so 
flinty hearted Rosamond, I should 
hope to make a match between you." 

Miss Ewald laughed softly as she 
thought of Brian Jeffrey, and turned 
the simple pearl ring he had placed 
upon her finger. 

What would her fashionable friends 
say if they knew she had promised to 
marry a farmer and loved him? 

The music room was deserted save 
for a solitary figure standing before 
tile grand piano. Not until the gen
tleman turned, and her hostess said: 

Mr. Jeffrey!" did she realize that it 
as Brian himself who stood before 

her in faultless evening dress, his face 
and hands still showing the suuburn 

his labor at Grasslands. 
"You deceived me!" she cried, pufe 

with conflicting emotions, when they 
were left alone. 

"My dearest, you decieved your-
sels by taking it for granted that I 
was an uncultivated tiller of the soil, 
and then it was too tempting to 
learn all your sweet nature as my 
benefactress. I made the family 
promise not to undeceive you. Are 
you angry, darling? I called at 
your home this evening to tell yon of 
your mistake, to ask your pardon 
for the deception; and learning you 
were here, came on determined to 
see you. The owner of Grasslands is 
indeed my uncle, und I went out 
there to work this past season be
cause I needed outdoor exercise, and 
because I liked farming. Rosamond, 
it was the happiest summer of my 
life." 

"And of mine." she murmured at 
last, her lips meeting his. 

Then he sang "My Queen," in 11 
way that drew half the guests to t lie 
room; and, with a happy smile, Miss 
Ewald thought that her protege 
would do her great honor. 

Buffalo Bill's Plucky Danghter« 
From the Denver Republican. 

Miss Artn, the eldest daughter, was 
away at Lincoln when the reporter 
called, but from a photograph she 
appears to be a tall, handsome girl, 
very much resembling her father. She 
is also said to possess a number of 
her father's traits of character, and 
some very pretty stories of her pluck 
and determination are told, one of 
which is that while she was quite a 
girl, Cody had a very treacherous 
and dangerous bronco in his stable. 
This horse Arta determined to ride. 
After having him securely saddled 
the girl mounted him, but in a trice 
she was thrown to theground, severe
ly bruising her face. Enraged at the 
conduct of the horse she jumped up, 
exclaiming: "I'll ride him now if he 
kills me," and jumping into the sad
dle again, and by frequent applica-

* "  — - 1  1 — t h o  
Her 

tions of the whip, she soon had tin 
broncho as docile as a lamb. 

Eli Perkins on Bed Bngsj 
A remarkable case of the deitli ofa 

woman was reported receLca- from 
Franklin township, Beaver bounty, 4 uruuuuu »o uwi«? 
Pa. The death occurred w^jle the jit creature from the languid^en-1 was to travel"ail" alone 
woman was suffering from a violent Hied woman who came up here. from Platte, Neb., to London, 
attaet of the heahache, to which she One evening she was surprised and gn_jan(j to raeet her father, and 
had been subject for nearly three slighted at the sound of a fine tenor hJlter traveijng alone through Italy 
years she has been living in a, house Oice singing "My Queen witn an ^ sDain. She is said to be quite a 
which has been badly infesi ed with bquence of expression unexpected. BC^0lar in Germifti and French, as 
bed bugs. Shortly after mo\ us into She stepped to the parlor door ana „ somewhat "up" in the 
it she began to be trouble/ with a Brian Jeffrey sitting before the 
strange type of a headach* which nail, almost tuneless old piano, 
seemed to increase in violefc-e with laying and singing. . , I 
each returning attack until at times [He stopped instantly at sight ot j 
she was renderd unconscio isi by the pf. 
severe pains, which she often ((escribed i"I did u°t know you could sing. 
as resembling a heavy w^jo-ht or |r. Jeffrey," advancing into the 
présure on the top of her h (bid The &mly lighted room. 
peculiar nature of the case [and his | "Only a little, _ Misa kwald, 

arts. 

lie 

The Age of thcWriter. 
From the Pall Mall Gaiette. 

"In my opinion," said M. Renan 
the other day, "France will perish in 
a literary sense, because ofhorroung 

inability to render relief ar lused the pid, hastily, looking an guiity as if 1 wr^er8. It is impossible to write 
attending physician's curio iitv and e had been detected in a crime. weu before the age of 40. The saying 
with the consent of the bereaved ''You8ingextremely well, and with triki and in this age of 
husband he cut opeu the ï kull nfter wonderful expression. omi hastv Dro-
the woman's death. He fo^nd iirmlv Her frank, warm praise overmus- premature ambitious and hasty pro 
tt *» .m - - -ï * — j -i-T— --i' «a nQM hoPTi ï 1 A?— jg wortliy of iHticti uccpp* 

But it is hardly true. Rous-

husband he cut opeu the 1 kull after ronderful expression. 
the woman's death. He foind iirmlv Her frank, warm p 
lodged on the top of the blain in a ered the self control lie had been | auction it is worthy of much accep-
clotted mass, a number ofj bedbugs, lutting upon himself for d$v,3. 
How they got there baflict all who He looked at lier, a pajWpM ^ u , 
have heard of the case. -I Raping to his gray eyepp^ oise" indeed, until be was 52; but 

"I ought to sing that song well, Paacal wrote tjie "Provincial Let-
No Wonder He Felt 4ld. rith ypu always iu my^ thoughts, | ters» when he was 33. Hernck did 

"The singular 
'bywhich nrned away, — - —--- _ 

our leading editorial appeared at the.^d^^ what pre3Umption, what ^'Faust'^Vefore he was 27. 
bottom of a column on the third page Ladne98itig) but I love you. Miss " d time learD; in harvest time 
nrmn Annr,/./! V» 1 • ' i i 1 L . . 1 f ' ' I .. m 1 Î J- naît fil t>n 

He looked at lier, a pa'gjpWtte fire j g^^did^not write the "Nouvelle Hel-

• He *elt fid. ie saidj jn a loWj quick tone. not publi8h his "Hesperides" till he 
mistake,]' explains Her startled eyes met his; she I a8 neariy 60; but Shelley died at 30. 

the editor of a Texas paper), "by which -urned away, but he oaug t ier j j)an^0 not finish the "Inferno ti 

was caused by our having intrusted £wald—Rosamond, my queen!' 
the setting up of the same to a long : She flushed and paled. 
Blab.JMjr9ato4„urJn„.er who 

lut it is an honest heart and 
All the haughty Ewald blood flam 

fdup She snatched her hand from 

appened along and waited a job. 
We told him to make uji the forms 
and work the papers off while we 
went home to give our wife some 
much-needed assistance in making her 
apple-butter. The article was in re
lation to the recent act of the gover
nor in pardoning a sheep thief, and 
was headed 'Crownyig Felly.' The 
blundering tramp set it up "Cran
berry Jelly' and chucked the article 
in the department of 'Useful House
hold Recipes.' It is such things as 
these that make the life of a journa
list one of constant care and anxiety 
and make him an old man befova Li» 
time." 

teach;" but different minds matura, 
at different ages. 

Higb, but Made Higher. 
A prominent legal firm in this city 

which does a great deal of busineaa 

hing of an in ̂ ti- there were no more delightfiil talks indebted. "By the way, 

~ tigt £££ iid he to a Mend *. other 
faX Ä ; ÄtA» haosiog *<"«* day, '4n yon tel. - bow much I 

a man's mind from objects that on her hands. ^ ^ | owe you." "Certainly, rep 

As To Smoking. 
Albany Journal: An Albany physi

cian, who is something of an in vwti 
gator, says that smi 
good to relieve mental deprCTo.u». „, „ • „ 
that it does so simply by divertira? she tound the time 0 0 
« « : iuJZ nn hpr hnnils. 

^"SfrTou surely forget your «ta- for a rich mercantile concern lately 
ion' 'You presume unpardonablv rcndered a bill which the senior part-
pon my favor. Let me pass.' I Qf the mercantile establishment. 
He grew white as deaca. bowed. wjj0 was accustomed to liberal 

»ud stepped aside, and she went cha cg) thought was too high. He 
»roudly away to her ow-n room, only therefore tQok the bill to the law 

o throw herself on the bed when she ^rm &nd j^gd the chief to look ^ 
irrived there, sobbing like the weak- oyer &nd ^ if it waB a-\ right. The 
st schoolgirl. , , 1 account was subsequently returned 

Never in her life had such contend- witll |10 added for "advice as to the 
ng emotions possessed her. Hot reaBonabieness of the bill."—Boston 
vaves &f crimson swept over ™:r I journal. 
;hroat and face as she recalled his 
words, the passion of his eyes. 

But she had t aught him alesson. He His Reason for Asking 
treated her with periect courtesy; but j Bliven is very generally and 

him, "Nothing," said he," 
lore devotion to it for its 
Lthan a cigar. It iit not 

" _ ae enjoys, 
kiuptfin 4tifehalin£ 

A feverish unrest took possession «îth exoectant anxiet' 
of her, find the time for her H 
turn to the city drew nearer, she »«->0. 
<nvw graver and graver. 

One day on * of the children ran 
reath'.essly in, crying: ibrttu 

t< -inn The cotton JJCt" ^ 
VBçvtUowin 

buVted, «n* 1 

use folio*-
hroken by the remark: ' I 

thought you^ht(have^^^ 

ÄSr.r 


