
RELIGIOUS HEADING.TECIEJ TIMES. Ml on her face, 1 recognised
the features of my lost husband. I re-
collect a wild, unearthly cry ringing in
my ears, whether uttered by myself or
not, I can not say, and then -- 1 awoke

. 1 I..T Ll 1 ll IH .

a poor woman as she drops her farthing
into the sacred treasury, and teaches
from it the great lesson of unselfish be-
nevolence. He meets a heart-broke-n

widow following her dead son to ike
rrave; as a man He can nitv her. but

privation to which we were snbjeoted
seemed to tell on him more than on any
of the others; he was weaker, paler and
more exhausted. 1 soon found the
reason. For now, when there seemed
nothing before us but blank starvation,
and when the strong men began to
whine and pule like infants, he turned
to tee with an attempt at a smile, bid-

ding me to keep 'a brave heart' and
showing m, hidden away in his poc-
ket tb whole allowance of biscuits that
had oeen doled out to him. ' They are
all for you; I kept them on pur-
pose.' he said in reply to my sav-

age demand for one God forgive me!

I snatched it fruui his band like a wild
beast never even thanking him for his
noble although I saw that
the poor fellow was fast sinking from
hunger and exhaustion. I can see now,

though I did not notice it at the time,
the sad, painful look on his face, as he
turned sway when I fiercely demanded

lieve His mother and sister went down
to Liverpool instantly. Tbey were only
just in time, the poor fellow was almost
Ene. However, everything that could

wss done. .One of the first
physicians in London was telegraphed
for, and by the greatest oare and devo-
tion his life was saved. He is still weak
and feeble, but much be tor, strong
enough indeed to be moved from that
horrible hospital"

Thank God!" I said, the tears com-
ing into my eyes. "How 1 should like
to see him, and tell him what I think
of him. He must be just such a one as
my Harry."

"Yes, madam, I think he must,"
answered the woman: ' shall I describe
Mr. Wagner to you?"

I nodded, for my heart was full of my
husband and I could not trust myself to
speak.

"He is tall, but so broad-shoulder-

that you do not notice his height: has a
ruddy complexion, much bronzed and
sunburnt; dark hazel eyes that have a
clear honest look about them; and a
voice that has such a ring of genuine
manliness and truth that it goes aome
to your heart like a ray of bright, fresh
sunlight; hair "

" Why, you are describing my Har-
ry," I interrupted her with a son; "he
was just such a one as you say, and

TRUST IN THE LORD.

Trust in the J.md forever: for In the Lord
Mim-n'- i l ever!nt'ivr ptrenfrfh WtoVfM.

Casting oil our cro upon Hiui; lor He
earetli for you I : Vtter

Cast ell thy cure . i Owl,
He oares lor tliee n'way :

Has. i hen notheur.l ills gracious word,
And wltt ihou not obey?

Do heavy cares oppress,
And art thou sorelv tried?

For every grief He but) relief,
To Him thy woes confide.

Doth some relentless hand
It blow of malice deal?

He sees thy heart, now sore the smart,
And He will surely heal.

Nor think that weighty woes
Ha doth alone relieve:

He deigns to share the s uallest oars
That can H'e children grieve.

Tie He upholds the world-Omnip- otent

His will:
The universe doth e'er rehearse

The story of His skill.

His wisdom and His might
Do not His love exceed ;

Each is divine, and each is thine
To help in time of need.

B. if, Offord, in If. T. Obttrver.

THE TRUE VIEW OF GOD.

Vajestle and Mighty, Tender and Merciful,
He Satisfies AU the Conditions of an

Perfect Rnlr.
There are two views of God, which

placed together are the hemispheres
which make a perfect globe. A
thoughtful man who has been plagued
with skeptical insinuations, goes out at
night to study the wonders of the
heavens. He fixes his eye on the even-
ing star, which he can hide with his
hand, but it is a world of 7,000 miles
in diameter! Yonder Alcyone shines
with - the concentrated light of a
thousand suns; and that "milky way,"
that seems but star dust in the sky, is a
mass of constellations and revolving
worlds! He disoerns one little twinkler
in the constellation of the "Swan,"
which astronomy tells him is so far
away that, although its light travels to
us :it the rate of 20,000 miles a min-
ute, that light requires eight years to
reach us. If the band that made it
should suddenly extinguish it, we
would still see the star there for eight
years after it had ceased to exist! The
man is staggered by such overwhelm-
ing facts, and is ready to exclaim:
"What is man in this remote corner of
this stupendous universe that God
should ever bestow a thought upon
him?"

On his way home after this study of
the amazing pomp of the starry worlds,
he halts at the cottage of a poor man to
inquire after his sick child. He knocks
at the door, and the father as he opens
it says in a low tone: "Little Johnnie
is gone home; but the good Book says:
'I shall go to him, though he shall
never come back to me. " In one
corner of the lowly room, under a white
covering, lies the dead boy. The poor
mother lilts the linen from the pale,
placid face and says: "Ah, our laddie
died so sweetly, sir, he made me read
to him the pretty verses about Heaven

'They shall hunger no more; neither
shall the sun strlkt'on them, or any
heat' He repeated, over what be had
learned in the Sunday-schoo- l:

' Jesus ioves me, He who died
Heaven's gate to open wide.
He ha washed away my sin.
And lets His little chtM ooate tav'

We are comforted about our dear boy;
for you know the good Book says: 'The
Lord gave and the Lord hath taken
away, and we know where the Lord has
taken our Johnnie."

Our friend goes out of that cottage
with a new view of God. When he gets
home he opens that "good Book" that
the humble cottager quoted so often,
and his eye lights on this wonderful
passage. It is in the one hundred and
forty-sevent- h Psalm: "He healeth the
broken in heart, and bindeth up their
wounds. He tellcth the number of the
stars; He calleth them all by their
names." The man lays down his Bible
with a sense of amazement and awe.
Here is s view of the Almighty which
he never had before On the one hand
he sees the transcendent power and
Slory of a Being who spreads abroad

and guides the planets in
their courses, and calleth the stars by
their names. On the other hand he
discovers a loving r who con-

descends to hear the prayer of two
poor cottagers; who watches over the
pillow of their dying child, and who
binds up tenderly their wounded hearts!
This is the God who sent the "good
Book" to them.

Such a Being fulfils completely the
deal of an infinitely perfect ruler of
the universe. If God were only an om-

nipotent being who could make and

Side planets, He would not fulfil the
Or if He were only capable of

exercising an oversight over a poor
family, and comforting them in their
trouble, then, too, there would be a
limitation in His attributes. But here
is infinite power and wisdom that is
equal to the loftiest things, and yet
condescends to the lowliest and the
least Here is a God who guides
Alcyone and Arcturus, and yet num-
bers the hairs of His children s heads,
and binds up their broken hearts! No
other religion in the world presents
such a God. Our friend's skepticism
begins to vanish under the blaze of this
new light that the "good Book" has
poured in upon him.

He goes on a step further and begins
to search the New Testament, which
claims that God has once Hen "mani-
fest in the flesh." How did the Divine
Being look and speak and act when He
became incarnate? It is a sublime
"mystery." indeed, that such a thing
could happen as that the Son of God
should wear a human form, and become
like unto ourselves. But the good
Book declares that it did happen And
what manner of person was this God- -

man who dwelt for thirty years or more
ia a vesture of humanity? Is He such
a Being as that sublime Psalm de
scribe, and such as that poor cottager
and his wife believed in?

Yes; exactly the same. Christ Jesus
rUes at onoe to the loftiest and
descends to the lowliest. At one
time He commands the winds and
the waves, and they obey Him; at
His omnipotent voice a tempest bushes
into a caim! sAt another time He
takes uo little children in His arms
and gives them the sweet benedic
tion of His love. One day He mul-

tiplies five barley loaves into bread
en ugh to feed five thousand hungry
people. The next day He is watching
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Vacation's come; she leaves behind
Responsibility and care.

And to the mountain hastes to and
Repose and henUa-roatorinf- f air.

With sturdy step she climbs to peaks
To view the seeues thtu louud her lie:

Health's roses glowing; in her cheeks
And pleasure sparkilofc in Her eve.

The oataract's thunder In the glen
She hears; nnd, listening to the noise,

She fancies slie's at home again.
In school, among the little boys.

Boston Courier.

A STRANGE STORY.

My Remarkable Dream and Its
Fulfillment.

Mine is a strange story, the story of
the one even- t- fraught even now with
a haunting mystery in a life otherwise
monotonous and uninteresting. WLat
subtle instinct prompts me to tell my
tale, I know not; unless it be the

wish to communicate to
others that wh'oh must ever be con-

nected in my own mind with so ranch
that is weird and inexplicable. Even
now, when it all lies behind me like "a
tale that is told," fast receding and fad-

ing away into the outlived past; when
my blood flows coldly through my
veins, and my heart, like a wearied,
wasted thing, drags slowly on till the
chill hand of death shall stay it forever

even now I shrink with shuddering
repugnance, and would fain draw back
from my self-impos- task

I doubt if, under God's Heaven, two
human souls ever loved each other more
devotedly than did my husband nd
myself. We had been married but a
short twelve months when he came
home one night with a haggard, ab-

sorbed look on his face, that told me
instantly something of importance must
have happened. What it was I noon
learned. Business of the utmost ur-

gency required him to start at once for
Brazil. We were to be separated, he
and I. for six long months he to jour-
ney across a world of wild, angry
waters, I to drag out the weary days
in lonely waiting and watching for his
return.

Of the desolate weeks that followed
my husband's departure, I will not now

peak. The days dragged slowly on,
one by one, and at last the time arrived
when I might expect to hear from him.
The mail from Brazil the one he had
Jiromised to write by came in, but the

watched for, lqnged for and
prayed for through so many weary days
and restless nights, came not, nor had
any tidings of his ship been received. I
went into his office, where I knew they
would hear directly she arrived. They
told me there was no cause for anxiety,
the ship was overdue, but that was a
common occurrence some accident had
probably delayed her; they would tel-

egraph directly she was "advised,"
Days grew into weeks and weeks into
months, and yet no news of the Osprey.
How I lived through that awful time,
God only knows. Night after night, I
lay awake thinking, thinking, thinking,
until, utterly exhausted, I fell into a
restless, dream-haunte- d sleep; only
to toss to and fro on a
wild heaving ocean, over which
I was wandering in search of my lost
husband. Day after day I would shut
myself up in my room to lie prostrate
on the floor, sobbing: "Oh, my hus-

band! my brave noble husband! God
give him back to me! give him back to
me.

I will not weary the reader and
wring my own heart afresh by dwelling
upon the black misery and hopt'jss
agony of that fearful time. Two long

ears' had gone by, and nothing beisg
eard of the Osprey it was eonsidereu

as settled beyond doubt that she had
down and all on board perished,

Ione at this time an old maiden aunt of
my husband's, who had been very ill,
took it into her bead that she would
like me to go and stay a few days with
her. As the doctors said she could
not possibly live more than a month or
two I had not the heart to refuse; and
so, for the first time since my marriage,
I found myself sleeping under a strange
roof. It was a little country farm-
house way up in the midland counties.
I had never been there before, and, as
the journey was a long one, and I was
very tired, 1 went to bed soon after my
arrival. That night I dreamt a dream
of such intense vividness and reality
that even now I can recall it to ray
mind, fresh and unfading as if it had
happened but yesterday. I found my-

self, I know not how, standing alone at
midnight on a bare, bleak heath, lit
only by the weird light of a low-lyin- g

moon, far away in the starless south,
cross her wan faee stretched a ragged

skirt of black, angry oloud, on either
aide of which the intercepted rays
broke into two long hasy Mams of
light -one shooting far across the calm
heavens the other bending down
toward earth till it was lost in the
shadowy horizon. All around me,
as far at the eye could
reach, spread the wild waste of
moorland, save that away to the right I
saw the dark outline of some building

appereotiv a deserted shed or cot-

tage. As t stood there, numb and
trembling in the chill night air, a
strange irresistible impulse I know
not what seize ! me, by which I was
impelled, as bv some unseen power, in
the direction of this object I drvw
closer and closer, my heart wrenuiing
in wild, uneven effort in my bosom, my
breath coming in short quick gasps,
and mv ears so unnaturally strained for
the slightest sound, that 1 could hear
the blood hissing and rushing through
the veins in my temples. Suddenly I
heard a sound as of some human being
in pain, and then a wild, wailing cry:
"Harry. Harry, Harry! God help me!"
and then a low moan again. With one
bound I rushed forward, and there in the
shadow of the shed, crouched np against
the wall I saw the form of a woman,
apparently dying. I knelt at her side,
ra --ed her in my arms. and. as
the vale light of the mooa

w uuu luysmi tying were in mat sueui
house, with the cold light of a clondles
moon falling fuU on my face through
the uncurtained window. Sleep, with
the recollection of that dream haunting
my mind, was impossible; so I rose,
and, on looking out, found that my
window opened on a pair of iron stairs
leaching down to a garden. In a dull
mechanical way I dressed, slipped a
shawl over mv head, and stepped out.
i passed, through the garden, unlatched
a gate, and found myself in an open
road, bordered on ether side by tall
hedgerows. In front the road rose in
a kind of hill, until it met the line of
sky, beyond which I could see nothing.
As I stepped hurriedly onwards, the
moon, which, till then, had been shin-
ing full in my face, darkened, and
when I rosa to die brow of the hill
a strange consciousness of having trod-
den that path before came over me;
and as I found myself on the summit,
and looked at the view which suddenly
broke before me, an icy chill ran
through my frame, and I nearly fell
fainting to the ground, for there seen
in the wan light of a low-lyin- g moon,
across which stretched a ragged skirt
of black, angry oloud -- spread the
wild heath of my dream, still,
silent and somber. And, as I
stood there trembling and shud-
dering, two lone hazy beams of light

one above and one below shot out
from either side of the darkened moon,
just as it had appeared before. It was
some seconds ere I could nerve myself
to look to the right, but when I did so,
there, dark and dim, I saw the outline
of the deserted shed. Onoe more the
resistless impulse seized me, onoe more
I was drawn gradually but surely to-

wards the shed, I heard the low moan,
the wailing cry, and saw, Just as I had
seen it in my dream, the dark form
crouched up In the shadow of the wall!
But this time there was no awakening,
this time it wno impalpable form that
I touched, I ika fragile figure of a
woman, her hv i tose-lyln-g around her,
her eyes glazed as if in death looking
up into mine with a dull appealing look.
Trembling and affrighted as I was, I
recollected that I had a small bottle of
brandy and water in my pocket) placed
there in case I should require it on the
journey. With great difficulty I suc-

ceeded In forcing a few drops past her
lips, which seemed to revive a faint flut-

tering in the well-nig- h lifeless bosom.
I saw that she was perishing with cold,
so I raised the poor creature in my
arms, took off my shawl and wrapped
it round her, and tried by brisk chafing
and rubbing to restore animation.
Then, with all the strength of my lungs,
I shouted for help, but exoept the angry
bark of some distant watch-do- g there
was no answer. Life was so nearly gone
that I dared .not leave her, even for
the half-ho- ur which it would take to
hurry home and obtain aid; and so the
long night through I sat there on the
damp clammy ground, bareheaded and
shivering, with the head of the helpless
woman on my lap, striving to keep the
faint, flickering spark of life from being
extinguished. At last; towards 4v-brea- k,

I heard a waggoner go,
'and, hopelessly hoarse with eol

calling as I was, succeeded in attract-
ing his attention, and inducing
him to drive us both to the
hnnu A rinntnr wu h&atilv aant. tor
who said the poor woman was almost 1

dead from hunger and exhaustion, but
that by care and attention her life would
be spared. That night I went to bed
with my head burning like a furnace,
and every limb aching with pain; and
when morning came it found me
stricken down with a raging fever,
brought on by the exposure to the
damps and dews of midnight on the
lonely heath. How long I lay like that
I know not It must have been many
weeks, for they told me after I had been
twice "given up" by the doctors. I
was delirious the greater part of the
time, and have no recollection of any-
thing, exoept that when I was getting
better, I had a dim consciousness of a
familiar presence in the room, and onoe
fancied some one kissed me on the
forehead. The first person I recog-
nised, when my senses cleared, were
my mother and the woman whom I
had found on that eventful night
lying in the shadow of the shed on the
bare heath. I grew stronger and strong-
er, was pronounced out of danger, and
at last was allowed to sit up In bed and
talk. One day the doctor asked me if
I had heard the history of the woman
whose life, he said, I had saved, and
when I told him: "No," he answered:
"Ask her to tell it to you. It is a most
tragic affair. She, too, has lost her
husband, and I think you will be inter-
ested." That very day I told her (he
doctor said I was strong enough to hear
her story, and begged her to tell it, to
which she consented readily. I give
her tale almost as it came from ner
own lips, omitting my questions and
interruptions.

"My husband," she said, "died six
months after our marriage, and as I
was left almost penniless, my brother in
Australia wrote to me to come and keep
house for him. In the steamer I went
out by there was a young German gen-
tleman called Wagner, who was very
kind to me. We were within five days'
journey of our destination when I woke
up one night to find myself alone in the
cabin, and the ship on Are. I sprang
to the door, but fell back almost suffo-

cated by the deadly smoke, and just as
I felt my consciousness going, Mr. Wag-
ner rushed in, seized me in his arms,
and 1 knew no more, until, when
consciousness returned, I found my-
self in a small boat with my
deliverer, the first mate, and two
sailors alone on the wide sea A keg
of water and a package of biscuits were
all we had in the way of provisions
enough to last us about three daya The
first mate, however, declared that it
might be weeks before we were picked
up, and that he must portion them out
so as to last ten days, at least Seven
long days and nights went by, no sign
of sutooor and all oar allowance gone!
Each day Mr. Wagner had taken his
share of biscuit but the tablespoon ful
of water meted out to him he always
gave to me. I did not pretend to re-

fuse, brute that I was! in fact I hardly
thanked him tor it so utterly mad wa
I with the fearful cravings of hunger
and thirst I had noticed, however,
that strong as he appeared the awful

as a God He instantly restores the dead?
youth to life! When two sisters stand)
weeping by their brother's tomb, He
weeps with them; a few moments after
ward He cries out: "Lazarus, come
forth!" and a putrifted corpse step
forth a living man ! By and by this Son
of God becomes Himself a bleeding, dy-
ing sufferer on the cross, and is laidtn the
silent darkness of a sepulcher. But lor
in three days He has burst forth, and
left Death himself dead en the
floor of the tomb. So cartful
of little things is this wonderful
Being that He folds up the napkin that
had wrapped His head and lays it neat-
ly at the right spot in the rocky tomb,
as if nothing were too small for His
oare. Dying, He remembers His poor
mother; risen again, He remembers

Bor Peter; as He ascends into glory
leaves a legacy large enough to

satisfy a world of sinners to the end of
time!

Our friend lays down the "good
Book," and exclaims: "I have dis-
covered at last a God who satisfies all
the conditions. He is so majestic and
mighty that I can adore Him. He is
so tender and careful of the poorest audi
lowliest that I can love Him. I eewj
trust this God. He tolleth the number
of the stars, and calleth them by all
their names. Bnt He also healeth the
broken hearts of His children and
bindeth up their sorrows! The two
hemispheres joined together give me
the perfect idea of God." Btv. T. L.
Ouyler, m Christian at Work

A LITTLE HELP.

Kindly Aid Needed by AU in the Joamey
of Life.

I shall never forget the feelings I had
once when climbing one of the pyra-
mids of Egypt When half way up, my
strength failing, I feared I should never
be able to reach the summit or get
back again. I well remember the help
given, by Arab bands, drawing me on
farther; and the step I could not quits
make myself, because too great for my
wearied frame, the little help given me

sometimes more and sometimes less
enabled me to go up, step by step,

step by step, until at last I reached the
top, and breathed the pure air, and had
a grand lookout from that lofty height.
And so, in life's journey, we are climb-
ing. We are feeble Every one of us,
now and then, needs a little help; and,
if we have risen a step higher than
some other, let us reach down for our
brother's hand, and help him to stand
beside us. And thus, Joined hand la
hand, we shall go on conquering, stop
by step, until the glorious eminence
shall be gained. Ah! how many need
help in this world poor afflicted ones;
poor sorrowing ones; poor tempted ones,
who have been overcome, who have
been struggling, not quite able to get
up the step, trying, falling; trying,
fm'lino" trvinor ilpannnilino-- - trvtitor. aL
most despa ve such an one
help, a little kindly aid, and the step
may be taken, and another step may
then be taken; and, instead of dying si
wretchedness at the base, he may., fir a
brother's hand. Larateed to aaAksMkaU
finally to glory! Your mission fi
Christ to such, to take such by the
hand; "for, to you, to live is Christ"
Bishop Simpson.

Away from the Sun.

None of us can prevent the sun from
shining, but all of us can prevent the
sun from shining on us. The great
orb of day still floods the earth with
undimmed luster; but we can shut our-

selves away from his beams, in oaves
and holes oi the earth, so we may
shut ourselves away from that Sun of
the soul who ughteth every man that
cometh Into the world. We can not
make God less loving, less merciful.
less gracious, than He is; but we can
stand apart from that love, that mercy,
bllttb gitwu. BVUV1U IW UUiU UNIV
is not shortened, that it can not save;
neither His ear heavy, that it can not
hear; but your iniquities have separated

are separating between you and your
God, and your sins have hid His face
from you, that He will not hear."
Would yon have the Sun shine on you?
Tear down the wall and roof of separa
tion which yon have built between yea
and Him. & 8. Times. 7

A Glorious Hope.

The Christian hope does not stop with
time, but looks beyond into that great
future which succeeds death. The
Christian desires that it may he well
with him there, and, as a hoper, expects
that it will be. This hope attends aim
during his earthly pilgrimage; and as
his sun goes down in death, it hails the
future in sweet and cheerful antidpa-ito- n.

His religion is the religion of
hope, and not of despair. It Is his
pleasure to live until his appointed time;
and when God calls it is his pleasure to
ga He accepts life, and he accepts
death in hope. Such a fact in human
experience is alike amarve. and a glory.
It makes man, even while here, a guest
of the skies in thought an inhabitant
and a singer of melodies ia
world. N. . Independent.

OEMS OF THOUGHT

Peace in a sinful course is one
the greatest of curses Bu nyan.

More than one of the strong I

mav shortlv have to choose between a
selfish secular civilization, whose God
is science, and an unselfish civilisation
whose God is Christ & D. Hitchcock.

Driven by an instinct which neither
we nor they can comprehend, the swal-
lows pass with the changing saaseae
from clime to clime. Over miles of
weary plain, over lofty mountain walk,
across league of sea, into lands un-
known before, they follow with glad-
ness and trust the Hand that guide
them. We, too, have a journey to
make into lands unknown to us; we,
too. have a Hand to guide us in that
long journey. Shame is it for as if w
follow the leadings of that Hand with
less of gladness and of trust than th
unreasoning birds of Heaven 5. ?,
Ham

the other biscuits, then and mere, ana
even atlemp'.ed to tear them from him
by force I was mad mad with hunger
and thirst!"

The poor woman broke down here
utterly, and it was some time before I
could' soothe her sufficiently to go on
with her tale.

"We were ten days in that boat,'1 she
continued, "and on the morning of the
eleventh, we saw. when daylight broke,
that we were fast approaching land of
some sort We were too weak to row,
or direct the boat in any way, but we
goon found we were drifting rapidly in.
Fortunately, just as we came into shal-

low water, a large breaker lifted us
clean up, and flung the boat some way
in, leaving it stranded there; otherwise
it would probably have been over-

turned, and all washed away by an
outgoing wave. As we crawled out of
the coat, which was lying on its side
among the shingle, one oi us noticed a
quantity of shell-fis- h adhering to the
bottom. We had just enough strength
left to tear them off greedily, open and
devonr them. If it had not been for
this, I believe we must have died where
we lay, for there was a long
stretch of sand and shingle to pass
before we could get sufficiently
inland to obtain any food. However,
hard as the shell-fis- h were, they served
to support life for a time. Ihen the
mate, who was the least exhausted,
crawled a little way in. and at last re-

turned bearing some turtle's eggs he had
found. Day by day passed, and we
grew stronger and stronger, all except
poor Mr. Wagner, whose noble

nearly cost him his life. He
got a little better at last and was able to
accompany the others on short hunting
expeditions, but in all long or danger-
ous adventures he had to be left behind
with me 'at home' How long we
were on that island (if it were an
island) I can not say. It must have
been considerably more than a year,
but there was nothing to mark the days
by. They came and went one after
another, bringing always the same
events and the same requirements.
We saw several ships pass by a long
way out to sea, but could not succeed
in attracting attention. One morning,
however, when all the others had gone
for a whole day's hunting expedition,
leaving only Mr. Wagner ana myself
at home' in the cottage-hut- s we had

built we saw a vessel come within
few mile ef the island, sad
almost mad with joy to see that they
were lowering a boat in reply to our
signals. It was a little trading ship,
bound for Liverpool, and manned
by as ruffianly a set as I had ever
seen. We told them the others would
be back in the evening, and begged
them to wait; but when they found
what little chance there was for get ting
anything for their pains, they said
roughly that if we liked to go with
them we could, but that they were be-

hind already and could not afford to
wait another hour for any one. We
begged, prayed, promised they should
be amply rewarded, but all without ef-

fect, and we were obliged at last to go
with them, leaving a note behind for
our absent comrades, telling them that
we would take steps to insure their de-

liverance on getting to England. Mr.
Wagner told me that when we landed
at Liverpool his first action must be to
let his wife -- 1 mean his mother know
of his safety. He said he would take
me home to her, and I could stay
while I communicated with my friends
in Australia Poor fellow little did he
think what was before him! The very
day of our landing, before he had time
even to telegraph home, he fell down
in the streets in a sort of fit They
carried him to a dreadful hospital,
where I followed and begged to be al-

lowed to nurse him; but when they
asked .if I were his wife, and I told
them 'No,' they refused to believe or
even listen to my story, threatening to
give me in charge as a vagrant if I
came again. There was one doctor
who looked kind, and I waited for him
outside, begging him to tell cc if there
was any hope. He said he was afraid
not B my story were true and
the patient's friends could be
found, he thought perhaps, by the
greatest care ana attention, such as it
was impossible for him to receive in the
hospital whore he was, which was only
a kind of pauper Institution for foreign
seamen, he ought possibly recover. He
said he would write Mr. Wagner's
friends if I gave him the address, but
when I told nim 1 did not know where
they lived except that it was somewhere
in London, he shrugged his shoulders
and went away. Then I determined In
my mind, that God helping me, the
man who had laid down his life for me,
as it were, should not die without an ef-

fort on my part to save him. I had
friends in Lond6n. if I could only get
there, who would help me to find bis
mother. I had enough money to pur-
chase a tioket for half the journey the
rest I would endeavor to walk When
you found me, madam, I had had no
food for three days, and had been walk-
ing five days and nights, very nearly
without resting."

" And'your preserver. Mr. Wagner,"
I said, "tell me is he still living?"

"Yes, madam, thank God. he is bet-
ter, but still very weak and feeble.
Directly I could speak f told your kind
mother (who had been telegraphed for
when you fell ill) my story, and prayed
Mar for the love of Heaven to help me to
and his relatives. She wrote immedi-
ately to her brother in London, telling
him the whole case and beg-

ging him to make every ef-

fort to tind Mr. Wagner's family,
wuich he did, without difficulty, I be

ust such another heart, brave and no-
lle. Oh, my husband! my lost hus-

band! God give him back to me! give
him back to me!"

There was a silence of some seconds,
broken only by my sobbing, and then
the woman said, in a forced, unnatural
voice: "Yes, madam, it is very strange.
Mr. Wagner must have been greatly
like your husband" and then she
broke out in a wild hysterical kind of
laugh: "Can not you guess? can not
you guess?"

I thought she was mad. My brain
was so confused I could neither think
nor consider.

"Guess what?" I said. "What do
you mean?"

"We dared not tell you at once,"
she replied. "We were afraid of the
shock. I thought you would have sus-

pected the truth long ago can not you
see it? The ship I went out in was the
Osprey. I was not going to Australia
but Brazil. My noblo deliverer was no
German, but an Englishman your hus-
bandhere he is he is coming!"

As she spoke I heard a footstep on
the stairs; it was slow and feeble, but I
knew it! I knew it! it was he my
husband my Harry come back from
the grave. The door opened. I sprang
up in bed with a great yearning cry of
love and joy, and, in auother moment
we two were locked in each other's arms

together at last! Helgravia.

PULLING A WARRIOR'S TEETH.

Hew Cowboy Dentist Straggled with
One of Sitting Ball's Grinder.

rhere was nothing to relieve the
monotony ef "wild life1' in a civilized
locality yesterday. The cowboys
roamed aimlessly about the inclosure,
pitched pennies ia the shade of their
tents, and struggled hard to pass away
the weary moments. Everybody was
in srood humor excent Sittine Bull.
The great chief sat alone in his tepee,
recking to and fro, in great pain.

ring the most dismal
uffalo Bill visited him about noon.

and succeeded, after considerable trou-
ble, in eliciting: a few intelligible grunts
in Sioux lingo to the effect that the old
warrior was nearly crazy with tooth
ache.

Many moons ago, while crunching a
buffalo steak, the old chief broke his
tooth, and has borne the pain with
stolid indifference A plate of ice cream
made him fairly howl at Belmont Man-
sion on Thursday evening during the
"Buffaloes' " banquet, and yesterday his
stock of patience gave way entirely.

"Big Chief wants tooth pulled out."
said the interpreter to Buffalo Bill. The
cowboy dentist was sent for in a hurry
and soon appeared armed with a large
pair of pincers, which looked as though
they had done duty before, cutting off
horseshoe nails. Bitting Bull was soon
ready for the operation. He opened his
mouth and the dentist tapped a tooth
with the handle of the pincera

"Ugh!" said the chief.
"AD right," said the operator.
The old fellow's head was thrown

back and the pincers took a good hold
on his red gums.

"Yow!" said the chief.
"Steady!" said the dentist.
A wrench and a pull followed; the

tent was filled with a flourish of brown
arms and buckskin-cla- d legs, turkey
feathers and ear-ring- s.

A series of blood-curdlin- g yells
floated through the loosely flapping door
of skins, and the dentist picked himself
up outside in a b idly demoralised con
dition. It was dangerous to go near
the old chiefs' tent, until nearly six
o'clock, when the tooth, becoming
noisy again, brought the Sioux chieftain
to tsaste The dentist was sent for a
second time, and came swearing in full
cowboy style. This time the operation
was successful, and a great three-prong-ed

grinder in the pincers told of
muscle not vainly excited.

"Yew! Me big chief:" said the old
fellow, as he looked at the tusk and
spat the gore from his toothless gum

Philadelphia Prut.

Sex in Education.

State Superintendent Robert Graham,
in the course of an address to the Wis-

consin State Teachers' Association, said
that only one-seven- th of all the teachers
of the State are of the male sex Presi-

dent Burton, of the Association, admit-
ted that the female teachers were doing
admirably, and were, on the average,
superior to men for certain phases of
educational work, but thought male
teachers were needed to exercise those
disciplinary influences over boys which
women could not exercise Superin-
tendent Graham concurred in this view,
believing it advisable that the schools
should be supplied with a larger pro-
portion of men. The question why so
many more v omen than men seek the
position of teacher was not discussed,
despite the inviting opportunity. Cur-
rent.

Atlanta. Ga. must be a paradise
of street-ca- r conductors, according to
the OontUtution of that citv. which de-

clares that there are two of the frater
nity worth $37,500


