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SUNSHINE

THE THREAD OF LIFE;

AND SHADE.

CHAPIER X'X.
AU RENDEZVOUS DES BONS CAMARADES,

In the cosy smoking-roor of the Cheyne
Row Club,a group of budding geniuses, con-
vened from the four quarters of the earth,
atood once morein the bay window, lcoking
out on the dull Otober street, and discuss-
fog with one another in diverse tones the
varicus means which each bad adopted for
killivg tiwe tbrough his own modicum of
sumn‘er noliday s, iniscencea and greet-
{ogs wero the order of the day. A buzz
of voices pervaded the aic, Everybody was
full to the throat of fresh impressions, and
every body was laudably eager to share them
all, still hot from the press, with the balance
of humsanity as then and there represen
before him — 1'he motquitoes ad the North
Cepe wer? really uvendurable : they biva
piece ont of your face boldly, and then
perched on a tree to eat it; while the mid-
night sun, a3 advertised, was a hoary old
impustor, exactly like any cther sua jany-
where, wecea jou came to examine him
through a em: ked glass at close quarters.

Crouwn t was juat the'jolliest place to lounge
on the sande, and the best ceatre for short
excursions, that a fellow ocould find on |a

ear's tramp all round the shores of Kng-
and, S:otland, Wales or Irelacd. 3 A

Grouse were scanty and devilish cunning
in Aberdeenshire this year; the young
birds packed like old ones ; and the accom-
modation at Lumphanan had turned out on

-’;::‘uﬂr view by no means what it ought to

A moat delightful time Indeed at B:aten-

lmntu himself av full market value, He's
the last man on earth to throw himsell
iﬂnr for a mere trile. When he sells his
soul in the matrimonial Exchange, it'll be
for the highes: carreat market guotation,
to an eligible purchaser for cash only, who
must combine considerable charms of body
and mind with the superadded ldmﬁo
of a respectable balance at Drummond's
or at Cousta’s,. The Bard knows dowh to
the ground the exact wmoneyworth of a
handsome poet ; he wouldn't dream of let-
ting himself go dirt cheap, like a common
every-day historian or novelist.”

As the last rperker let the words drop
carelessly from his mouth, the buzz of veioces
in the smoke room paused ruddenly : there

ted | was & alight and awkward lull in the con.

versation for half a minuze’; and the crowd
of budding geniuses was strétching out its
duz'n right hands with eingular unanimity
in rapid succ.ssion to grasp the languid fin-
| gers of & tall dark new comer who had alip-
ped in, after the fashion usually attribated
to angels or their opposite, in the very nick
of time to catoh the last echoes of a candid
opioion from his peets and contemporaries
opon his own conduct. ]

+¢ Do you think he heard us ?’ one of the
peccant gossipers whispered to another with
a acared face,

« Can’t eay,” his friend whispertd back
uneasily. ‘¢ He's got quick ears. Listeners
generally hear no good of themselves. But
anyhow, we've got to brazem it out now.
The best way's just to take the bull by the
horns boldly,—Well, Massinger, we were
all taking about you when you came in.

“berg, just above the Lake of Thun, you | You're the chief sutject of conversation in

know, with exquisite views over the Bernese
"QOberland ; ana suchk a pretty little Swiss
qmaiden, with liguid blué eyes and tow-
“ocioured hair, to bring in one’s breakfast
and pour out coffee in the thick white
And then the flowera!—a
perfect paradise for & botaniat, I assure

Montreal in August was hot and stuffy,
*hut the Thousand Islands were simply

"back lakes was the only sport mow left
alive worthy a British fisherman's distin-
guished consideration.

O yes; the yacht behaved very well
indeed, considering, on her way to Ice-

B s well as soy yacht thas sailed |

the wmeas — but just before reaching
Reykjavik—that's how they pronounce it
with the j soft and a falling intonation on
the last syllable—a most tremendous gale
came thundering down with rain and light-
ning from the Vatna Jokull, and, George,
air, it nearly foundered her ou ht with
its sudden equalls in the open ocean. You

literary circles at the present day. Do you
know it's going the round of all the clubs in
London at this moment that you shortly
contemplate committing matrimony ?"
Hugh M r drew himself up stiff and
ereot to his full height, and withered his
questioner with a soathing glance from his
dark eyes such as nu‘ilﬂhu could dart as will
to mu{l' and annpihilate a selected victim.
“I'm going to be married in the ocourse ol
the year,” he answered ccldly, "*if that's
what you mean by committiog matrimony.
—Mitchison,” turning round with marked
abruptness to an earlier speaker, ‘' what
have you been doing with yourself all the
summer ?" :

*Qh, I've baanrldlns a bicycle through
the beat part of Finland, getting up a set of
articles on the picturesque aspect of the
Far North for the Porte Crayon, you know,
and at the same time working in the Rassian
anarchists for the leader column in the
Morning Telephone.—Bates went with
me on the egitimate machine—yes,
that means a tricycle; the bicycle alone's
acocounted lawful ; he's doing the sketches

never raw anything like the way she heeled
over ; you could touch the trough of the
waves every time from the gunwale.

Had anything new been going onm, gﬂ.l
fellows, while we were all away ? and 1ad
anybody heard anyth
ﬂha{u Row had

mously nicknamed
Hugh Massinger ?

view ” on Seaside Resorte—afterwards re-

inted in crown octavo fancy boards, as
¢ The Complete Idler’—had had a letter
from the Bard himself only three &lﬂ ago,
announcing his intention to be back in har-
ness in town again “hat very morning,

¢ And what's the Immortal singer been
deoing'with himse!f this hot summer ?" cried
a dozen veices—for it was generally felt in
Cheyne Row circles that Hugh Maasinger,
though stillas undiscovered as the sources
of the Congo, was a coming man of proximate
eveutuality. ** Has he hooked his heiress

et? He vowed, when he left town in

aly, he was going on an angling expedition
—as a fisher of wonen—in the eastern
counties. "’

“ Well, yes,” the recipient of young love's
first confidences responded guardly; I
should eay he had.—To be sure, the Immor-
tal One doesn’t exactly mention the fact or
amount of tne young lady's fortune ; but he
does casually remark ir a single g sen-
tence that he has go’ himself engaged to a
Tll:léng of Baauty somewhere down in Saf-
fn lIh'

*¢ Suffolk |—most con
idyllic, bucolio, impreseionist
come back to town with a wrea
hat, and his

ot.—He'll

vé Suffolk
*¢ red-cheek apple that she gaily munches,”
with slight exoursions on lunches, bunchs,
crunches, and hunches, all a la Massinger,
in endless prot .~Now then, Hather-
ley ; there's a ballade ready made for you
to your hand already. Send it by the Hist
mf- yourself to your lady, and cut out the

d on his own ground with the beauti-

¢ss. — I suppose, by the
singer didn't happen to confide to
proud recipient of so much interested and
anapmstio devotion?!”

hir name was Meysey."”

“Meysey | Oh, then, that's one of the
Whiteatrand Meyse

whose estates have all been swallowed n
by the sea. They lie in thuprnbandn
(fzunmptnm per Mare.—If he's going

marry her on the atrength of her red, red

arreara of income from a sea- n mer-

dealing with the Land League, for the
Qaeen’s writ dcean't run beyond the fore-
ahore, and No Rent is universal law on the
bed of the ocean.”

‘] don't think they've all been quite
awallowed up,” one of the bystanders re-
marked in a pensive voice : he was Suffolk
born; ‘‘at leaat, not yet, as far as I've
heard of them. The devouring sea is en-
qngad in taking them a bite at a time, like

Job Sawyer's spple ; but he's Jeft the Hall
and the lands about it to the present day—
so Roelf tells me.”

' Has she money, I wonder !’ the editor
of that atruggling periodical, the Night Jar,
romarked abatractedly.

“ Oh, I expect so, or the Bard wouldn't
ever have dreamt of proposing to her. The
Immortal Singer knowa his own worth ex-

Y es, one buddiog genius in the descrip- |,
Give-artiole trade—writer of the interesting | jsutthere's good

co
séries of pﬁgﬂ‘l in the *¢ Charing Cross Re- | 7/ephone - and lgg Porte Crayon shared

gruous indeed for an | little a

round his | He would not
pockets stuffed with ballades | lieved him, in his present strained condition
and ronnets to his mistress’ eyebrow, where | of mind, to enter into incffensive confidences
ucches " shall sweetly rhyme to | with a polite listener.

, you may be sure;]with apparent i
deughter of old Tom Wyville Meysey, | the question of Miss Meysey's fortune (like

maid — at the bottom of the deep blue| ‘' No,”

to illustrate my lejterpress, or I'm doing
the letterpresa to illustrate his sketohes—
whichever you please, my little dear; you
pays your money and you takesa your cholce,
all for the sum of a sixpence weekly. The

about the Bard, as | ... 44 in Finland are abominably rough, and

the Finnish language is the beastliest and
most agelutinative [ ever had to deal with,

vuningtﬁ:a entrancing pages of Ollendorfl.
—very grod copy.—The

our expenses.—And where have you been
hiding your light yourself since we last saw
ou?’
g ¢ My particular bushel was somewhere
down about Saffolk, I believe,” Hugh Mas
singer answered with maguificent indefinite-
ness, a8 though minute accuracy to the mat-
ter of & county or town were rather beneath
his sublime consideration. * I'vebeen stop-
ing at a dead-alive little place they' call
Vhitestrand : a sort of moribund fishing
village, minus the fish. It'aa lost corner
among the mud flats and the salt marches;
picturesque but ugly, and dull as ditch-
watet, And having nothing elee on earth
| to do there, I occupied myself with gettin
engsged, as you fellows seem to have h
by telegraph already. This is an age of
publicity. Everythiog's known in London
nowadays. A man can't change his coat, it
appears, or have venison for dinner, or wear
red stockings, or stop to chat with a prett
woman, but he fiads a flaring pacagrap
about it next day in the society papers.”

““ May one venture to ask the lady's
name !"’ Mitchison inquired courteously, a
t from the main group.

Hugh Massinger's manner melted at once.
e chaffed, but it rather re-

* She's a Miss Meysey,” he said in a low-
er tone, drwwing over towards the fireplace:
‘¢ one of the Saffulk Meysoys—you've heard
of the family. Her father hasa very nice

laca down by the sea at Whitestrand.
They're the bankiog genﬂla, ou know :
remote oonsins of the old hanging judge's.
Very nice old things in theic own way,

ful and anonymous East Anglian heir- | though a trifle slow and out of date—not to

way, Mas.|say mouldy.—But afterall, rlpld::ﬁil hard-
you | ly the precise quality one feels called upon
the local habitation and the nmame of the |to exact in a

rospeotive father-in-law :
elownesa goes with some solld virtnsa. The
honoured tortoise has never been accused

 He said, I think, if I remember right, | by its deadliest foes of wasting its patrimony

in extravagant expenditure.”
*t Has she any brothers ?'' Mitohison asked

unousness, approaching

Hugh himself) by obscure byways, as being
a 'ﬁ;:llm mode than the direct assauls.
*There waas a fellow called Meysey in the
fitth form with me at Winoheater, 1 remem-

gold, or of her vested securities in Argen- | ber ; perhaps he might have been some sort
tine and Turkish, he'll have to collect his | of relation.

Huqh shook his head in emphatio dissent,
ho answered ; ‘'the girl has no

sea; which will be worse than even|brothers, She's an only child—the laat of

her family. There was one son, a captain
in the Korty-fourth, or something of the
sort ; but he was killed in Zalnland, and
was never a% Winchester, or I'm snre I
should have heard of it,.—They're a kinless
lot, extremely kinless ; in fact I've almoat
realised the higheat ambition of the Ameri-
can humorist, to the effect that he might
have the luck to marry a poor lonely friend
less orphan.”

“*She's an heiress, then ?"’

Hugh nodded assent, *''Well, a sort of
an heiress,'” he admitted modestly, aa who
should say, ** Not 8o good as she might be.”
* The estate's been very much impaired by
the inroada of the aea for the last ten years ;

but there's still a decent remnant of it left
r:undlng. Enough for a man of modeat ex-
peotationa to make a living off in thesa hard

aotly, to our places of decimals, and eati- I times, I fancy.”
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“ Then we shall all come down in due
time,” another man put in—a paioter by
trade—joining Ihl:nsroup as he e, ' and
fiad the Bard a ed tor on his own
hr«.dncumllﬂn in state and bounty in
the baronial Hall, lord of Burleigh, fair and
froe, or whatever other name the place may
be called by !"

# If I invite you to come,” Hugh answered
significantly with ourt em

“ Ah, yes, of course,” the artist answered,
] dare say when you start your oarrisge,
you'll be too proud t» remember a poor devil
of an oil and color man like me, In those
days no doubt, you'll migrate like all the
rest to the Athepmum. Well, well, the
world moves—on2e every twenty-four hours
on its own axis—and in the long run'we all
move with it and go up together. When
Im an R. A. 1'll run down and viait you at
the ancestzal mansion, and perhaps paint

ur wife's portrais—for a thonsand guineas,

entendu. Aund what sort of a body is
the prospective father-in-law 1"

4'Oh, jast the usual type of Suffolk Squire,
don't know,” Massinger replied care-
lessly, *‘A. breeder ¢f fat oxen and of
pigs, a pamphleteer on Guano and on Grain,
a quarter-sessions chairman, abler none ; but
with faint reminiscences still of an Oxford
training left in him to keep the milk of ba.
man kindness from turning sour by long ex-
posure to the permicious inflaence of the
East Anglian sunshine. I should enjoy his
society better, however, if I were a trifle
deaf. He has leas to say, and he says it
more, than any other man of my'acquaint-
ance, Still, he's a jolly old boy enough, as
old boys'go. We shall rub along somehow
till he pops off the hooks and leaves us the
paternal acres on our own account to make
merry upon.”

So far, Hugh had tried with deont suc-
cea to keep up his usual a;f&mlnuu of care-
less ease and languid. good-humour, in epite
of volcanic internal desires to avoid
the painful subject of his approaching
h altogether, He waa schooling him-
self, indeed, to face society. He was sure
to hear much of his Saffolk trip, and it was
well to get used to it as early as possible.
But the next question fairly blanched his
cheek, by leading up direct to the skeleton
in the cupboard : * How did you firat come
to get acquainfed with them?

The question must inevitably be asked

n, and he must do his best to face it
with pretended equanimity. ‘A relation
of mine—a distant cousin—a_Girton. girl—
was living with the family as Miss Meysey's
governess or companion or something,” he
answered with what jauntiness he could
summon up. * It was through her that I
first*got to know my fature wife. And old
Mr. Meysey, the coming papa-in-law"—

He stopped dead short. Words failed
him. jaw fell abruptly. A strange
thrill seemed to course through his frame.
His large black eyes protruded suddenl
from their sunken orbits ; his olive-colon
cheek blanched pale and pasty. Some un-
expected emotion had evidently checked his
ready flow_of speech. Mitchison and the

ter turned round in surprise to see what
might be tha'cause of this unwonted fatter.
It was merely Warren Relf who had entered
the club, an w:guing with a stony Brit-
isl; atare from head to foot at Hugh Massin-

er.

. The poet wavered, but he did not flinch.
From tha fixed look in Ro!f's eye, he felt
certain in an inatant that the skipper of the
Mud-Turtle knew something—if not avarf-
thing—of his fatal secret. How much did
he know ? and how much not ?—that wuas
the question. ad he tracked Elsie to her
nameless grave at Orfordness? Had he
rec-gnizad the body in the mortuary at the
lighthouse ? Had he heard from the cutter's
man the horrid truth as the uurPu‘n identity ?
All these things or "ny one of them might
well have happeuned to the owner of the
Mud-Tuartle, cruising in and out of East
Anglian creeks in his ubiquitous little veasel.
Warren Relf was plainly a dangerous sub-
ject. Butin any case, Hugh thought with
shame, how rash, how imprudent, how un-
worthy of himself thus to betray in his own
face and features the terror and astonish-
ment with which he regarded him ! He
might have known Relf was likely todropin
any day at theclub | He might have known
he would sooner or later meet him there | He
might have prepared beforehand a neat
little lie to deliver pat with a casual air of
truth on their first greeting! And instead
of all that, here he was, discomposed and
startled, gazing the painter straight in the
face like a dazed fool, and never knowing
how or where on earth to start any ordinary
subject of polite conversatior. For the first
time in his adult life he was so taken aback
with childish awe and mute surprise that
he felt positively relieved when Relf board-
ed him with the double-barrelled question :
““ Aod how did ﬁu leave Miss Meysey and
Miss Challoner, Massinger 1"

Hogh drew him aside towards the back
of the room and lowered his voice still more
markedly in reply. I left misa Meysay
very well,” he answered with as much ease
of manner as he oould hastily assume.
‘‘ You may perhaps have heard from ramour
or from the public prints that she and [ have
struck up an engagement, In the 'lucid

language of the n r announcements,
& marriage has boen tely arranged be-
tween us,” )

Warren Ralf bent his head in sober ao-
qulescence. *' I had heard so,” he said with

im formality., *f Your slege was success-
ul. You carried the citadel hr storm that
day in the sandhills.—I won't ocongratu-
late you, You know my opinion alreaoy of
marriages arranged l:fm that mercantile
basis, I told it you beforehand. We need
not now recur to the subjeot,—But Miss
Challoner !1—How about her?! Did you
leave her well ? Is she atill at Whiteatrand?”
He looked his man through and through as
he spoke, with a oold sturn light in those
truthfal eyes of his.

Hugh Massinger shuffisd uneasily before
his steadfast glance, Was it only his
own poor ty oonscience, or did
Relf know all?! he wondered silent:
ly, The man was eyeing him like his
evil angel. He longed for time to pause
and reflect ; to think ont the beat possible
non.committing lie in anawer te this direot
and leading question. How to parry that
deadly thrust on the epur of the moment he
knew not. Relf wasyazing at him still in-
tently. Hesitation would be fatal. He
blundered into the first form of answer that
came uppermost. ‘‘ My consin Elsie has
gone away,” he atamrmered out in haste,
;*Sha_lha left the Meyseys qnite abrupt-
F-"

“* As a consequence of your engagement !’
Relf asked aternly.

This was going one step too far. Hugh
Massinger lﬂ: really indignant now, and his
indignation enabled him to cover his retreas

—
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s little more gracelully, **You have no
right to ask me that,"” he anawered in gen-
n anger. ‘‘My priva‘e relations with
my own family wre » no ooncern of
yours or of any one's, "
Warren Rslf bowed his head ’rlmlr onoe
more. ** Where has she gone 1" he asked in
a searchiog voice, ‘' I'm interested in Miss
Challoner, 1 may venture to inquire that
much at least, I'm told you've heard from
her. Where is she now? Will you kindly
tell me?"

| don't know,” Hugh answered angrily,
driven to bay. Then with sudden iospir-
ation, he added aignificantly: *‘Do you,
either 1"

“Yes,” Warren Ralf responded with sol.
emn directneesas.

The anawer took Massio aback once
more, A oold shudder ran down his spive,
Their eyes met. For one. moment they
stared ope anotherous. Then Hugh's glance
fell slowly and heavily, Hed not ask
one word more.— Rolf mush have tragked
her, for certain, to she lighthouse. He
must have seen the grave, Elhl&l even the
body.—Thid was too terrible.—Henoeforth,
it was war to the knife between them.
* Hast thou found me, O mine enemy " he
broke out sullealy.

¢ I Have found you, Massinger, and I bave
found you ous,” the painter answered ina
very low voice, with a sudden burstof un-

remeditated frankness. ‘I know you now

or exaotly the very oreature you are—a
liar, & forger, a coward, and only two
fingers’. Ilcﬁ':l short of a murderer.—There !

ou may make what use you like of that.—
%nr myséjf, I will make no use ap all of it.
—For reasons of my own, 1 will let you go.
I could crush you if I would, but efer
to screen you. . Still, I tell you once for all
the truth. . Rempmbear it well.—I know it ;
yoa know it ; and when both know we each
of us know it.”

H:Ph Massinger's fingers itched inex-
pressibly that moment to close round
the painter's honest bronz:d throat
in a wild death-struggle. He was a pas.
sionate man, and the provocation was ter-
rible, The provooation was terrible be-
cause it was all true. He was a liar, a
forger, a coward—and a murderer !—Bat he
dared not—he dared not. To thrust these
hateful words down Relf's throat would ba to
court exposure, and worse than exposure ;
and expoeure was just what Hugh Massin.
gur could néver bear to face like a man.

ooner than that, the river, or aconite. He
must swallow it all, proud soul as he waa.
He must awallow it all, now and for ever.

As he stood there irresolute, with
blanched lips and itching fingers, his

nails pressed hard into the palms of
his hands in the fieroe endeavour to
repress his passion, he felt a sudden light
touch on his right shoulder. It was Hath-
erley onde more; ‘‘I-say, Massinger,” the
journalist putit lightly, all unconscious of
the y he was interrupting, *‘come
down and knock about the b&ﬁa on the
table a bit, will you?”

If Hugh Massinger was to go on living at
all, he must go on living in the wonted
fashion of nineteenth-century literate hu-
manity. Tragedy must hide itaelf behind
the scenea ; in public he must still be the
Eﬂnﬂ of high comedians. He unclosed his

ands and let go his breath with a terrible
effort. Relf stood aside to let him pass,
Their glances met as Hugh left the room
arm in arm with Hatherley, Ralf'sa was a
glance of contempt and soorn ; Hugh Mas-
ul.nlgkar‘u was one of undying hatred.

e had murdered Elsie, and Relf knew it. parad

That was the way Massinger interpreted
to himself the *‘ Yea” that the painter had
just now go truthfully and directly answer-
ed him,
(TOo BR CONTINUED )
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The volcano of Yzalco, in San Salvador, is
for many reasons the most wonderful moun-
tain upon the globs, It rises several thon-
sand feet nigh, almossy directly from the sea,
and is surmdunted by an immsense column of
smoke broken by masses of flames, a thou-
sand feet in height, and rising with such

ularity that the mountain has bzen call-
ed *“The light-house of San Salvadot.”

Rumbling and explosions are constantly
go!nghun within Yzilco, and are audible at
the distance of a hundred miles. Its dis-
charges are very regular, bat it is chiefly
remarkable as being the only volcano which
is known to have originated in America
gince itr discovery by Columbus.

In 1769, the region mow occupied by it
was a level plain, forming the coffés and in-
digo plantasion of Senor Don Balthazor
Evez>. In December of that year, the gentle-
man was absent from home, and his servanta
became so alarmed by frequent earthquakes
that they fled from the place. When th
returned, a week or two later, it was to find
that large craters had been opened in the
groand, giving vent to amoke and flame.

Oa the twenty-third of February, 1770, a
series of terrifioc explosions took pl the
crust of the earth was lifted several hun.
dred feet, while flames and lava issued from
the rent in itasurface. Anhour later, there
wat another convulsien, which hurled into
the air rocks welghing thousands of to
;nd elevated the earth about three thousan

eet,

Discharges of lava and blistered stone con-
tinued for several days, and in less than two
months, the level field had become a mount-
tain of a very considerable height. Con-
stant discharges from ita crater have aince
raised it to over four thousand feet above
the sea.

-
Forty-two Years.

A oorrespondent of an Eoglish paper,
writlng from Moscow, tells the story of two
Russian peasanta who have waited forty-two
years to be married. They met when the
man was twenty and the woman seventeen,
but, being serfs and mirerably poor, sel
themselves to work and save, to earn money
enough to wed.

Even after serfdom was abolished, so slow
waa thelr progress that, after these furty-two
years, they onty own between them & small
weoden house and three hundred roubles.
With this fortune they think it ssfe to marry.

How many Canadians wounld persevere
for nearly hall a century in laying pamny to
penny before venturing on marrisge?

A clergyman who has married hundreds cf
conples among the fashionablo circles of our
seaboard cities, said lately, *‘'Ihe criticiam
may seem uncharitable, but it is matter of
sober fact thut in hall of the marriages which
come under my observation, there Waa reason
to suppose that the motive of either bride
or bridegroom was to better her or his
worlaly condition.”

The reason of this ia not that the you
Canadian is less ocapable of deep, unselti
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feeling than the young men of other nations,
but that he has lesrned to attach more im-
sortl-unl than they do to the luxuries and

isplay of life, He has not the money to
provide as comfortable or spleadid a home
for his wife as his father has given him,
hence he looks out for a *‘ girl with monoey,"
who will and can provide is for hersell.

i

LOST FOR MANY YEARS,.

A Jersey Man's Ldveniure In the Paclfic
dcean

An interesting narrative that reads like a
romance is contained in a letter written hy
Captain George Davies, of the British barque
Queen’s Island, to J. C, Parker, of Wilming-
ton, Del., describing a .visit to a distant and
lonely isle in the South Pacific ocean. Thias
isolated spot in the great waste of waters is
known as Palmerston Island, and is situated
in latitude 18°4 ' south and longitude 163°10/

east, belog ted on the charts of the
world as an m:;ihd coral reef, quite dia.

tant from navigation. Upon this exclusive
territory Cep Davies says that one Wm,
Marston, who claims to have formerly lived

near Salem, N. J.,

like a veritable
Monte Cristo, lord master of all he
surveys.

When the barque waas off I;-lmnntuu Island

secret ; and we can never know what may be

Capt. Daviea 'uﬂgmtlj surprised to see a
boat's crew put off from the shore and signal
that they wished to be taken on board. It
was at first thought that the unexpeoted
gueats were wrecked sailors, but when the
small boat pulled under the shadow of the
barque the discovery was made that the little
oratt was loaded to the gunwalea with coooa-
nuts and tropical Irni;h“‘fhu ilh;darl ::E
nutnnntndh:gu: on, and a
Capt. Daviesof their desire to ﬁ:uhmgf their
cargo for wearing apparel and other products
of civilization not to be obtained on their
lonely island, The crew of the barque
welcomed the-strangers on board and sat
around them in wonderment, while William
Marston, the King of Pa'merston Island,
I-T'I.II:I his yarn. He spoke with feeling of
hia old Jersey home, and claimedthathis par-
%ntlm Eiu iving in tl]:::hﬂitﬁd somewhere,

wenty-five yearsa P A5 & BOA-
man n? the barque ﬁﬂamnn. st San Fran-
cisco, bound to the Tahita, one of the group
of the Society Islands. He d the
vessel directly after she had reached her
destination, and remained on the island for
three . At the end of that time he
migrated to Palmerston Island, where for
twenty-one years he had been planting and
growing cocoanut trees and selling copra
or dried cocoanut to traders, who visited
the island about once a year in the interest
of San Fraucisco merchants, 'T'he popula-
tion of Palmeraton island numbers but
thirty.souls, all of whom, save himself, are
natives of adjscent islands, who have made
their homes on Palmerston, and toil year
‘li:c ter year in the cocoanut groves that abound
there,

Capt. Daviea took the boat load of island
treasures, Chief Marston and his crew rowed
away in the direction of their. lonely home,
and when last seen they were standing on
the bank waving their farewalls to the
fast receding barque.

Saved by a Babe.

¢¢ Whosoever shall seek to save his life
shall lose it ; and whosoever shall lose his
life shall prererve it,” said the Master, then
rebuking the conventional opinion and sel-
fish cowardice of His day. He used this
ox that He might make His disciples
think of the relative values of life and duty,
and stimulate them to accrifice themselves
to their convictions.

The paradox is & prophecy which has had
¢ gpringing and germinant accomplish-

| ment,” to use Bacon’s felicitous phrase, in

every deed of heroiem, and in the death of
each markyr. |

1t was signally illustrated duoring the
fearful retreat of Sir John Moore's amall
army through the snow in the northwestern
portion of the Spanish peninsula. An over-
whelming host pressed the British, day by
day ; cold, hunger, and the chargesof the
Fren-h cavalry thinned their ranks; but
they marched toward the sea with patient
endarance, and calm fortitude.

One day an Eaglish officer, weakened by
lack of food and fatigue, turnod aside into &
wood to die unseen. Suddenly he came
across a soldier’s wife lying upon the ground
nearly dead. Clasped in her arms and pro-
tected by ashawl was her babe, With her
expiring breath she prayed the officer to
+ake the little one, and save its life,

The mother’s unse!fish appeal roused the
dispirited offi;ar. Hs accepted the new
duty, and as he took the babe into his arms
frea.a strength came 1nto the wearied body.
He determ to endure cold, huoger, and

ey | fatigue, that he might prove faithful to the

dying mother’s trust.

He bound the babe upon his back, and re-
joined the retreating army. Day by day,
as hemarched, he devoted himself to the
infant, and wa? sustained bythe determina-
tion to save it, no matter what he himself
might suffer. He carried it through the
long retreat, and saw it safe in tender handa
on board a transport in Vigo Bay. The
babasaved his life. For through the little
one came that heroio purpose which made
him strong to endure.

i -

A large apple tree near Folo, Illin
which has borne for fifty-one years, h
apon it last vear forty-five bushels, which
were sold for §1 25 per bushel,

Heaven, then, ia the state of the soml,
when, rising above space and time, it com-
munes with God and eternity. When God
anhiﬂ the soul, then heaven enters the
son

Jesus, the Holieat among the mighty, and
the Mightiest among the holy, has lifted
with his pieroed hande empires off their
hinges, bas turned the stream of centuries
out of his channel, and still governs the ages.

Doing any one thing well—even setting
atitches and plaiting frills—puta a key into
one's hand to the opening of some ditferent

to come out of the mianest drudgery.

A traveller at St. Clairsville, Ga., out of
curiosity visited the conrt house and was
almoat horrified to find his ounly slster the
defendant in a murder trial fointﬁ on at the
time. She had myateriounsly “ppun.rgd
from home years before and her whereabouts
were unknown to her people.

A plant called the *‘langhing plant,” or,
in scientifio parianoce, ‘' Cannabalis Sativa,”
has been dlscovered, and it is alleged that
when it is eaten in its green state or takem
a8 a tinoture made either from the or
the dried leaf, as a pewder of the dmﬂ,
or smoked as tobacoo, it ia potens in produc-

ing exaltation, langhter, and cheering ideaa.




