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Rev. Dr. Talmage Inspired by a Familiar and
Homely Simile.

-

The Things Which Go to Make Up Man’s Earthly and Heavenly

Existence--They Are Bound Together 'n
the Divine Economy.

Washineton, March 6. — Under the| 1t now it will not bx becanse I wish to
|

familiar image of a bundle Dr. Talmage
shows In this sermon the things which
to make up man's earthly and heaven-
life; text, I. Samuel xxv, 29, “The
soul of my Lord shall be bound in the
bundle of life with the Lord thy God."

Benutiful Abigail, in her rhythmic plea
for the rescue of her inebriate husband,
who died within ten days, addresses
David the warrior in the words of the
text. =he suggests that his life, physical-
Iy and intellectually and spiritually, is a
valuable package or bundle, divinely
bound up and to be divinely protected.

That phrase “bundle of life’* I heard
many times in my father’s family pray-
ers. Family prayers, vou know, have
frequent repetitions, becanse day by day
ther acknowledge abont the same bless-
Ings and deplore about the same frailties
and sympathize with about the same
misfortunes, and I do not know why
thoese who lead at houschold devotions
should seek variety of composition. That
familinr prayer becomes the houschold
liturgy. I would not give one of my old
father's prayers for 50 elocutionary sup-
plications. - Again and again, in the
morning and evening prayer, 1 heard the
request that we might all be bound up
in the bundle of life, but I did not know
until a few days ago that the phrase was
a Bible phrase.

Now, the more I think of it the better
I like it. Bundle of life! It is such a
simpie and unpretending, yet expressive
comparison. There is nothing like gran-
diloguence ia the Scriptures. While there
are many sublime passages in Holy Writ,
there are more passages homely and draw-
ing illustrations from common observa-
tion and evervday life. In Christ's great
sermons you hear a hen clucking her
chickens together and see the photograph
of hypocrites with a sad countenance and
hear of the grass of the field, and the
black crows which our heavenly Father
feeds; and the salt that is worthless, and
the precious stones flung under the feet
of swine, and the shifting sand that lets
down the house with a great crash and
bhear the comparison of the text, the most
anpoetical thing we can think of—a
bundle. Ordinarily it is something tossed
about. something thrown under the table,
something that suggests garrets or some-
thing on the shoulder of a poor wayfarer.
But there are bundles of great value,
bundles put up with great caution, bun-
dles the loss of which means consterna-
tion and despair, and there have been
bundles representing the worth of a
kingdom.

During the last spell of cold weather
there wwere bundles that attracted the
attention and the plaudits of the high
heavens—bundles of clothing on the way

from comfortable homes to the door of
the mission room, and Christ stood in

the snowbanks amd said as tho bundles
passed: ‘‘Naked, and ye clothed me. In-
asmuch as ve have done it unto one of
the least of these, my brethren, ye have
done it unto me.”” Those bundles are
multiplying. Blessings on those who
pack them! Blessings on those who dis-
tribute them! Blessings on those who re-
eceive them!

1t is & Frecions Bundle.

With what beautifual aptitude did Abi-
il, in my text, speak of the bundle of
ife! Oh, what a precious bundle is life!
Bundle of memories, bundle of hopes,
bundle of ambitions, bundle of destinies!
Once in a while a man +writes his anto-
blography, and it is of thrilling interest.
The story of his birthplace, the story of
his struggles, the story of his sufferings,
the story of his triumphs! But if the
autobiography of the most eventful life
were well written it would make many
chapters of adventure, of tragedy, of
comedy, and there would not be an un-
fnteresting step from cradle to grave.
Bundle of memories are you! Boyhood
memories, with all its injustices from
playmates, with all its games with ball
and bat and kite and sled. Manhood
memories, with all your struggles in
starting — obstacles, oppositions, acei-
dents, misfortunes, losses, successes,
Memories of the first marriage you ever
saw solemnized, of the first grave you
ever saw opened, of the first mighty
wrong you ever suffered, of the first vic-
tory you ever gained. Memory of the
hour when vou were affianced, memory
of the first advent in your home, memory
of the roseate cheek faded and of blue
eves closed in the last sleep, memory of
anthem and of dirge, memory of great
pain and of slow convalescence, memory
of times when all things were against
you, memory of pro=p ities that came in
like the full tide of the sea, memories of
a lifetime. What a bumidle!
1 lift that bundle to-day and unloose
the cord that binds it, and for a moment
on look in and see tenrs and smiles and
{nughwr and groans and noondays and
midnights of experience, and then I tie
again the bundle with henrtsirings that
bhave some time vibrated with jor and
anon been thrummed by fingers of woe.
o Bundle of hopes and ambitions als» is
almost every man and woman, especi iy
at the starting. What gains he will I o
vest, or whast reputation he will achicve.
or what bliss he will reach, or what luve
he will win. What makes college vom-
mencement day so entrancing to all o
us as we see the students receive Ll ir
diplomas and take up the garla il-
thrown to their feet? They will be Furn
daws in science: thes will be Tennyson

In poe.y; they will be Willard Parkers
in surgery; they will be Alexander Ham-
{ltons in national finance; they will be
Horace Greeleys in editorial chair; they
will be Websters in the Senate. Or she
will be a Mary Lyon in educational
realms, or a Frances Willard on reforma-
tory platform, or a Helen Gould in mili-
tary hospitals. Or she will make home
life radiant with helpfulness and self
gacrifice and magnificent womanhood.
Oh, what a bundle of hopes and ambi-
tions! It is a bundle of garlands and
from which I would not take one

sprig of mignonette nor extinguish one
spark of brilliance. They who start life
without bright hopes and Inspiring ambi-
tlons might as well not start at all, for
step will be a failure. Rather
mﬂ- I add to the bundle, and if I open
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' and the next, but that there are not
' ;more who go down irremediably.

take anything from it, but that I may
put into it more coronats and hosannas.

The Power toe Think.

Bundle of faculties i» every man and
every woman! Power to think—to think
of the past and through all the future,
to think upward and higher than the
highest pinnacle of heavan, or to think
downward until there is no lower abysm
to fathom. Power to think right, power
to think wrong, power to think forever,
for, once having begur to think, there
shall ba no terminus for that exercise,
and eternity itself shall have no power
to bid 18 halt. Faculties to love—filial
love, conjugal love, paternal love, mater-
nal love, love of country, love of God.

Faculty of judgment. with scales so deli-
cate and vet so mighty they can weigh
arguments, weigh emotions, weigh hea-
ven and hell. Faculty of will, that can
climb mountains or tunnel them, wade
seas or bridge them, accepting eternal
enthronemens or choosing everlasting
exile. Oh, what it is to be a man! Oh,
what it is to be o woman! Sublime and
infinite bundle of faculties! The thought
af it staggers me, swamps me, stuns me,
bewilders me, overwhelms me. Oh, what
& bundle of life Abignil of my text saw
in David, and which we ought to see in |
every human, yet immortal, being!

Enow, also, that this bundle of life
was put up with great care. Any mer- |
chant and almost any faithful house- !
holder will tell you kow much depends
on the way a bundle is bound. The cord
or rope must be strong enough  to held,
the knot must be well tied. You know
not what rough hamnds may toss that
bundle. If not properly put together,
though it may leave your hands in good
order and symmetrical, before it reaches
its proper destination it may be loosened
In fragments for the winds o scatter or
the rail train to lose.

Now, I have to tell you that this bun-
dle of life is well put together—the body,
the mind, the soul. Who but the omnipo-
tent God could bind suoch a bundle?
Anatomists, physiologists, physicists,
logicians, metaphysicians, declare that
we are fearfully and wonderfully made.
That we are a bundle well put together
I prove by the amount of journering we
cnn endure withous damage, by the
amonnt of rough handling we can suar-
vive, by the fact that the vast majority
of us go through life without the loss of
an cve, or the crippling of a limb, or the
destruction of a single energy of body or
faculty of mind. I subpoena for this trial
that man in vonder view 70 or 80 years
of age and ask him to testify that after
all the storms and accidents and vieissi-
tudes of a long life he still keeps his five
senses, and, though all the lighthouses
as old as he is have been reconstructed
or new lanterns put in, he has in under
his forehead the same two lanterns with
which God started him, and, though the
locomotives of 60 years ago were long ago
sold for old iron, he has the original
powers of locomotion in the limbs with
which God started him, and, though all
the electric wires that carried messages
25 years ago have been torn down, his
nerves bring messages from all parts of
his body as well as when God strung
them 75 years ago. Was there ever such
a complete bundle put together as the
human being? What a factory! What an
engine!“What a mill race! What a light-
house! What a locomotive! What an elec-
tric battery! What a furnace! What a
masterpiece of the Lord God Almighty!
Or, to employ the anticlimax and use the
figure of the text, what a bundle!

Is Properly Directed.

Know also that 1his bundle of life is
properly directed. Many a bundle has
missed its way and «isappeared becaunse

the address has droppusl and no one can
find by examination for what city or
town or neighborhood it was intended.
All great carrying companies have so
many misdirected packages that they
appoint days of vendue to dispose of
them. All intelligent people know the
importance of having a valuable package
plainly directed, the name of the one to
whom it is to go plainly written. Bag-
gage master and expressman ought to
know at the first glance to whom to take
it

This bundle of life that Abigail, in
my text, speaks of is plainly addressed.
By divine penmanship it is directed hea-
venward. However long may be the
earthly distance it travels, its destination
is the etermal city of God on high. Every
mile it goes away from that direction is
by some human or infernal fraud prac-
ticed against it. There are those who put
it on some other track, who misplace it
in some wrong conveyance, who send it
off or send it back by some diabolic mis-
carriage. The value of that bundle is
so well known all up and down the
universe that there are a million dishon-
est bands which are trying to detain or
divert it, or to forever stop its progress in
the right direction. There are so many
influences abroad to ruin your body,
mind and soul that my wonder is not
that so many are destroyed for this world
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Every human being is assailed at the
<tart. Within an hour of the time when |
this bundle of life is made up the assault '
berins. First of all, there are the infan- !
tile disorders that threaten the body just .
lanunched upon earthly existence. Scarlet
fevers and pneumonias, and diphtherias
and influenzas, and the whole pack of
epidemics gurronnd the cradle and
threaten its occupant, and infant Moses '
in the ark of bulrushes was not more |
imperiled by the monsters of the Nile
than every cradle is imperiled by ailments
all devouring. In after years there are
foes within and foes without. Evil appe- |
tite joined by out=idle allurements. Temp-
tations that have utterly destroyed more
people than now inhabit the earth. !
Gambling saloons amnd rummeries, and

where dissolutencss reigns supreme, |
enough in number to go round and round
and round the earth. Discouragements,
jealousies, revenges, malevolences, disap-
pointments, swindles, arsons, conflagra-
tions and cruelties which make continued
existence of the buman race a wonder-
ment. Was any valuable bundle ever so
impa'ﬂdllthilbnnﬁllﬂﬂifﬂ Oh, look

Eros
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!

at the address and get that bundle golng
in the right way! “Thou :4#alt love the
Lord thy God with all thy heart and
soul, and mind and strength.'’ Heaven
with its 12 pgates standing wide open
with invitation. All the forces of the
Godhead pledged for our heavenly arrival
if we will do the right thing. All angel-
dom ready for our advance and guldance.
All the lightnings of heaven so many
drawn swords for our protection. What a
pity, what an everlasting pity, if this
bundle of life, so well bound and so
plainly directed, does not come out at the
right station, but becomes a lost bundle,
cast out amid the rubbish of the uni-

versel
Yalos of the Bundles

Know also that a bundle may have in
it more than one invaluable. There may
be in it a photozraph of a loved one and
a jewel for a carcanet. It may contain an
embroidered robe and a Dore's illustrated
Bible. A bundle may have two treasures.
Abizail, In my text, recognized this
when she said to David, **The soul of
my lord is bound in the bundle of life
with the Lord thy God,'" and Abigail
was right. We may be bound up with a
loving and sympathetic God. We may be
as near to him as ever were emerald and
ruby united in one ring, as ever were
two deeds in one package, as ever yere
two vases on the same shelf, as ever
were two valuables in the same bundle.
Together in time of joy. Together on
earth. Together in heaven. Close compan-
ionship of God. Hear him, *‘I will never
leave thee nor forsake thee.”” *“‘For the
mountains shall depart and the hills be
removed, but my kindness shall not de-
part from thee, neither shall the covenans
of my peace be removed, saith the Lord
that hath mercy on thee.” And when
those Bible authors compared God's
friendship to the mountains for height and
firmness they knew what they were
writing about, for they well knew what
mountains are. Agl those lands are moun-
tainons. Mount Hermon, Mount Gilboa,

Mount Gerizim, Mount Engedi, Mount
Horeb, Mount XNebo, Mount Pisgah,

Mount Olivet, Mount Zion, Mount Mor-
{ah, Mount Lebanon, Mount Sinai, Mount
Golgotha. Yes, we have the divine prom-
ise that all those mountains shall weigh
their anchorage of rocks and move away
from the earth before a loving and sym-
pathetic God will move away from us if
we love and trust him. Oh, if we could
realize that according to my text we may
be bound uwp with that God, how inde-
pendent it would make us of things that
now harass and annoy and discompose
and torment us. Instead of a grasshopper
being a burden a world of care would be
as light as a feather, and tombstones
would be marble stairs to the king's pal-
ace, and all the giants of opposition we
would smite down hip and thigh with
great slanghter.

A God away up in the heavens is not
much consolation to us when we ges into
life’s struggle. It is a God close by, as
near to us as any two articles of apparel
were near to each other in that bundle
that you sent the other day to that shiv-
ering home, through whose roof the snow
gifted and througzh whose broken window
pane the night winds howled. It was
sanctified irony and holy sarcasm that
Elijah used when he told the idolaters of
Baal to pray louder, saying that their
god might be asleep, or talking, or on a
journey, or gone a hunting, but our God
is always wide awake, and always hears,
and is always close by, and to hima
whisper of prayer is as loud as an arch-
angel's trumpet, and a child's “Now 1
lay me down to sleep” is as easily heard
by him as the prayer of the great Scotch-
man amid the hichlands when pursued
by Lord Claverhouse's miscreants. The
Covenanter sald, “*O Lord, cast the lap
of thy cloak about these children of the
covenant,’’ and a mountain fox instantly
hid the pursued from their bloodshirsty
pursuers. I proclaim him a God close by.
When we are tempted to do wrong, when
we have questions of livelihood too much
for us, when we put our darlings into
the last sleep, when we are overwhelmed
with physical distresses, when we are
perplexed about what next to do, when
we come into combat with the king of
terrors we want a God close by. How do
you like the doctrine of the text, *‘ Bound
in the bundle of life with the Lord thy
God?”’ Thank you, Abigail, kneeling
there at the foot of the mountain utter-
ing consolation for all ages, while ad-
dressing David. No wonder that in after
time he invited her to the palace and put
her upon the throne of his heart as well
as upon the throne of Judah.

Will Be Welcomwad In Heaven.

Enow also that this bundle of life will
be gladly received when it comes to the
door of the mansion for which it was
bound and plainly directed. With what

that has been foretold by letter; some
holiday presentation; something that will
enrich and ornament our home; some
testimony of admiration and affection!
With what glow of expectation we untie
the knot and take off the cord that holds
it together in safety, and with what glad
exclamation we unroll the covering and
see the gift or purchase in all its beauty
of color and proportion. Well, what a
day it will be when your precious bun-
dle of life shall be opened in the “‘house
of many mansions"” amid saintly and
angelic and divine inspection! The bun-
dle may be spotted with the marks of
much exposure. It may bear inscription
after inscription to tell through what
ordeal it has passed. Perhaps splashed of
wave and scorched of flame, but all it
has within undamaged of the journey.
And with what shouts of joy the bundle
of life will be greeted by all the volces of
the heavenly home circle!

In our anxiety at last to reach heaven

' we are apt to lose sight of the glee or

welcome that awaits us if we get in ab
all. We all have friends up there. They
will somehow hear that we are coming.
Such close and swift and constant com-
muniecation is there Detween those up-
lands and these lowlands that we will
not surprise them by sudden arrival. If
loved ones on earth expect our coming
visit and are at the depot with carriage
to meet us, surely we will be met at the
shining zate by old friends now sainted
and kindred now glorified. If there were
no angel of God to meet us and show us
the palaces and guide us to our everlast-
ing residence, these kindred wonld show
us the way and point out the splendors
and guide us to our celestinl home, bow-
ered amd fountained and arched and
fllumined by a sun that never sets. Will
it not be glorious, the going in and the
settling down after all the moving about
and upsettings of earthly experience? We
will soon know all our neighbors, kingly,
queenly, prophetic, apostolic, seraphie,
archangelic. The precious bundle of life
opened amid palaces and grand marches
and acclamations. They will all be so
glad we have got safely through.
Bound Up With God's Love.

¢ : | Apples, per bbl ........8 b0 to &3
alacrity and glee we await some package

assured because It was bound up with
the life of God in Jesus Christ. Heaven
could not afford to have that bundle lost,
because it had been said in regard to its
transportation and safe arrival, “Xept by
the power of God through faith unto
complete salvation."” The veracity of fhe
heavens is involved In its arrival. If God
should fail to keep his promise to just
one ransomed soul the pillars of Jehovah's
throne would full, and the foundations
of the eternal city would crumble, and
infinite povertics would dash down all
the chalices and close all the banqueting
halls, and the river of life would change
its course, sweeping evervthing with deso-
lation, and frost wonld blast all the gar-
dens, and immeasurable sickness slay the
immortals, and the new Jerusalem be-
come an abandoned city, with no chariot
wheel on the streets and no worshipers in
the temple—a dead Pompell of the skies,
a buried Herculanium - of the heavens.
Lest anyone should doubt, the God who
cannot lie smites his omnipotent hand on
the side of his thron:, and takes affidavit,
declaring, “*As I live, said the Lord God,
I have no pleasure in the death of him
that dieth.” Oh! I cannot tell yon how ]
feel about it, the thought is so glorious.

THE MARKETS.

Lhan

Mavy Wheant Fell

Kecovered Hall o1 1t at Chicago

Cent, I'ut Later

—The (ol ions.

Livernool, March 7.—Wheat futures
vesterday opened below =aturday’s close,
but firmed up and closad @t a net gain of
1-5d per cental for the day on the March
and Moy options.

Chicago, March 7.—The weakness of
the early enbles, the cootinued absence of
crop damage reports and the large world's
shipments for the past week all combined
to weaken Chicnzo's wheat market yes-
terday, and salues fell off sharply. The
AMay option declined nearly a cent o
bushel, and the July delivery nearly
1'¢e. Later eable advices, anpouncing a
decrense for the past week of 627,000
bushels in the English visible supply,
caused a partial recovery.

Visible and Aflont,

Az compared with o week ago, the vis-
ible supply of whent in Canada and the
United States has decreased 443,000 bush-
els: that of corn has inereased 1,511,000
bushels, and that of oats has increased
654,000 bushels, The visible supply of
wheat in Canada and the United States,
tocether with that afloat to Hurope, is
G5.257.000 bushels, against 61,440,000
bushels a week age, and 72,132,000 bush-
els a vear ago.

Leading Whent Markets,

Ca=h. March. May, July.

Chicago... ... 8 — $— §72', 3 T0%
New York,,, — g23g 6 Tolg
Milwankee ., 721 — — —_
St. louls,,. 73 T 0% 6D
Toledo. ..... e — T, Tils
Detroat . .. .. Tdly — (s i
Duluth, No. 1

Northern, .. 683 2 69% §l
Dulath, No. 1

hard. ... iy — — ~
Minneapoliz, — Y TON S0
Toronto, red. 63 —- — -
Toronto, Mo,

1 hard (new) 82 — —

Lawrence Marker.
GRALXN.

Wheat, white, bu. . ... %0 Tilitod
Wheat, red, bu. .. ... el T3
Wheat, Fife, spring, bua. . Tl —

Toronto Si.

-

Wheat, goose, bu. ...... 68 g -
1 (o e ¥
Uats, bad, ....... e . a4 34
Buckwheat. m. .. ...... b2 -
Barley. bu: ... ... =
Peas, bu_,.., e 63 (iT
=R D=,
Red clover, b, .. ...... £3 30 to 83 70
White clover, d, bu. ., & 0D 3 0o
Alsike, cholee to fancy, 3 S0 4 20
Alsike, mood, No. 2 .., 3 B0 3 60
Alsike, good, No. 3 ,,, 3 00 3 4o
Timoshy, ba. .. ........ 1 20 1 35
Beans, white, bu, ... ... 30 1L
HAY AND STRAW.
Hay, timothy, per ton. §5 00 to §9 00

Hay, clover, per ton.... 6 J0 T U

Straw, sheaf, per ton... 6 0 7 00
=traw, loose, per ton. ., 4 00 5 00
DAIRY PRODUCTS=.

Buatter, 1b. rolls, ., .. ... .80 15 to $0 20
Butter, large rolls..... 14 T
Eggs, new laid........ 15 20

POULTRY.
Chickens, per pair. . ... 30 40 to §0 50
Turkeys, perlb........ 11 13
sSpring ducks, per pair. il a0

FRUITS AND VEGETABELES,
o

Iotatoes, per bag...... 5 =0

East Buflaloe Catile Market,

Cattle, cheice to exsra. .32 2o o 0 G0
Cattle, good to choice., ., 4 U0 b 0u
LR e e s 4 50 6 50
Sheep, choice to extra.. 4 40 4 i)
Sheep, good to choice.,, 4 25 4 40
Lambs, cholce to extra.. & ZU b 45
Lambs, good to choice, , b 1U b 20
Lambs, commeon to fair. 4 9 5 10
Hogs, medinm and heavy 3 45 4 00
Hogs, Yorkers. ........ 3 90 8 ud
PIEs BB 8 85
Montreal Live Stoclk.
Montreal, March 7.—The receipts of

cattle at the Kast Knd Abattoir yesterday
morning were 400 head of cattle, 75
ealves, 25 sheep, 50 lambs. There was a
good attendance, and the following prices
were firmly maintained:

Good cattle sold at from 4e to 4%c
per pound; lower grade from 2l4e to 3le
per pound. Calves sold from $2 to §8,
according to size. Sheep brought from de
to 3l¢c per pound for choice, and culls
from 2Ze to 23¢e per pound. Lambs sold
at from 41<c to Se per pound. Hogs sold
from £4.25 to $4.50.

Liverpool Mnarkets,

Liverpool, March 7.—Prices closed yes-
terday ns follows: Futures, red winter,
b3 T15d for March, 53 7 5-5d for May and
63 7 1-8d for July. Maize quier; 3s 51¢d
for March, 3s 5 1-8d for May and 33 bigd
for July. Flour, 183 6d.

Never. =
Mistah Johnsing—Why doesn't ¥yo
dance wif a springy, elastic step?
Miz Johnsing—Huh, niggah! Whoevah
heerd ob danecin wif rubbahs onf—XNew
York Journal.

He Did.

Nodd—If you want to adjust mattera
properly, why don’t you give your wife so
much a year?

Todd—I do, old man.
Nuggets.

So much!—

More Conaplenonu.
Editor—You want this “ad."” run nexs
to pure rending matter, I presume?
Asvertiser—Not at all.  Just put it

Onoce there it will be found that the | pext to something sensational.

safoty of that precious bundle of life wae
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| prain, to hear the

BETWEEN TW0 LOVES

(Continued.)

She turned away lest he should read
'1H‘ “OFTowWw ah 1]'“'[' I EpRse, I!‘l" “‘r*ljt ]
tlk'ng to her about the jonrney with
tll the calm anconcern imazinable,

“You must send some handsome pre-
wrts to your mother, Daizy.” he sa'd:
thongh 1 snppose she  would  rather
e one look at your than
hing youn conld

TG
<1l her”™
“My poor mother?”™ said Daisy., “She
Hd love me™

“Of course =he did,” he replied, not
irderstanding  the of her spee-h.
*I :i!llltl'li like Vol T 1,'J'Il|u1t_- hilr solne:
king—a handsome velver dress™

uny-

arpat

“and 1 shall go down to Fernvale my
self to take it.”

“shall you?" asked Duaisy,
(nee brishtening,

“Yeu, aud I shall tell your mother you
are so zreatly in love with the fair land
of IFrance, that you could not leave it,
even for her.”

And that was all he understood about
it.

her puale

CHAPTER XXIV.
SIit CLINTOX SURPRISED.

Never a word sakd Daizy. She helped
ker husband in all his packing, she ar-
t: nzedd his books and papers.

“1 nesd not take those,” said Sir Clin-
ton. *1 shall be back in the autumm;
I ean take them then.”

Qe did pot complain or reproach him,
but day by day she grew poorer amd
th noner: her eves grew more =ad, her
emile eume less frequently. e was
kind to her, but he did not notice the
chanze: even had he done so, he would
uever have attributed it to anyihing
conmnected with himself. It was her
own wish to remain—he did not know
that that wish was prompted by his in-
difference to her. She saw that from
the honr he decided on returning to
En=land, his spirits grew higher and
lichter: she heard him singing once
sweet little spateh  of song—a
thine he had never done since they had
married:  he  generally  walkel
about like o man overhburdenad with
sloom. He sang and langhed, he talkad
zavly about some friends whom he hop-
ol 1o meet, he seemed better and bright-
er than he had been for years.

“He i= relieved to get away from me,”
thounsht Daisy: “the very Thml:*,'ht of it
cheered him.  Why did he marey
me’

He made continual careless references
to the time when he should be gone,
uneonscions that each one was as a
gword in his roung wife's heart. Then
the day eame when his  preparations
all completed, and it was time
fo =tart.

He was cheerful
he bid her adien.

“Yon are quite sure, Daisy, that yrou
do not repent?’ he said. It is not too
late, if yon would like to go; I will wait
urntil to-morrow.”

=1 o not repent,” she replied. “You
will enjoy being by yourself™

e did not contradict it. though she

]:I!'-I'!l

hirs

and smiling when

wonld have given the whole world to
have heard him say it was not so.
il held her tightly in his arms, and

kizsed her.

“Cood-by, Daisy,” ke said: “take care
of vourself, enjoy yourself, have every-
Ming vou want: and if you feel dull,
o =pre that yon write and tell me =o;
shen I shall ecome for you at onece.”

The next moment he was gone., If
e had turned his head, he would have
soen that Daisy, his wife, had fallen
I'ke one dead to the ground; but he
never  turned look at her, and so

went on 1o his doom.
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be in  England
well-known tonsue
to see the familiar white
c'ifs, to feel at home. A few houts
and he was In  London—London, the
geone of his love and his sorrow, Min-
lilie, the first place he went to was his
¢lute: there he knew that he should hear

1t

was strange to

on all sides,

al! “he news, all the rumors of the day;
thoe o without having to ask any ques-
tinone himself, he would hear all there
Wol=- LI |..

1 was most warmly welcomed. Sir
Cl 1 Adair had always been a groaut
frverite in society, and when he was
gien onee again at the elub, every one
greed him with delight. YWhere had
he been?  What had he been doing?
He averwhelmed with questions.
Whot had induced him to leave Fng-
land suddenly?  What made him
gtay nvay so long? He evaded all those
questions -answoered them jestingly,
tl.en i down with a daily jonrnal in
his haods. One of his oldest friends,

Cir Gregory Hatwell, eame in, and was

gstounded at seeing him.
] hewan to fancy, Adair, that we
ghould never see you agnin, Where on

earth have you been? What have yom
been deing away from home so long?
We have heard all kinds of rumors
about yon—

A e them true,” said Sir Clin-
ton. “Tioe truth is, I had a severe ac-

cident, hien a longe illness: I woent to
France to receruit myself, and found my-
gelf =0 happr there I did not care to
come home. There is no mystery in my
ghsence, vou e,

“Ityt why did you never write to any
of us*"

“] ghould imagine that the principad
reason was beecause I had nothing 1o
gay,” replied Sir Clinton, langhingly. 1
stippose the world at home has gone oo
just as though I had been in it?

“I suppose s0; We are none of us miss-
ed for long—not even the best and
cleverest, You have just reached home
in time for the close of the season. I
was at a grand ball last evening.™

“Where was that?’ asked Sir Cl nton.

“It wag one given by the Duchess of
Rosecarn. She has given by far the
hest balls of the season.”

He had nerved himself to hear her
nsme; it might even be that he should
be compelled to look on her face or to
,peak to her; it was quite impos=ible
tn tell what complications might amse.
e had steeled himself, as he honestly
helisved.

“T'he Duchess of Rosecarn?' he said.
“] knew both the duke and duchzss
when I left England.” -

“They were only married last yorr,”

said Sir Gregory.

i

“They were not married when I knew
them, although there was sowme idea of
it even then. How Is the duke?"

He longed to say, “How s the
duchess?’ but his courage failed him.
His heart beat, his pulses thrilled at
the sound of her name. He did not
even hear Sir Gregory's answer.

“What folly!” he said to himself. *I,
who ought to be, who swore to be,
strong!
sclf! Neither her name, nor her fa-e
vor ber voice shall have power to move
me!"

“How is the duchess?" he asked: and
iz friend wondered at the strange tone
of hiz voice.

“She is what she always promised te
be, the prettiest woman in London, and,
I think, one of the most popular, too.”

“She was always that,”" said Sir
Clinton.

“No, not always, I think." replied Sir
Gregory. “She altered very much after
her marriage.”

Then he went on fo speak of some
other friends whom Sir Clinton had
known.

“Altered since her marrage! How
wes that?—in what way?" he tried to
think. *‘““Was she more or less beauti-
ful, more or less amiable, more or less
prond? How had she altered?’

He would have given anything to
know, mot that it concerned him par-
ticularly, but it is always interesting
to hear of a change in a person one has
known well.

He was overwhelmed with invita-
tions, but he steadfastly refused them.
e was not going to place himself in
the way of temptation. Lady Sant
pressed him to come to her entertaio-
ment.

“You will meet the Duke and Dinchess
of Rosecarn,” she said, “and the duke
is so much improved since his mar-
nage.”

“It is a great inducement,” he repli-
ed. “but I must decline.”

He laughed bitterly to himseit when
Lady Sant had gone away.

“S¢ much improved, has he? Lady
May has improved him, I suppose—
targht him elocution, perhaps. among
other accomplishments! I did not know
that there was room for improvement
in his grace!”

He began to wonder if, after all, he

had done wisely in returning: If he
was to hear continually about ILady

May, he had better have remained in
France.

Two nights afterward he went with
some friends to a concert, given at the
mansion of a great princess, for a
charitable purpose. 8Sir Gregory join-
¢d him there.

“We shall have all the celebrities of
London, here to-night,” he said. “and,
among others. the Duke and Duchess
of Rosecarn.”

“I do not think I shall remain,” he
suid, hastily.

He was a strong man, but the
thonght of seeing her made him trem-
ble like a reed in the wind. Then he
reproached himself again for his folly,
for weakness,

“What is she to me now?' he said—
“only another man's wife, just as I am
another woman's husband. What cun
it matter whether I see her or not?”

“There is the duke,” said Sir Gre-
gory, “and the duchess, too. She js
talking to Lady Sant, and Lady Sant
is my particular aversion.”

She was there, He did not look im-
mediately, for a blood-red mist came
before his eves, the noise of rushing
waters in his ears; he trembled like a
leaf, then clenched his hands and bit
his lips, te keecp himself steady.

“The duchess looks very lovely to-
night,” eaid Sir Gregory: “in my iden,
ghe is the best-dressed woman in Lon-
don."

He remembered her—dear Heaven!
how well he remembered her, as =he
stood in the full glare of the light, her
jewels gleaming, her proud eves flash-
ing scorn! How well he remembered
the queenly gesture, the wave of the
white hand, the cruel, cutting, bitter
words that came from her lips! Was he
merd, to run the risk of meeting hor
again?

“Do vou think the duchess much
changed?" asked Sir Gregory.

Then he raised his eyes and looked.
Great Heaven, that was not Lady May!

“I do not see the duchess,’” he said.
in & strange voice,

"o vou see the lady in the cream-
ecclored brocade?—that is the duchess.
She has a diamond tiara. She iz talk-

ing to Lady Sant—you Lkoow Lady
Sant?
“Yes,” he replied, slowly: “I know

Lady Sant. Is that lady the Duchess
of Rosecarn?”

“Yes: I thought you said you knew
her,” said Sir Gregory, almost im-
patiently. “She was ome of the Lan-
deles—Lady Anne Landeie—and she
has improved wonderfully since she be-
ceme Duchess of Rosecarn.”

“I'hat was not the lady I expected
to see,” said Sir Clinton, slowly.

Sir Gregory langhed.

“Whom did you think the duke had
married, then?

“I fancied I had heard thgt he was
engaged to some ome else, but I may
have been mistaken.”

He was beginning to speak slowly:
it seemed to him that the life-blood
was freezing in his veins—that his lips
were growing stiff and would not move.

“I never heard that the duke was en-
grged to any one else. He was in love
with Miss Stanhope, people said, and
with Lady May Trevlyn; but he was
never engaged t5 either of them.”

Great drops stood on his forchead. e
clutched the back of a chair, and leaned
heavily upon it.

“I read it—I remember now,” he said.
“I read in one of the papers that he
wos to marry—" g

Then he stopped abruptly; not to have
saved his life coudd he have uttered the
name,

“That he was to marry Lady May
Treviyn,” waid Sir Gregory. coolly.
“Yes, I remember reading that; but
it wus -ontradicted the next day.”

“Ther it was not true?’ sald Sir
Clinton.

“Trae! How coulil it be true? Your
wits have left you, Adair. How could
it be true when he married Lady Anne?
I know that he admired Lady Treviyn
very much, but she would have nothing
to say to him."”

“Why?" he asked, in a hoarse volce,
quite unlike his own.

“] do not know,” replisd Sir Gregory,
lightly. “People were kind enough to
gay it was because she_liked some ome

I will—I will be master of my- |

else. What has come to ¥you, Adai-?
What are vou looking at? I beliseve vou
have left your sense, and reason, and
wits in France."

“This London world is new te me”
he said.

Just then the Duke of Rosecarn saw
him, and came across the rovom to greet
him.

“You are an entire stranger, Sir Clin-
ten,” he said; “you have had time to
travel over the world,. You find =
great many changes among us. Let me
introduce vou to the duchess™

And, before Sir Clinton could apswer,
he was bowing to a very lovely lady,
with pink and white face, golden brown
hair. and langhing eyes. How different
to Lady May! He never remembered
what he had =aid to her, and the duch-
¢« mnst have thought him strange, for
when he came to a full conscionsness
of what was passing arouond him, she
was asking him if he had been il

1. never knew either how the night
went on. Peaple spoke to him, and he
answered them: they greeted him, and
he replied to their greeting; but one idea
possessed, one thought engrossed him—
after all, Lady May bhad not married
his rivall

CHAFPTER XXYV.
“IF 1 LOST, HE HAS XOT WOX."

A beautiful morning, and Sir Clint)a
A dair sat at his sumptuously appointed
breakfast table. A bright warm, sunny
morning, the world laughing under the
levely light of the sun. He had taken
up the papers one after another, and
in exwch of them found an announce-
ment of his arrival.

“Qip Clinton Adair returned from the
Continent on the 23rd.”

His coming home, therefors, would
not long be a secrel.

A curious fecling was on him; grado-
ally he awoke 1o 2 mew feeling of life;
a new sensation, as of bhope and am-
bition, stirred within him., It was such
a busy world, a bright, busy, hopeful
world: men all seemed intent on busi-
ness or pleasure; there waa actiom,
energy, aninfition—how different from
the life of stagnation he had been living
at Seville. He shuddered as he thought
of it.

“After all” he said to himself, “men
are born to be men, not hermits.™

He knew that he should never have
gone through the hermit's stage of his
existence but for the love and the sor-
row that had driven him mad.

His return would be a matter of pub-
lic gossip to-day, to-morrow forgoitea;
but one thing struck him, he must de-
clure his marriage; no one here in
England knew anything ebout it, and
every moment in which the announce-
ment was delaved it became more dif-
ficult. Why, he could not tell, Dalsy
was a lovely, lovable girl, devoted w
him: she was graceful and accomplish-
ed, he had no need to feel ashamed of
her: no one knew anything of her birth
or connpections, neither was there any
peed for them to know. He asked him-
self, over and over again, how it was
that he disliked the idea of announc:ng
it? Perhaps he feared that he would
be teased for leaving his beauntful
voung wife far away; perhaps he dis-
liked the idea of making himself the
subject of conversation. Whatever it
was, Sir Clinton thoroughly disliked the
task.

“T will do it to-morrow,” he said; “m
few hours' peace is all T ask.”

He looked through the “Fashionable
Intelligence;” there was mno Dews OO
Ladv May. He longed to ask. He
thought to himeelf that he would spemd
tte morning at his club; there he should
probably hear some pews of her—she
was one of those of whom men never
weary in speaking. On his way there
he met one or two old friends. He
would have given the whole world for
strongth to have asked one of them
something of Lady May—to bhave
thrown his head back, with a careless,
jaunty air, and have asked:

“By the way, how is Lady May Trev-
lyn? Is she married yet?

He even, in the solitude of his owm
room, tried how the words would
sound: he said them aloud. blushing
horribly at his own folly. Ewven thecw
alone, with no eve to see him, no e
to hear him—even there he stammered
over the words.

No, it was impossible; he gave up
the idea—of Do man or woman living
conld he ask the question, 10 Do man
or woman could he speak of his lost,
dear love in cool, unconcerned tones.
He must trust to chance; surely there
at the club, where they discussed evesy
one and everything, they would talk of
Lady May.

He was profuse in his greetings, al-
ware hoping that in returm for what he
had said some one would speak of Lady
May, It would have seemed as thongh
there was a general conspiracy not ot
mention her name: no one even alluded
to her. All the gossip of the day was
freely and fully discussed—the Duchess
of Itoseearn’s ball, L.ady Leeson's party,
the dance at Lord Rushton’s—but of the
one subjeet of which he thirsted with
his whole soul to hear there was not
a sound.

He listened intontly, hardly losing ome
word that was said on either side of
him: he would fain have turned to them
and cried:

“Tell me something of Lady May.”

He asked questions that he thought
wonld lead to the subject, but they
failed. So far as learning one word
which concerned his beautiful, lost love
the whole morning was a failure. He
could mot help feeling touched by the
warm welcome given to him everywhere
—he was literally inconvenienced with
invitations.

Where had he been? What had he
been doing? Where had he hidden him-
gelf?

His hand was grasped in friendship
a2 hundred times: one pressed him to
dine, another begged for the evening.
In short, Sir Clintom Adair was half
bewildered by the warm welcome ex-
tended to him.

“And this is the world I flew from)"
he thought to himself; “these are the
friends I left in disgust, simply be-
cause a woman's folly had driven me
mad.”

He lunched with Colonel Dempster,
and as they sat at the table he triel
hard to introduce the mname of Lady
May. The gallant colonel talked of all

the belles and beauties, but never men-
tioned her.
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