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LIFE INRETROSPECT

Dr. Talmage Calls the

Memories.

Roll of Many Stirring

Drawing Helpful Lessons From

——

Washington, May 7.—This sermon wof
Dr. Talmage calls the roll of manv
ltlrrl::lg memwories  and  interprets the
Elf;:;ixg of life's viclssitudes. The toxs

ms xxxix, 3, ““While
the flre burned." S

Here is David, the psalmist, with the
forefinger of Lis right band agminst his
temple and the door shut agninst the
world, engaged in contempiation. And
it would be well for ns to take the same
posture often while we sit down In sweet
solitnde to contemplate.

In a small island off the coast of Nova
Ecotia I once passed a Sabbath in delight-
ful solitude., for I had resolved that I
wottld have one day of entire qulet before
1 entered upon avtumnal work. I thought

tudes of Life--Advantages of the Early Home
Teachings and Surroundings.

to bhave spent the day in laying out plans
for Christian work, but instead of that
it became a day of tender reminisconce.
1 reviewed my pastorate; I shook hands
with an old departed friend, whom 1
shall greet acain when the curtains of
Ufe are lifted. The days of my bovhoad
came back, and I was 10 vears of age,
and I was 8§, and I was 5. Thers was but
one honsa on the island, and yet from
Sabbath darbreak, when the bird chant
woke me, until the evening melted into
the Bay of Fundy, from shore to shore
there were ten thousand memories, and the
groves were a-hum with wvolces that had
long ago censed.

Youth is aps too much to spend all its
time In looking forward. Old age i3 apt
too mnuch to spend all its time in locxing
backward. People in midlife and on the
apex look both ways. It would be well
for us, I think, however, to spend more
time In reminiscence. By the constitution
of our natars we spend most of the time
looking forward. And the vast majority
of people live not so much in the present
as in the future. 1 find that you mean 60
make a reputation, you mean to establish
yourself, and the advantagea thas you
axpect to achieve alsorb a great deal of

our time. But I ses no harm in this, if

t does not make vou discontented with
the present or disqualify you for existing
dutles. It i3 a useful thing sometimea to
look back and to see the danpgers we have
escaped and to see the sorrows we have
suffered and the trizls and wanderings of
our earthly pilgrimage and to sum up
our enjoyments. I mean, so far as God
may help me, to stir up your memory of
the pass, so that in the review you may
be encouraged and humbled and urged to

I|I11'J.T.2Ir:-m-un iIs a chapel in Florence with a
fresoo by Guido. It was covered up with
two Inches of stuceo until our American
and Enropean artists went thers, and
after long toil remmoved the covering and
retraced the {resco. And I am aware that
the memory of the past, with many of
you, is all covered np with oblitcrations,
and I now propose, so far as the Lord
may help me, to take away the covering,
that the old plcture may shine out agaln.
I want to Lbind in one sheaf all your past
advantages, andd I want to bind in an-
other sheaf ull your pass adversities, It is
a precions barvest, and I must be can-
sloua how I swing the scythe,
Oar Early surroundings,

Among the greatest advantages of your
past life were an eurly home and its sur-
roundings. The Lad men of the day, for
the most pars, ¢ip their heated passions
out of the boiling spring of an unhappy
home. We are not surprised to find that
Byron's beart was a concentration of sin
when we hear his mother was abandoned
and that she made sport of his inflrmity
and often called him ‘‘the lame brat."
He who has vicious parents has to fight
every Inch of his way if he would main-
tain his integrity and at last reach the
home of the good in heaven. Perhaps
your early home was in a city. It may
bave been when Pennsylvania avenue,
Washington, was residential, as now 1t is
commmercial, and Canal street, New York,
was far up town. Thas old house in the
clty may bave been demolished or changed
into stores, and it seemed like sacrilege
to you, for there was more meaning in
that small honse than there is in a gran-
{te mansion or a turreted cathedral
Looking back, vou see it as though it
wern yesterday—the sitting room, where
the loved one sat by the plain lamp
light, the mother at the evening stand,
the brothers and sisters, perhaps long

thered into the skies, then plotting
mischief on the floor or under the tabla,
ar father with firm voice commanding

a gilence that lasted half a minute.

Oh. those were good days! If you bad
your foot hurt, your mother always had
a soothing salve to heal it. If you were
wronged in the street, your father was
always ready to protect you. The year
was one round of frolic and mirth. Your

trouble was an April shower,
more sunshine than shower. The hears
had not been ransacked by trouble, mor
had sickness broken it, and no lamb had
a warmer sheepfold than the home in
which your childhood nestled.

Perbaps you were Lbronght up in the
country. You stand now to-day in mem-
ory under the old tree You clubbed it
for fruit that was not quite ripe, because

a couldn’s walt any longer. You hear
II‘:B brock rumbling along over the peb-
bles. You step again into the fwrrow
where your father In his shirt sleeves
shouted to the lazy oxen. You frighten
the swallows from the rafters of the barn
and take jist one egg and silence your
conscience by saying they will not miss
it You take a drink again out of the
yery bucket that the old well fetched

ap. You go for the cows at night and
find them pushing their

streets you wish you were home again Of

that cool grass or in the rag
of the farmhonse, through which there

mﬁtha'brmﬂhntnaﬂmmharurthl

blossom of buckwheat.

Memories of Home.

{ struck through with

heads through
the bars. Ofttimes in the dusty and busy

Past Experiences and Vicissi-

brow may have gone to his everlasting
rest. The mother who used to sit at the
door a little bent over, cap and spectacles
on, her face mellowing with the vicissl-
tudes of many Fears, may have put down
her gray head on the pillow in the valley,
but forget that home youn never will.
Have vou thanked God for it? Hawve you
rehearsed all these blessed reminiscences?
Oh, thank God for a Christian father!
Thank God for a Christian mother!
Thank God for an early Christian altar
at which you were taught to kneell
Thank God for an early Christian homel

I bring to mind another passage in the
bistory of your life. The day came when
you set up your own household. The days
passed along in qniet blessedness. You
twain sat at the table morning and night
and talked over your plans for the future.
The most insignificant affair in your life
became the subject of mutual consulta-
tion and advisement. You were so happy
you felt you never could be any happier.
One day a dark cloud hovered over your|
dwelling, and it got darker and darker,
but out of that cloud the shining messen-
ger of God descended to incarnate an|
immortal spirit. Two little feet started |
on an eternal journey, and Yyou were 0,
lead them, a gem to flash in heaven's
coronet, and you to polish it Eternal |
ages of light and darkpess watching the
starting out of a newly-created creature.
You rejoiced and you trembled at the
responsibility that in your possession an
{mmortal treasure was placed. You
praved and rejoiced and wept and won-
dered. You were earnest in supplication
that you might lead it through life Into|
the kingdom of God. There was a tremor
in your earnestness. There was a double
interest about that home. There was an’
additional interest why you should stay
there and be faithful, and when in a few|
months your house was filled with the
music of the child’s laughter you wers|
the fact that you,
bad a stupendous mission. |

Have you kept that vow? Have you|
peglected any of these dutiest Is your

| home as much to you as it used to bef |

Have those anticipations been gratifled?;
God help you in your solemn remin-|
iscence, and let his mercy fall upon your|
soul, if your kindness bas been 1ll
requited. God have mercy on the parent
on the wrinkles of whose face 1s written |
the story of a child's sin. God have mercy |
on the mother who, in addition to her
other pangs, bhas the pang of a child’s
iniquity. Oh, there are many. many sad |
sounds in this sad world, but the saddest
sound that is ever heard is the breaking
of a mother's hears! |

1 find avnosher point in your life his-|
tory. You found one day you wers in the
wrongz roasi; you could not sleep at|
pight; there was just ome +word that|
seemed to sob through your banking
house or threugh your office or your shop |
or your bedruvom, and that word was|
“gternity.’” You said: “I’m not ready for|
it. Oh, God have mercy!” The Lord|
heard. Peace came to your beart. In the
breath of the hill and in the waterfall’s!
dash you heard the voloe of God's love;!
the clouds and the trees hailed you with i
gladness; you came into the house of)
God. You remember how your hand
trembled as you took up the cup of the
communion. You remember the old mlnal

e

istar who consecrated it, and you remem- |
ber the church officials who carried it
through the aisle; you remember the old |

people who at the close ci the service
took yvour hand in theirs in congratulast- i
ing sympathy, as much as to say, “*Wel-
come home, yeu lost prodigal,’ and,
though those hands be all withered away, |
that communlon Sablash is resurrected |
to-day. It ia resurrected wish all ita pray- |
ers and songs and tears and sermons and
transfiguration. Have you kept those

vows? Have vou been a backslider? God |
help you. This day kneel at the foot of |

mercy and start again for benven. Start
now as you started then. 1 rouse your
soul by that reminiscence.

Buat I must not spend any more of my
time in going over the advantages of
yvour life. I just pus them in one great

the reapers sing.
the Lord, ye crowned spirits of heaven!

Ia the =hadowi.

But some of you have not always had
a smooth life.
the shadovww.

Fou once Were.

versities. Then I will just take t;wn—t.hni
first trouble and the last trouble. -

hilarity. With the bright clear oar you
made the boat skip. You went on, and
ltfe grew brighter, until after awhile sud-
denly a voice from heaven sald, “‘Halt!"
and quick as the sunshine you halted,

sorrow. You had no idea that the flush
on your child’s cheek was an unhealthy
flush. You said it cannot be anything
geriouns. Death in slippered feet walked
round about the cradle. Youn did not hear
the tread. But after awhile the truth
flashed on yon. You walked the floor.
Oh, if you could, with your strong, stous

destroyer! You went to your room, and
yon sald: **God, save my child! God,
save my child!"

The world seemed going out in dark-
nesa. You said, ‘I can't bear it; I can’s
bear it.”* You felt as if you could not
put the long lashes over the bright

never to see them again sparkle. If you
conld have taken that little ome In your
arms and with it leaped the grave. how

and gladly you would have done 1t! If you

could let your property go, your houses

' go, your land and your storehonse go, |

how gladl wounld have allowed them
mﬂupartg II'I:‘:;H, conld only have kep¥
that one treasure!

But one day there came s ohill
blast that sweps through the

Some of you are now in |
Others had their troubles |
vears ago. You are a mere wreck of what |
I must gather up the |
sorrows of your past life. But how shall | .
Idoit? You say thatls impossible, as | land, and it is the richest land in all the

you have had so many troubles and ad- |

when vou are walking along the ut:aet!
and there has been music in the distance |
you unconsciously find yourselves keep- |
ing step to the musie, so, when you I
started life, your very life was a musical ;
time beat. The air was full of joy and |

you grew pale, you confronted your first |

and instantlr all the lights went out,
and shere wis darkness—thick, murky,
impenetrable, shuddering darkness. Bus
God did not leave you there. Mercy spoke.
As you took up the bister cup to put it
to your lips God said, “‘Let it pass,” and
forthwith, as by the band of angels, an-
vther cup was put into your hands. It
was the cup of God's consolation. And
as you have sometimes lifted the head of
a wounded soldier and poured wine into
his lips, so God puta his left arm under
your head and with his right hand he
pours into your lips the wine of his com-
fort and his consolation, and you looked
at the empty eradle and looked at your
broken heart, and you looked at the
Lord's chastisement, and you sald, *‘Hven
so, Father, for so it seemeth good in thy
sight.”

Ah, 1t was vour first trouble. How did
you get over 1t? God comforted you. You
have been a better man ever since. You
have been a better woman ever since. In
the jar of the closing gate of the sepul-
cher you heard the clanging of the open-
ing gate of heaven, and you felt an irre-
gistible drawing henvenward. You have
been spiritnally better ever since that
night when the little one for the last
time put its arms around your neck and
said: “Good night, papa; good night,
mamma. Meet me in heaven.”

But I must come to your latest sor-
row. What was it? Perhaps it was sick-
ness. The child’s tread on the stair or the
tick of the watch on the stand disturbed
you. Through the long weary days you
counted the figures in the carpet or the
flowers in the wall paper. Oh, the weari-
ness of exhaustion! Ohb, the burning
pangs! Would God is were morning,
would God it were night, was your fre-
quent cry. But you are better, or perbaps

even well. Have you thanked God that!
to-day you can come out In the fresh |

air; that you are in your place to hear
God's name and to sing God's praise and
to implore God’'s help and to ask God’s
forgiveness? Bless the Lord who healeth
all our discases and redeemeth our lives
from destruection.

Perhaps your last sorrow was a flnan- ‘
olal embarrassment. I congratulate E‘N:I:Iﬂ]

of you on your lucrative profession or
occupation, on ornate apparel, on a com-
modions residence—everything you pud

your hands on seems to turn to gold. Bu!
there are others of you who are like the/

ship on which Paul sailed where two seas
met, and you are broken by the violence
of the waves. By an unadvised indorse-
ment, or by a conjunction of unforeseen
events, or by flre or storm, or & senseless
panic, you bave been flung headlong,

and whera you once dispensed great char-
ities now you have hard work to win
your daily bread. Have you forgotten to
thank God for your days of prosperity
and that through vour trials some of you
have made investments which will con-
tinue after the last bank of this world
has exploded and the silver and gold are
molten in the fires of a burning world?
Have you, amid all your losses and dis-
couragements, forgot that there

r

|
wasg |

bread on your table this morning and |

that there shall be a shelter for your
head from the storm, and there 13 air for
your lungs and blood for your heart and
light for your eye and a glad and glorious
and triumphant religion for your soul?
Perhaps your last tronble was a ber-
eavement. That heart which in childhood
was your refuge, the parental beart, and
which hns been a source of the quickest
pathy ever since, bas suddenly be-
come silent forever. And now sometimes,
whenerer in sudden annoyance and with-
out deliberation you say, ‘I will go and
tell mother,’” the thought flashes on you,
“] have no mother.” Or the father, with
volce less tender, but with heart as lov-
Ing, watchful of all your ways. exultant
over your success without saying much,
although the old people do talk it over
by themselves, his trembling band on
that staff which you now keep os a fam-
ily relic, his memory embalmed in grate-
ful hearts—is taken away forever. Or
there was your companion in life, sharer
of your joys and sorrows, taken, leaving
the heart an old ruin,
winds blow over a wide wilderness of
desolation, the sands of the desert driving

across the place which once bloomed like

the garden of God. And Abraham
mourns for Sarah at the cave of Mach-
pelah. As you were moving along your
path in life, suddenly, right before you,
was an open grave. People looked down,
and they saw it was only a few feet wide,
but to you it was a cavern, down which
went all your hopes and all your expecta-
tions. But cheer up, in the name of the
Lord Jesus Christ, the Comforter. He ls
not going to forsake you. Did the Lord
take that child out of your arms? Why,
he is going to shelter it better than you
could. He is going to array it in a white
robe and palm branch and have it all
ready to greet you at your coming home.

gheaf, and I call them up in your mem- | Blessed the broken heart that Jesus
ory with one lond harvest song, such as |
Praise the Lord, ¥e .

blood bought immortals on earth! Praise

heals! Blessed the importunate ory that
Jesus compassionates! Blesskd the weep-
ing eye from which the soft hand of
Jesus wipes away the tear!

The Closing of Life.

Some vears ago I was salling down the
St. John River, which is the Rhine and
the Hudson commingled, and while I
wa3s on the deck of the steamer a gentle-
man pointed out to me the places of in-
terest, and he said. “* All this is interval

provinces of New Brunswick and Nova
Scotia.’” “What," said I. "*do ¥ou mean
by ‘interval land?’ ** ‘“Well,” bhe eaid,
“this land is submerged for a part of the
venr, Spring freshets come down, and all
these plains are overflowed with water,
and the water leaves rich deposlt, and
when the watera are gone the harvest
springs up, and there i3 a richer harveat
tiian I know of elsewhere.”” And I in-
srantly rthought, *““It is not the helghts af
the chnreh, and it is not the heights of
this world that are the scene of the great-
e=t prosperity, but the soul over which
the flooids of sorrow have gone—the soul
over which the freshets of tribulation
have torn their way—that yields the
greatest fruits of righteousness and the
largess havvest for timee and the richest
harvest for eternity.’” Bless God tha#
your soul is interval land!

band, have wrenched that child from the |

eyes, |

There is one more point of absorbing
reminiscence, and that is the last hour of
life, when we have to look over all our

existonce. What a moment that will

i ba! I place Napoleon's dying reminiscence
| on St. Helena beside Mrs. Judson's dying

| reminiseence in the harbor of St. Helena,
' tho same island, 20 years after. Napoleon’s
' dying reminiscence was one of delirium
| —"Tete d'armee’’'—*Head of the army."”
Mrs. Judson's dying reminiscence, as she
came home from her missionary toil and
her life of self sacrifice for (3od, dring in
| the cabln of the ship in the barbor of St.
| Helena, wwas, “‘I always did love the Lord
| Jesus Christ.”” And then, the historian
| says, she fell into a sound sleep for an

hour and woke amid the songs of angola.

I place the dying reminiscence of Augus-

ltn: Ceasar against the dying reminiscence

where the 1}

all them what love

eternity.

Isoence of Augustus Ceasar was, address-

ing his attendants, “‘Have 1 played my

part well on the stage of life?" and they
answered in the affirmatiwe, and he said,

‘““Why, then, don't you appland me?"
The :I]ring "reminiscence of Paul the

apostle was, I have fought a good fight,

I have finished my course, I have kept
the faith: henceforth there s laid up for
me a crown of righteousness, which the
Lord, the righteous Judge, will give me
in that day, and not to me omly, but to
his appearing."
Augustus Caesar died amid pomp and
great surroundings. Paul uttered his dg;
ing reminiscence looking up through %
we!l of a dungeon. God grant that our
dying pillow may be the closing of a use-
ful life and the opening of a glorious

MARKET REPORTS.

Wheat Cables Are sSteady—The Yisible
Supply of Whent—Loeal Markets

Yery Quiet—Frices,.

Liverpool, May 9.—Wheat
closed the same as Saturday.

Yisible and Afloat.

The visible supply of wheat in the
United States and Canada, together with
amount afloat to Kurope. is 67,786,000
bushels, an incrense of 1,322,000 bushels
for the week, A year ago the total was
62,195,000 bushels, or 5,658,000 bushels
less than at the present time.

Leading Wheat Markets,
Following were the closing prices: ag
important centTes yesterday:

futures
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}flilwn.ulzm__ T3 - o == “My love! my love! Oh, how I have
- AR Eﬁ Eﬁ itk migsed you!"
}]uuil;g?t. ...... ;ili ':T:H ‘“ He h:'H_] not missed hor: she was
1}1;1;1[]-.FL_‘~.','.';,_-_1 G £ thﬂrelmth :r::u, : Of whom was he!
Northern.,, 72 TP - | ¥ sr_n-:m|!1,-_r'3 She did not even _lmnw that
Duluth, No. 1 his voice counld take such loving, tenler
hard. ...... 75 7 i | tones: and, as all these thoughts passad |
Minneapolis, 693¢ 703( 633 | through her mind, she stood still, look-

Toronto. red. Eﬂ
Toronto, No.

cheese at the Utica Board of Tride yester-

day were as follows: Large white, 40,

boxes at Bo; large colored, 873 at Ye and
80 at 914c; small colored, 254 at 8lgc, 25
at 8¢ and 284 at 83{ec; small white,
180 at 83{c and 135 at
893 boxes sold on commission.
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BETWEEN TWO LOVES

By BERTHA M. CLAY,

e ———e

She devoted herself to that task—it
wus not a very difficult ome. It was
sasy to see from his absorbed man-
ner, from his fits of deep thought and
abstraction, that his mind was else
where: and once—Daisy never forgot
that hour: it was the early dawn of the
merning, and she was frightened—there
was an unnsual noise in the house, and
she fancied some one was breaking into

ge. There were |

Enst Buflaloe Catile Market.

it. Hastily throwing on a dressing-gown,
she weni to her husbapd's room 10
srouse h'm. FEven in the midst of her
tear she conld not help watching him
as he slept—the handsome, haggard
face: with its deep lines of pain.  She
tonched  him lightly, speaking in &
whisper, Suddenly his face lighted up.

«3y love! my love!” he cred. “Oh,
how I have missed you!™

Then his dized, half-waking eyes fell
on the face of Daisy. His voice chang-
ed to a tone of cold, indifferent sor-
prise.

“ls thet you, Daisy?
me,"

She was a warm-hearted, impetuous
woman, this sweet Daisy, and she felt
very wnch inclined to throw down the
taper she held in her hands and stamp
her Pttle foot on the ground.

“What did he mean? Who was his
love—-hiz Jove!—an whom he had called

You startled

ing fixedly at him, forgetting everything |
else in this one wonder.

1 hard inew) 80 “Why are you locking at me so,
Toronto St Y orwronoe Market. D:Iiﬁ}"}‘" he asked. *“What is the mat-
: 2 ter?’
Wheat white. huh“.{“ﬂ 711 to $ She had f:}r,':':_ullh'll the f:ltl:‘iiﬂ]- nuia-_rr,.
Whiaat sed Pail e 71 % the house-breakers, and all  else; has
Wheat, Fife, spring, bu. 67 gg | Words seemed to rouse her, !
Wheat, goosa, ba_...... 65% “What do I want? she repeated, |
e e 43 with the vacant air of one who bad)]
Pead o e 6214 .. | forgotten her messagze. “I came to tell
PR P T e R . BTX g8 | you that—that I heard a strange noise,
12y i MRS R R N | ~land 1 fear therec are thieves in the|
Buckwheat, bli......... 1] house,™
SEEDS. “You have not hurried on your mis-
Red clover, bu......... 43 00 to #3 50| sion, Daisy,” he said, with a good-tem-
White clover, seed, bu . 5 00 8 U0 | pered langh; “they have had time to get
| Alsike, cholce to fancy. 8 80 4 20 in while vou have been looking at me." |
Alsike, good. No. 2., ... 3 50 g8 60 “Youn amazed me” she said, in her|
Alsike, good, No. 8., ... 3 00 8 ‘19 earnest, straightforward way., “Deo :,'uun:ll.I
Timothy, bu........... 1 20 1 353} ynow what von said before you were |
Beans, white, b ...... 80 %0 | quite awake?”
HAY AND STRAW. “Nao,” he replied: “that T certainly do
Hay, timothy, per ton.$11 00 to 2§12 50 | pot”
Hay, clover, per ton.... 8 00 g U She told him. still keeping her un-
Straw, sheaf, per ton... 7 00 -« | changing eves on hiz face,
Straw, loose, per ton... 4 00 6w “Caro,” she asked. “who is this love
DAIRY PRODUCTS. whom you have missed so termibly ™’ |
Butter, 1b. rolls. . ...... 30 14 to $ 17| “My dear, Daisy.’ he said, “is a man
Butter, large rolls . | . 18 14 | acconntalle for what he savs in his!
Eggs. new laid. .. .. .., 11 13 ' glpep—for his dreams?” |
POUGLTRY. “Were yvou dreaming?’ asked earnest
Chickens, per pair...... $0 75 to %0 9 l Daisy. |
Tarkeys, per lb. ....... 13 15 “I suppose I must have been,” he re-
FRUITS AND VEGETARLES. plied. with an uneasy laugh. l.
Apples, per brl. ....... 3 50 to &4 00| “Them, Caro, 1 would rather be the
Potatoes, per bag.. . .. 80 o) | one yon love ]'1| your dreams than the:
e A e AR one vou love in your waking hours. It |
; geoms to me the dream-love has the |
Utica, N.Y., May 9.—The sales of best of it.”

When Sir Clinton examined into the |
cause of the noize, it was discovered |
to be nothing more than the bursting of
a bottle of champagne: but the incident |
did not pass from Daisy’s mind. He |
had a love, or he could not dream of
her: that it was not herself, the differ- |
ence in his voiece when he spoke of his |

Cattle, choice to extra, .§o 2 to ¥5 35 love and then to Daisy was quite suf- |
Cﬂt-ﬂl.-", Hﬂl'.'l-l]. to choice. . . 4 00 g .E.gi ficient to show her. even if ﬂﬂth‘iﬂﬂ' E']Fll"i'
e e oin s gl G TmeniICnE ad ducthies 16% whs
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Lambs, choico toextra.. 6 15 (4] 21i Sh{' e mobe !]“H]Pd than ever. An-
Lambs, good to choice . 6 00 § 15, other time Sir Clinton had been umwell
Lambs, common to fair. 5 25 6 0o for somie days: he had a kind of low
Hogs, medium and heavy 4 10 4 15 fever, caught through the heat and the
Hogs, YOTKETs . ..c..... 4 00 1 03! enervating weather. He refused to call
Pigs...... e S 8 .50 $ 93, in a doctor, declaring that he could cure

Liverpool Markets.
Liverpool, May 9.—Prices closed yesber-
day as follows: Wheat futures dull. R.

W., 55 9%d May, 68 73d July, 887 sedd : : e =
: s him to his moom, -'l.]'l.ll Da ISY 'rl'l.'lT H!‘ud{_‘ -:'I-]I
] " ] I ] . I

old 33 62d. Futures dull: 83 5'{d May
and July, 3s 6'4d September. Flour,
178 9d.

—

AEWS IN BRIEF SPACE. ¥

The seoretary of the Dominion Breed-
ers’ Association claims injury bas been
done to the trade by soms hreeders sell-
ing grade cattle for thoroughbreds.

United States Ambassador Choate Was
the central figure at the annual meefing
in London on Monday of the British &
Foreign Sailors' Society at the Mansion
House. 2

Major John Cotton, youngest brother
of Col. Cotton of Ottaws, is dead. He
was stationed at Battleford, N.W.T., and
was superinitendent of the Northwest
Mounted Folice,

Mr. George S. Tickell, who was Mayor
of Belleville in 1890, died on Monday
morning, after o month’s illness. De-
ceased was born in Bristol, England, 70
years ago, and came to Belleville in 1857.

A case of smallpox has appeared at
Hawkesbury village, Prescott County. The
victim is Joseph Beaudry, from Chute a
Blondean, who was a mill band at Haw-
kesbury two weeks before being taken
sick.

Presbyterinn Synod.

Toronto, May 9.—The Presbyterian
Synod of Toronto and Kingston opened
in Knox Chuorch last evening. The resir-
ing moderator, BRev. J. T. Gracey of
Gananoque, preached the annual sermon
prior to the election of Rev. Alex. Gilray
of Toronto as moderator for the nmext 12
months.

The Synod meets this morning at 9.30.
There will be three sederunts, and the
same number to-morrow.

Toronto for Next Seaslon.

Buffalo, May 9.—The biennial session
of the International Association of
Machinists was brought to a close yester-
day. Toronto was chosen as the place for
holding the next session in 1801. In the

glection of officers Arthur Holmes of To-
ronto was elected a member of the ad-

of the apostle Paul. The dylng remin-' visory board.

| rrmble in his speech. There was noth-
| ing to cause alarm, or even to confine

himself. The fever made him low and
desponding, at times a little disposed to

gelf to him. She read to him one morn-
ing from the book of Irish baliads he
liked so much: she was called away,
and left it in his hands. She was ab-
gent some little time. When she re-
turned, he had lain his face on the bonk
and had fallen into a deep sleep. She
reiged his head, and found the page wet
with tears. Then she looked at what
he had been reading. It was the same
ballad that had touched him so mauach
before— -

“T am weary., I am weary,
‘Waiting for the May.”

-

Tt was evident to her that he had read
it wept over it, and rallen asleep with
the tears still wet on his faee. What
could it mean? She felt quite snre that
in some way or other, the words were
an adlegory. It was not for the meiry
month of May that her husband sighed.
Then it flashed suddenly scross her
that, just as she was called by the
name of a flower, “Daisy,” other people
were called by name “May.”

The thought flashed on her mind with
a jealous pang, that showed her how
dearly she loved this husband who did
not love her. She said the word over
and over again, “May.” Why, it had
the sweetest sound!

“Ah me! If he loved a May, why has
he married me?’ she thought.

When he was awake and looking a
little be‘ter, she, sitting by his side,
raised her eves suddenly to his.

“Caro,” she said, “is the name of
May a common one in England?”

Hes was so completely taken by sur-
prise, that he let the book he held in
his hand fall to the ground.

“T do not know—I am no judge of
names,” he said, as he turned away,
:Ed then, with slow steps, quitted the

“T am nnot jealous,” said Daisy, “but
that is confirmation strong enough for
anvthing. He cannot even endure the
gound of the name.

| are beauntifuol

| character began to interest him.

| enrnest of purpose; bnt she was growing

the truth, Was there some one in that
tar-off England whom he loved—some
one who had taken his heart from her?

“It is a great shame” said simple
Daisy. “I am his wife and he ougzht
to love me better than any one else on
earth. I will find her out. It is wosse
than being a thief to take a man's heart
and his love from his own wife. I will
find her out, and when I know her, I
ghall say:

“ “Phis is my husband; he has mer-
riecd me: he has promised to love me
and to care for me—why do you seek
to take him from me?"

“If che has any good in her,” thought
the girl, sadly, “that will make her
ashamed of herself. I shall say to her:

““You would not steal my money,
my wedding-ring; why steal from e
that whiech I value a thousand times
more than life itself? I shall kno»w
what to say to her, it I ever find her.”

Another time Daisy went to her hus-
band’s stady to find some paper he had
mislaid, and on his desk, hardly dried,
lay a copy of verses, She read them—
such passionate, despairing verses, that
they brought tears to her tender eyes;
and she was so deeply eugrossed in
reading them that she forgot the object
she was in search of. A shadow falling
over the page roused her and she looked
up, her eyves filled with tears.

“Caro,” she said, “did you—have you
wrilten these verses?"

He langhed awkwardly.

“I shall begin to fancy myself a poet,
Daisy, if I find you orying over my
rhymes," he said.

“But yvou did write them—they are
your own?

‘“YFes: such as they are, they are my
own, he replied.

“Caro,” she said, very gravely, *I
wish not that you would write snzh
vor<es to me but that T knew to whom
ther were written.”

“As though a poet ever wrote with
reazon,” he said, laughingly.

“This is written with _reason; it is
written to some one whom von love
very much, and from whom you are
parted.”

“It ig a waste of time to confradict
lIadies,” he-said.

“And in vour case it would also be
a waste of truth,” she retorted. “They
verses—sad, passionate,
sweet verses, 1 ghall never forget them
but T wish that I had never seen them,
Caro.”

She walked awav as she spoke, and |
Sir Clinton looked after her., He was
positively growing interested in her, this
sweet, petulant, impulsive Daisy, who
said what she thought, and whose
thoughts were strangely true. Her
He
had only thought of her as a simple,
loving girl, i‘ender and pure of henart,

= omwEe p—

positively pignant. She loved him. and
she was jealous of him: yet knowing
nothing of his history, it was only of a
shadow that she was jealouns,

“It T had know her first=—if T had
never seen Mar,” he thoncht to himeelf,
“1 should have loved Daisy.”

And from that time, although he had
no idea of loving her, from that hoar
Sir Clinton Adair felt a great respect |
for his wife. Daisy had guite recovered
from her illness now: she had nerer|
Leen so well or so0 beautiful. He hewrd !
her sinming all day long to the barv, he |
heard her langh and talk to him :mi
thongh he could understand, and he
hesan to perceive that when he entered
the room where mother and child were,
the sweet song and  laughter were
hushed, the playful ryounz mother he-
came dignified. He noticed, too, that |
after a time Daisy ceased to enumerate
baby’s charms and wonders to him.
Once he stole in geantly., while she was
drezssing the little one,

“Nao one writes verseés o us, do thev
my darling?" she was saying: “no one
writes sad, sweet, loving words to ns.”

And he stole away agiin when he saw
that tears fell from her eves on baby's
nnconscions face.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL l
A COOL FAREWELL.

o —

The fever of unrest was on him. Dalsy
was well pow, the child thriving—

evervthing at rest, and the old fever
had returned to him. There could be no
more tranquility—the old, haunting pas-
gsionate love, the longing to look on
the face of his love, was all back’ again.
He wandesed to and fro like a ghost.
There were times when he raised his
face drearily to the summer heavens,
asking why this curse of a passionate
love had fallen on him?—why his life,
more than that of other men, should be
haunted by this fierce, mad love? He
was like a ship without a helm; he scem-
ed to have lost the art of governing
himself; the distinetion between rnight
and wrongz had, in some measure, faded
from his mind; he was growing careless
of honor, and loyalty, and good faith;
he followed one phantom—it was the
weird one of his love. When ladies,
forgetting the law of honesty, steal, so-
ciety is kind enongh to call their sin by
the name of kleptomania: when a manm,
in mngovernable rage, murders another,
insanity comes to the rescue; for all sin
excuses are found andgnew words chosen,
It there could be any excuse for Sir
Clinton Adair, it was that his passion-
ate love had driven him mad—he was
not himsalf. He had loved her so deep-
ly, so madly, his disapointment had
been so great, he had suffered =0 much,
it was mo wonder that the delicate bail-

ance of brain and reason was disturbed.
1f, before Heaven or man, there was
any excuse for his sin, it lay in the [act
that his love and his sorrow had dazad
him. BStrongly as the fit of mania re
turns to the unhappy lupatic, stromzly
as the excesd of deliriumn returns to the
fever patient, the fever of his loye re-
turned to him. He made some litte
stand against it; he tried fto think of
the words duty and hounor; he tried to
think of wife and child; but they wore

faint wfforts, that fell dead—he must sge

her asain. - -
He said no more than that to him-

gelf. - He never imagined what he was

to =ay to her, how he was to gre Fhar.
what excuse he was-to. make fgc his

absenee, what explanation of hi
duct: only to seq her, to look
face that made his heaven on
then die, if it should be sol

From that hour her unhappiness desp-
ened —also her determination to Lnow

ard Rebecca—how he Joved her, how he

worked for her, so that the long years
seemed but as one day. He would have
worked so for Lady May. He bit his
lips and elenched his hands as he re-
membered that he himself had placed
the barrier between himself and his fair
young love, 8till, he must see her, His

wife's sweet, sad face, her tender voles, — — ..

hiz cohild’s infant loveliness, the good
impulses of his owmn heart—all were as
nothine to him:; he must see her!
“When I was a bor,” he thought to
hims=elf, “T wondered at the love stories
of old. I could not imagzine that a wo-
man's fair face had led to a thimty

vears” war—I could not understand the =

wailing of Oenone for her lost Puxris;
but now I understand—I wonld wace
war for twice thirty vears if 1 could
win mv Helen in the end.”

He must see her! He closed his eyes
to re<t,- and as of old, she was thyre
before him: he opened them, only w0
have her resemblance in =everything he
gnw. He had reached that state when

nothing but the sight of her fams @nd —

the sound of her voice Wﬂﬂlﬁuﬁiﬂ and
soothe him. He must go! Even Daisy,
whose heart was filled with the anguish
of slighted Jove and the fire of jealonsy
—-even she, the unloved, neglected wife,

pitied him. He wandered like a ghost

to and fro: his handsome face had
grown hagzard and pale; he could not
cat, sleep or resty his eyes had a sad,
far-off look: his voice had Jost its ring.
The day came when Daisy herself no-
Gieed how ill he was, and spoke to him

about it.
“Yon are tight,” he said; “ihe place

dovs not suit me, Daisy; it is too warm,

too enervating—the cold of the Bl S Ll

air suites me better. I think I shall go
to England, and meke arrangements
for vonr coming.” .

“The air of Seville suits the Hbtle
one.” she said: “he is pot very sirong,
end the doctor said the other day it
would be s well if we kept him in
the south of Franes for a time at least.™

Sis Clinton looked up with an air of
relief.

“You had better remmin here” he
said, “for ambther year or so; ¥ou will
rot be lopely with your mother and the
bﬂ‘F."

Her heart beat with a sudden, flerce
pang of jealousy.
away from her: he wanted to go back
to England without her; he cared noth-
ing for her child and herself. She co-
trolled herself by a great effort.

“You wounld like to go back to M____,_(

land, then,” she said, “withiuc me?”

“For a time.” he replisd, *a short
time, Tf Seville suits the boy, there in
no need to take him eway frem it

“And you: she said: “shall you be
able to do without me?

He looked up absentdy, not quise
understanding what she meant.

“Shall vou not miss me, Caro, and
want me with vou?" she asked.

“Oh, ves, of course,” he replied, with
the most careless indifference; “but that
will not matter, yon know.”

“Clortninly mpot.” promptly replied
Daisy, in a voice of bitter pain. Both

| pain and bitterness passed unnoticed by

im.

| patience to be gone. “And, Daisy, I!
will take a courier home with me. &85

bring vour mother back.”

“1 thank vou,” she replied. “And,
gourse, vou have no idea when you
return?”’ 'm

“Ng, not the least; but if your;
is here, you will find the time Pass r
pleasantly. You must be sur- to send to
me in England for anything &

“T shall want nothing,” replied Daity,
stiffly.

“YFou will send your letters to the
same address—'Mr. Clifton, care of
Messrs. Coooper, Thavies Inn.'"™

Daisy looked up iIn his face.

“I thought,” she said, “that even the
poorest people in England had homes of
their own.”

“S> they have,” he replied, ungua=d-
edly.

the care of some one else?”
“Why, Daisy.” be -cred, mmpr=*
her vehemence, “you are g
enrions.” .
“Do vou call it cnriosity w.
asks where her husband's I
He looked op impiatiently.
“I do mot know whai has
vou.,” he said, and he hz!g...mh
so harshly to ber before. *“1
know you, Daisy; vou are pot like ¥y
self; you temse me; you ask question
you seem dissatised.” -
She looked up at him with e pale,
scared face. :

“Are you really angry with me,

Caro?" she asked. -

“I do not like to be teased,” he sald.
“l am not patient, Daisy.™ -
“And I have been too paticnt,” she
replied. i
Sir Clinton frowned apgrily and lef
the room. "

T

Dsdisy sought refuge in a burst of
tears. E <

“I will not bear it,” che said. “T am
not a child, and 1 will not be'treated like . * "0 .-
I will know more of his affeing _;' S

one.
than T have ever done. T will know
he goes to England and leaves me

A pomoject snddenly ed *
her, and afterward took deep T.
mind. She, his wife, was am
ed in wafiting to know more
was not, she said to hers
cariosity; it was not & wome
sirte to know—it was real,
interest in him, real love for .
prompted her. She would- let
to England without apother w.
she could *cave he y=in~
would go after him. .. :

There was oniy one objection i
plan. Where in England would ‘.
find him? He had, apparently, no home;
but she could hear of him at Me

life; she had seen little of
and her plan appeared to her -~
feogible, but easy. She would g
Loodon; the journey need not frigh
her, it was straightforward:; she wo
Boe Lo the address; she remembere
well—Messrs.  Cooper,  Thavies
then R had nothing o do bl

. 1£ there ¥

- '-.'_'5-_.-

He wanted to he

-

. -
] shall start soon,” he said. Now .
| that the ice was broken, he was all im-

other
very

“Then where is yours? Why must 1'"'{'

not write there?—why must I send to &
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Cooper’s. She did not knew mueh of .~ - ,
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