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THE MISSION OF ART

A Mighty Agent for the Flevation and Salva-
tion of the Human Race.

Rev. Dr. Talmage Preaches on the Influence of Pleasant Pictures
in the Development of Christian Character--
Encouragement to Artists,

Wasbington, June 18.—Dr. Talmaga
shows in this disco.:se how art may be-
cume one of the michtiest agencies for
the elevation and sulvation of the human
race. The text is lsaiah 11, 12, 18, ““The
day of the Lord of hosts shall be = = *
apon all pleasant plesures. ™

Pietures are by some relegated to the
realm of the trivial, . accidental,
mental or worldly, but my
Saat God serurinizes pictures, and whether
they are good of bad, whether used for
Flght or wrong purpose, Is a matter of
divine observation and arraignment. The
Civine mission of pictures is my subject,
That the artizt’s pencil and the engraver's
=nife have sometimes been made subservi-
ent {o the Kingdom of tha bad is frankly
ncmitted. Afrer the ashes and scorla were
removed from Herealanenm and Pompeil,
the walls of those cities discoversd to the
expiorers a degraudacion in art which can-
B0t be exagrerated. =atan ]
in:ps have always waneed the fingering
of the-easel. They would rather have
possession aof that toan the art of prins-
tnz, for types are ot

| ren,” ““The Brazen Serpent,’ *‘Boaz and

sentl- |

text shows | ;
| that makdg the heart throb and the brain

| put before us in printer’s ink than by’
| skillful laring on of colors or designs on
80 potent and. |

quick for evil as pictures. The powers of |

darkness think ther have caiped & tri-
eiph, and they bave when in . some re-
spectable parlor or public art gallery they
can hang a canvas cmbarrassinge to the
good, but fascinating to tha evil..

It i3 pot in a spiris of prudery, but
bucked up by God's eternal truth, when
1 say thas you bave no right to hang in
youar art rooms or yvour dwelline houses
that which - wonlid
people if the figures pilctured were alive
in your parlor and
household. A plcture that you have to
banz in a somewhns secluded puace, or
that in a public kel you cannot with a
group of friends deliberately stand before
and discuss ought to have a knife stabbed
into it at the top and ent clear through
to the bottom and a
in on the rizhs side. ripping clear throuzh
to the left. Pliny toe elder lost hia life
Oy going pear enouzh to see the Inside of
Vesuvins, and the farcher you can atand
off from

be offensive to good |

the guests of your |

stont finzer thruast |

the burning crater of sin the |

better. Newver till the books of the last t
day are opened shall we know what has

been tha dire harvest of evil pictorials
and unbecoming art galleries.
man's imagination. and he becomres a
mera carcass. The show windovws of Knz-
lish and Ameriean cities, in which the
iotwr theatres have somvetimes hune lencs
Ilﬂf‘! -ﬂ-f hr’.‘.lfl_‘n RCLors ﬂ.l'l‘l.l ot resses 1N
strle insulting we all propriesy, bhave
made a broad path to death for mauicl

! place %0 low down In

i Erile= of ]:I'E‘Lr'.",lli".‘, Bt so0 haveall the othes
! - L] .

:arts been at times scborned of evil. Howr
s baz music been bedraggled? Is there any
Enas

inro it has not been carried Dovid s nars

] -
tli=sainlioness

iand Handel's organ. and ':_':ﬂll-:-'ﬁtl;:-:'.s.

ipiano, and Ole Bull's wviolin, and the

'.,l:h:m. which, thongh ncamed after so in-
iglgrnificant a thire as the Sieilian eel,
¢ which has seven spots on
tute boles, yes for thousands of years
bhas bad an exalted mizzion? Architee
fure, bora in the heart of Bim who made
the worlds, under ita arcl
itz floors, winat bacchanalinn revelries
have been enacted ! 1E i3 Dot against any
of these arts that they bave beea s0 led
into captivity!

w | -..I' ]
e =ICe, 4lis

Familia: Eible Mieotareas.

What a poror world this wonld be ' 1t
were not for what mv text calls “pleas-
ant pictures!™ 1 refer
and mine when I ask if your Enowledge
of the Holy Scriptures bas not been
mightily aggmenied by the woodents or
engiavings in the old family Bible which
father anil mother read ont of and laid
on the table In the ¢lid homestend when
you were boys snd girls. The Bible
scenes which we all carry in. our minds
were not got from the Bible typelogy,
but from the Bible pictures. To prove
ghe truth of it in vy own case, the cther
day I took up the old family Bible which
I inherited. Sure cnongh, what I have
carried in my mind of Jacob’s ladder
was exactly the Pible engravings of
Jacob a ladder, and so with Samson
carrving off tho zates of Gaza, Elisha

restoring the Shunammite™™ son,; the =

massacre of the innocents, LEhyist bless-
Ing little children, the cracifixion and the
last judgment. My Iidea of all these is
shat of the old Bible engravings, which 1
scanned before I conld read a word.”-That

is true with nine-tenths of you. IfI conld
n the door of your " foreneads, I

swing
would ﬂﬁ?:d that you are walking pictare

galleries, The great intelligence abroad |

about the Bible did not come from she
general reading of the bodk. for the
majority of the people read it but little,
if they read 1t a® ali. but all the sacred
scenes have been put before the graat

g

yies and across |

O Your meinory |

masses, and npot printer's ink, bus the |

pictorial art, must have the crédit of the |

achievemens. Firss. painter’s pencil-for

or woodont for miliions on millions!
What overwhelming commensary --on

e — -

]:h*:-l;mﬂ: a |

| the tremendous thinges of God and eternity

‘poor {amily,

of literature, the Bible, and in hia ple-
tares, “The Creation of Eight, ‘““‘The
Trial of Abraham's Faith," “The Burial
of Sarah," ““Joseph Sold by His Breth-
Ruth,” *“David and Goliath.” *‘The
Transfiguration,”” **The Marriage In
Cana,'" “Babylon Fallen' apd 205 Scrip-
tural scenes izx“all, vith a boldness and a
grasp and almost =upernatoral afiatus

reel and S the tears s:iurc and the checks
blanch and the entire nature quake with

I avtually staggered down
Lomndon Art Gallery
a's “Christ Leav-

end the dead
tha steps of the
under the power of Mor
ing the Praetorium.” Profess you to be

a Christian man or woman, and sce no|
divine mizsion in £~=. and aocknowledge |

you no obligation either in thanks to God |
| or man?
and all his |

The Lessons of Are.
It Is no more the word of God when

metal throngh incision or corrosion.
What a lesson In morals was presanted
by Hogarch, the painter, in his two pie-
tures, ‘“The Rake's Progress'” and ‘‘The!
Miser’s Feast.,” and by Thomas Cole's |
engravings of the ““Voyage of Human |
Life’" and-the “Course of Empire' and |
by Turner's *Slave Ship!” God in art!|
Christ in art! Patriarchs, prophets and |
apostles In art! Angeis in arg! Ea.u.?unj
in art! !
"The world and the church ought to |
come to the higher anpreciation of the |
divine- misslon of pictures, vet the

authors of them have generally been left |
to semi-starvation. Wess, the great|
painter, toiled in unappreciation till, be- |
Ing a great skater, while on the lce he |
formed the acquaintance of

General |
Bowe of the KEnglish army, who, through |
coming to admire West as a clever skater,
gradually came o appreciate as much

| that which he accomplished by his hand |
'as by his heel

Poussin, the mighty i
painter, was pursued and had nothing |
with which to defernd bimself against the |
mob but the artisi's porilolio. which he |
bheld over Lia head to keen off the stones ;
kurled as himy. The picrores of Richard |
W ilson of Krneland were sold for fabulous |
livine painter was glad to get for his
“Alcyone’’ a piece of Stilton cheese.
From 1640 to 1643 there were 4,600 pie-
tures wilfully destroyed. In the relgn of
yuean Klizabeth 15 was the habit of some
people to spend much. of their timoe in
knocking pictores to pieces. In the relgn
of Charles I. it was ordered by Parlia-
ment that all pietures of Christ be burn-
cd. Painters were so badly treated and

nmilinted in the becinning of the
izhteanth century that they were lower-
el elear down oat of the sublimity of
thelr art and obliged to-give accounts of
what they did wish their colors.

The oldest picture in HKngland, a por-
trait of Chancer, though now of great
value, was pieked ous of & lumber garret.
Greas were the trials of Quentin Matsys,
who toiled on from bLlacksmish’'s anvil
till., 58 A painter. he won wide
tion. The first missionaries
made the fatal
pietures, for the loss of which art and
religion must ever jJament. But why go
s0 far back when in this year of our
Lord to be a painter, except in rare ex-
cepiions, mpeans wnovorty and
poorly fed, poorly clad, poorly honsed,

becanse poorly apprecinted? When 1 hear !

o man is o painter, I have two feelings
—one of admiration for the greatness of
his soul, and cthe other of commiseration
for the needs of his body., But so it has
been in all departments of noble work.
Some of the mightierst have teen hardly
bestead. Oliver Goldsinith bad such a big

patch on the coat over his left breast thas |
when he went anywhere he kept his bat |

in bis band closcly pressed over she patch.
The world-renowned Bishep Aasbury had
a salary of $54 a vear. Painters are not

| the only ones who have endured the lack

of appreciation. Let men of wealth take
under their patronage the suffering mer
of art.

| an immense free reading room, or a free
| musical conservatory, or a free art gal-

‘ that deluge of Caracci! Farewell, dear

| = L
| sums of money after his death, but the , Plctures!

recogni- |
to Mexico |
n:istake of destroving |

negleot, |

nour of artistic opportunity on the way
home in she evening from exhaustion
that demanids recuperation for mind and
soul as well as body! Who will do for the
citw where you live what W. W. Corcoran
did for Washington and what others
have done for Pbhiladelphia and Boston
and New York? Men of wealth, if you
are 0o modest to build and endow such
a place during your litetime, why not go
to your iron safe and take out your lass
wiil and testamens and make a codieil
that shall build for the city of your resi-
donce. a throne for American art? Take
some of that money that would otherwise
spoil your children gund build an art gal-
lery that shall associate your name for-
ever not only with the great masters of
painting who are gone, but with the
great masters who are trying to live, and
al30 win the admiration and; love of tens
of thousands of people, who, unable io
have fine pictures of thair own, would be
advantaged. By vour benefactions build
yvour own monuments and not leave it to
the whim of others. Some of the best
peoplp sleeping in. Greenwood have no
monuments at all, or some crumbling
stones that In a few years will let the
rain wash out name and epitaph, while
some men, whose death was the abate-
ment of & nuisance, have a pile of Aber-
deen granite high enongh for a king and
enlogies enough to embarrass a seraph.
Oh, man of large wealth, instead of
leaving to the whim of others your
monumental commemoration and epl-

tanhologv, to be looked at when people
are going to and fro at the burlal of

others, buila right down in the henrt of
our great city, or the city where you live,

lery, the niches for sculpture ana the
wualls abloom with the rise and fall of
nations, and lessons of courage for the
disheartened, and rest for the weary, and
life for the dead; and 1560 yaara from now
you will be wielding influences in this
world for good. How much better than
white marble, that chills you if you pus
your hand on it when you touch it in
the ceametery, would be & monument in
colors, in beaming eves, 1n living posses-
gion, in splendors which under the chan-
delier would be glowing and warm, and
looked at by strolling groups with cata-
logue in hand on the .January nighs
when the necropolis where the body
gleeps is all snowed under!
FPower of FPlectures.

The tower of David was hung with
1,000 dented shields of battle; but you,
oh man of wealth, may have a grander
tower named after you, one that shall be
hung not with the symbols of carnage,
but with the viciories of that art which
wns 80 long ago recognized In my text as
‘‘pleasant pictures.” Oh, the power of
pictures! I cannot deride, as some . have
done, Cardinal Mazarin, who, when told
that he must die, took his last walk
through the art gallery of his palace say-
ing: “*Must I quit all this? Look at that
Titian! Look at that Corregrio! Look at

As the day of the lord of hosts, accord-
ing to this text, will seratinize *the plo-
tures, I implore all parents to see that in
their households they bave neither in
bodk nor newspaper nor on canvas any-
thing that will deprave. Pictures are no
longer the exclusive possession of the
affluent. There is not a respectable home
| in these cities thal has not specimens of
, woodeut or steel engraving, if not of
| painting, and your whole family will
| feel the moral uplifting or depression.
| Have nothing on your wall or in books
| that will familinrize the young with

scenes of cruelty and wassall; have only
| those sketches made by artists in elevated
{ moods and none of those scenes thas

seem the product of artistic delirinm
tremens. Pletures are not only a strong
! but a universal language. The buman
! race is divided into almost as many
mat . the
\ pietures may speak to people of all

' langunages as there are nations,
' tongues. Volapuk many have hoped,
, with little reason, would
ers’ type

pictures; but notice any man when he

| takes up a book, and you will see that

| the first thing that he looks at is the
! pletures. Have only those in your house
. that appeal to the better nature. One

engraving has sometimes decided an
eternal destiny. Under the title of fine
arts there have coms here from France a
class of pictures which elaborate argu-
ment has tried to prove irreproachable,
They-would disgrace a barroom, and they
need to be conflscated. Your children will
carry the pictures of their father’'s house

' passing that marble pillar, will

They lifs no complaint; they |

with them clear on to the grave. and,
take
them through etermiry.

Furthermore, let all reformers and all

make no strike for higher- wages. But 1 Sabbath school teachers and all Christian
with a keenness of nervous organization | WOTkers realize that. if they would be

ﬁhich ﬁlmnsﬁ ﬂ.lﬂ'ﬂj‘ﬂ Eh:lrmturlzes Eﬂﬂiuﬂ i &ﬂEEI]iTE fﬂl" Rﬂﬂd, BI]L"‘T ]1111_‘11.'- nmkﬂ pjﬂ"
these artists enffer more than any one | tores, if not b? chalk on blackboards or

but Goa can realize.

" There needs to be a concoerted efors for
the suffering artists of Ameriea, not
sentimental discouarse about what we owe
to artista, bnt contracts that will give
them a livelibood; for I am in full sym-
pathy with, the Christian farmer who |
was very busy gathering his fall gpples |
and some one asked him to pray for a !
tha f[ather of wwhich had

broken his leg. »nd she busy farmer sald: |
““I cannot stop now to pray, bus you can
go'down into the cellar and get some
corned beef and butter and eggs and

Artists may wish for our prayers, hut.
they-also want practical help from men

the Bible, what re cnforcement for patri- | who can give them work. You have heard !
archs, prophets, apostles and Chriss, what | scores of sermous fuor all otber kinds of
distributions of Seriptural knowledge-of (*suffering men and women, bui we noed
all nations in the paintings and engrav- | sermons that make pleas for the suffering |

ings therefrom of Holman Hunt's
“Christ In the Temnpie,'” Paul Vemonese's
“Magdalen Washing the Feet 6f Christ,”
Raphael's “Michael the -Archingel,’’
Albart Durer’'s ‘“‘Dragon of.the Apoca-~
1 ** Michael Angweio’'s ‘‘Plague of the
ﬁiﬂl‘]‘ Serpents,’’ Tintoretta's ““Flight
Into Egypt.'”” Rubens’
the Cross,”” Lecnardo Dn Vinci's *‘Last
Bupper,” Claunde’s “Queen ol :heba,’
Bellini’s **Madonna’' at Milan, O:igna’s:

“Iast Judgment'' and h::.u.lr‘gltla’;w‘_hf.i.nllgs_

of pictures, if they were Qut in line,
fllustrating, displaying, dPamatizing,
irradiating Bible trushs until” the Serlp-
tures are not to-day #0 much-gn paper as
on eanvas, not so much in ink®as in “all
the colors of the spectrum. Inc 1853 forth
from Strasburg, Germany, thgre camea
child that was to eclipse o speed and
boldness anything and everythbing that
the world bad eves seen since the firss

color appeared on the sky at the creation, |

Paul Gustave Dore. At 11 years of age
he published marvelons lithographs -of
his own. Saying nothing of what be d
for Milton’s ““Paradise Lost.” emrblazon-

is on the attention of the-wosld,.he
m;deTmh_ﬁiw.=_

e n

men and women of American art Thuiri-
work i3 more true to nature and life
than some of the masterpieces that have
become immoartal on the other side of the |
sea, but it Is the fashion of Americans to !

mrm

the favored fow ana then engeaver’s plate | potatocs; that is all I can do mow.” | parable of the unmerciful servant, a ple-

\ pletures; John Ruskin's and Tennyson's

| kindergarten designs or by pencil on
| canvas, then by words.
! soon forgotten, but pictures, whether in

Arguments are

language or in colors, are what produce

| stronger effects. Christ was always tell-

ing what a thing was like, and his ser-
mon on the mount was a great plcture
gallery, beginning with a sketch of a
““city on a hill that cannot be hid," and
ending with a tempest beating against
two houses, one on the rock and the
other on the sand. The parable of the
prodigal son, a picture; parable of the
sower, who went forth to sow, a picture;

ture; parable of the ten virgins, a ple-
ture: parable of the talents, a picture.
The world wants pictares, and the
appetite begins with the child, who con-
sents to go early to bed if the mother
will sit Deside him and rehearse a story,
which s only a picture.

When we see how much has been
accomplished in secconlar directions by
pictures—Shakespearce’s tragedies, a ple-
tare; Viector Hugo's writings, all

become a |
' worldwide language; but the pictorial is|
i always a worldwide language, and print-
| s have mno emphasis compared |
i with it. We say that children are fond of

mention foreign artists ‘and to knmow ... Longfellow’s works, all pictures

little or nothing about our own Copley

and Kensett. Let the affluent fling out of
their windows and into the back ward
valneless dagbs on canvas and call in
these splendid but unrewarded men and
tel]l them to adorn your wwalls not only
“with that which shall please the taste,
but enlarge the minds and improve the
morals and save the sonls of those who
gaze upon them. All American cities need
great galleries of art, not only open an-

| nually for a few days on exhibition, but

which %hall stand. open all thaer
round, and from early morning un 10
o'cleck at mizhs, and free to all whe
wonld come and go.

What a preparation for the wear and
tear of'the  day a five minutes’ look in

Jig - the.morning at“some picture that will

open & doorinto some larger realm than
that In which our population = daily
drudges. Or what a good thing the half

why not enlist, as far as possible, for our

“Descens From.' and Allston and Inman and Greenough | ghyrohog and  schools and reformatory

. work and evangelistic endeavor tha power
- of thought that can be put into word
' pletures, if not pictures in color? Yea,
. why not all young men draw for them-

| selves on paper, with pen or pencil, their
| coming: career, of virtue if they prefer
' that, of vice if they prefer that? After
 making the picture,
! paste it on the fly leaf of some favorite
| m‘fﬂ

ut it on the wall

I that you may have it before you.
i I rend of a man who had been exescuted
- for murder, and the jailer found after-
| ward a picture made on the wall of -the
i cell by the assassin's own hand, a plcture
i of & flight of stairs. On the lowest step
j be had written, * Disobedience to

' ents;’’ apn the second, ‘‘Sabbath break-
| ing;”’ on the third, “Drunkenncss and

i gamobling;'” on the fourth, **Murder,"

‘and on the fifth and top step, ‘A gal-
lows."" If that man bad made that plcture

before he took the first hs never
would have taken any of them! Qh, man,
make another picture, a bright picture,
: amnEal:ﬁle and I will help

u make suggest six steps for this
flight of stairs. On the first write
the words, “A natuore changed by the
Holy Ghost and wasked in the blood of
the Lamb;" on the second step, ‘‘Indus-
try and good companionship;" on the
third step, ““A Christian home with a
family altar;" on the fourth step, *‘Ever
widening usefulness;’’ on the fifth step,
““A glorious departure from this world:"
on the sixth ““Heaven, heaven, hea-
ven!"” Write it three times, and let the
lettera of the one word be made up of
banners, the second of coronets and the
third of thrones! Promise me that you
will do that, and I will promise to meot
You on the sixth step, if the Lord will
through bis parduning grace, bring me
there too.

MARKET REPORTS.

Prices on This Slde HFher, But Foralgn
Wheut Advices Do Not Show Much
Response—The Quututions.

Chicago, June 19.—The wheat market
was firmm on Saturday and quotations
fronr the principal centres all show
higher prices.

Leading Wheat Markets,

Following were the closing price: as
important centres Saturday:

Cash. June .faly. Sept
Chicago..... . $.. & .. & 7735 & 7844
MNew York ., . ie By 83 34
Milwankee .. 79 )

St. Louis ... 77Ty Tl sl
Toledoa...... 79 £ T sl
Detrols . oK . 802 514
Duluth, No. 1

Northern.. 7% . 77! T3
Minneapolis, I

Toronto. red. 71
Toronto, Nao,
1 hard (newy 85

Toronto St. Lawrence Market.

Toronto, June 19.—Receipta of farm
produce were large on Satarday—I1,100
bushels of grain, 20 loads of hay and one
of straw, with the usual deliveries of
butter, eggs and poultry. Potatoos very
scarce, and prices firm at §1 to 81.10 per
bag. Butter plentiful, selling at 13c to
15c per pound for the bulk, with a few
cholce dalry lots at 16c to 17c, to special
customers. Hggs were not nearly so
plentiful, selling at 14c to 16c per dozen,
with some few choice mew-laid lots as
17c. Poultry — Prices remained un-
changed. Chickens sold at 0. to 80c per
palr, and ancks at 750 to 90¢ per pair.

GIALN,

Wheat, white, bu___ .. .80 76 to § 77
Wheas, red, bu,,,... ... i o
Wheat, Fife, spring. bu, 67 L
Wheat, goosa, bu,...... 69 69 14
Barley ibn oo S 424 :
Feag rhal sl =0 63
Oate:ba. e 85 a6
Rye bu........ i b 50 .
Buckwheat. bu. . ....... GH]

HAY AND STRAW,
Hay, timothy, per ton.$10 00 to §¥11 50
Hay, clover, per ton.. . 7 00 g 00
Straw, sheaf, per ton_ .. 6 00 7 00
Straw, loose, per ton, 4 00 5 00

DAIRY PRODUCTS.

Butter, 1b. rolls . . .. 0 12 to %0 156

Butter, large rolls. . ... 12 13

Eggs, new lald. . ... ... 14 16
POULTIRY.

Chickens, per pair.. ... .$0 60 to &0 50

Turkeys, perlb........ 10 13

Spring ducks, per pair.. 75 90

FRUITS AND VEGKTABLES.
Turnips, perbag. ... .. %0 35 to $0 50
Potatoes, per bag. . . 1 00 110

Toromto Live Stoclk.
Export cattle, choice. . .§4 80 1o &5 00

Export cattle, light, . .. 4 60 G 5
Butchers' cattle, pkd lots 4 65 4 75
Butchers', good,  ...... 1 45 4 60
Butchers’. medium ., ... 4 30 e
Butchers', common. . ... 3 85 4 10
Butchers', inferior. .. ... 3 50 3 75
Milch cows, each. . . 30 00 45 00
Bulls, hvy expt,good qlty 8 874 4 25
Balls, medium export, 3 40 3 65
Lds gd but. and ex.. mxd 4 65 4 S0
Stockers and med. to gl 3 B0 4 10
Fecders. beavy......... + 40 4 60
Calves, each . .......... 2 00 10 00
Sheep, v TRt 3 83
Spring lambs, each. . . . J 25 4 50
Hoga, 160 to 200 lba_. . 5 1234

Hogs, light fats, .. ..... 4 824 -
Hoga, heavy fats. . . 4+ a0 B
Hogs, sows. .......... 8 00

East Buffalo Caittle Market.
Cattle, cholce 10 exura. .§5 29 0 $6 O

Cattle, good to choice., = 4 00 3 20
Dalgn oo e e S ) & 50
Sheep, choice to extra,, 4 73 5 00
Sheep, good to choice .. 4 50 & 75
Lambs, choice toextra. . & 75 6 00
Lambs, good to choice . & 50 b 73
Lambs, commeon to fair. 4 26 5 25
Hogs.medinm and heavy 3 95 4 00
Hogs, Yorkers......... 4 00 4 05
e R LR R & 9& 4 00

Cheese Marketns.

Ogdensburg, N.Y., June 19.—Twenty
lots; 1.733 boxes offered on Saturday:
196 sold at 8'¢c; 8'4c bid for balance,
but refused; afterwards, on street, all sold
at 81{a.

Cowansville, Que., June 19.—At the
cheese board on Saturday 34 factories
offered 1,223 boxes cheese; one ereamory
offered 125 boxes butter; 17 e bid on
butter; no sales; 8¢ to 834c offered; tosal
sold, 1,760 boxes.

Watertown, N.Y., June 19.—Cheese
market on Saturday active; 6,300 boxes
sold at 8c to 8lge, 8% 0 ruling; bulk for
Montreal.

Cornwall, Ont., June 19.—Thore were
1,520 boxes Canadian white cheese offerad
on the Cornwall Board here on Saturday;
with the exception of 76 boxes, all =old
at 8 T-16c.

Belleville, Ont., June 19.—Twenty-one
factories boarded 1,860 white cheese;
1,620 boxes sold at from 83%ic to 5 ¥-lGo.

London, Ont., June 19.— At the cheese
market here on Saturday 2,205 boxes,
first balf June make, were boarded.
Sales: 782 boxes, as follows: 377 at 84,
8456 at 8 5-16e¢, 160 at §%e; bidding brisk.

Canton, N.Y., June 19.—Two thousind
two hundred cheese, large and small,
sold 8¢ to 8%c; 1,400 tubs butter 17 3¢

Liverpool Markets.

Liverpool, June 19.—On Saturday
prices closed as follows: Whens, snot
steady ; Walla, 68 14d; No. 2 R.W.; iis
}4d; No. 1 Northern, spring, 6s dd.
Futures steady: .July 6s 1}4d, September
63 B3{d, December 65 4% d. Maize, spot
firm, mixed American, 88 b5ld new, I3
6i{d old. Futures quiet: Juily #s 52:d,
September 8s 63{d. Flour, Minn., 155 8d.

Antwerp is the principal market of
Belgium for paints and coloras
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BETWEEN TWo LOVES

By BERTHA M. CLAY.

{Continued).

Sbe kpew it all now. The last fafint
gleam bad died out of her heart-she
kpew iI:..r The only thing that remained
for her now was to see what was bhest
to be done. She loved him better than
herself; onkind and peglectful as he
was, she loved him - better than any-
thing or any one in the world. She
stretched out her hands with a bitter

“Oh, my love—my love! she =zaid *“I
would have died for you, and you have
forgotten me!”

CHAPTER XLVII
**1 WILL HAVE JUSTICE."”

What was she to do? That wag the
question which puzzled her. How
counld she free him, so0 as to make him
happy with this beautiful woman whom
ke loved? Tears rained from her face
as she remembered the lines that he
loved—*"He was weary, waiting for the
May;:" but the May he longed for was
not the sweet month of leaves and blos-
soms; it was a lovely, golden-haired
lady. He was wearied of waiting: and
it was through her that he had te
wait at all. If she were not in the
way, he could marry Lady May.

“He must hate me,” she thought.
“Why did he marry me? He must hate
me, and wish me dead.”

Dead! The work struck her, What
cilm rest, what unbroken sleep comes
to the dead!—n¢ wear and tear of life,
no jealousy, no pain, no sorrow; nothing
but deep, calm, sweet, unbroken rest.

“Dead!” Why, death was the only
way in which she could free herself
and him. She knew there wus such a
thing as divorce; but, then, it must fol-
low wrong-doing; they would not give It
for a mistaken marriage.

“If it were mnot wrong,” thought
Daisy, “T would kill myself. If I could
go to Heaven, I would cheerfully give
up life.”

But that could not be: if she tock her
own life, she should never see the face
of God. Then there was the little
baby—the sweet, laughing, cooing baby
—with tiny pink hands and dimpled
feet. She must not leave that, Baby
had but herself; his father cared little
for it—all his heart was
May.

All that day Daisy sat in her room |
shonld do. |

trying to think what she
Bkould she go to him and upbraid him—
tell him she knew all—she had found
out his love for Lady May? Should she
insist upom his making their mariage
public at once, and introducing her to
the world as his wife? Ah, no: for if
ehe did any of these things, he would
only hate her the more.

“I caonot endure that,” thought
Daley. “He does not love me, but I
eould not bear that  he should hate
m'l'l'

Besides which, she had mno proper
grounds for accusation. No one had
tdd her that he loved the Lady Mayv:
after ali, it was principally her own
surmise. She was confident of it after
seeing them topether. Should she write
a letter to Lady May, telling her that
Sir Clinton Adair was marded— that
he had a wife and child in France?
She looked a proud and lofty lady., one
who would scorn even to look at an
enonymous letter. Should she write ¢o
him? She was puzzled what to do. Of
one thing she was quite resolved—this
should not go on; she must have it end-
ed. The best, the wisest plan would be
to see them both together.
the next guestion.
clde later on; she would not hurry her
fate by any precipitation. She would
have no scene by which the world could
be emlightened, but she wounld have jus
tice for herself and her child. He
might not love them, but he should not
look at this fair woman with his heart
In his eyes,

How that day passed Daisy never
knew. Under pretext of indisposition,
she remained in her own room; she
could not have borme the sound of
voices or the sight of faces—her heart
was broken with the tragedy of her
own life. Sometimes ghe theught she
would creep home to the baby, and die
without one word of what she had dise
covered, She was almost tired of the
useless, weary struggle.

She could not hope now for his love
not even in the long years to come: her
child's pretty prattle and pretiy ways
would not purchase it for her.

“And I canmot wonder at it,” she
thonght, with her rare sweetness of
humility, *“I am not to be compared
to her; she is beantiful bevond meost
women, She is a lady, high-born, high-
bred; I am only a country girl. No
wonder that he loves her best. Why
did he marry me!”

Once she thought it was just possible

all this might be a mistake, Perhaps
Lady May was related to him: they
might be cousins; she could not tell: she
would ask. If they were related, ever
s0 distantly, that would account for the
friendship between them,
' She might have krown how passion-
ately she loved her husband from the
relief that even that faint suspicion
gave her. It gave her strength to leave
the room, to go down staire and talk to
Adolphe again. All in the most casnal
way, she asked him if Sir Clinton had
any relatives, in London: and the an-
swer was “No." Then she said:

“Is not Lady May Treviyn a distant
relative of his?’

“No,” said Adolphe. “You seem curi-
ous over Lady Treviyn, Mrs, Jordan,”
he said. “I will tell you all I know
about it, and this was told me by one
of her houschold. Some years ago, when
she was a young girl, they were engag-

they quarreled—I have never heard how
or why—they quarreled and parted. Sir
Clinton went awaF—went by himself,
taking no eervamts with him. T had
been living with &im three years then,
and I knew no more than the others did
about him. We all received a message
through his solicitors that we were to
remain on board wages. I have not
myself the faintest idea where he went,
It was pearly three rvears before he
returned to England; then he was mo

terribly changed—his face had grown

with Lady |

Whoen? was |
That she conld de-|

| much about

——

ed to be married—they were lovers: them | /| W0Pld Dot be for much longer.

older, and his g#yes had a dim, d.a:md

look, such as you see sometimes in the
face of a man whom sorrow has driven
mad.”

She rese from her seat with a little
cTY. - e

“What is it?" asked Adolphe.

“Nothing," she replied, faintly: “a
picn here at my heart; it i€ gone now,
qiite gone, Go on, Adolphe:.vou talk
like a storv-book.™

“I am pleased to interest yom, Mrs
Jordun,” said the polite valet:. ¥but I
hzve little more to tell. Sir Clinton
came back, looking years older, hazmard
and care-worn., Every one was delizht-
ed to see him, and welcomed him warm-
ly. He met Lady May again, and they
became friends. Every one expected
that they would marry; but they have
LEY§ d-l'.lIJE S, and I -d.'!} not think that
any one knows the reason why, I do
not, and I am Sir Clinton's trusted ser-
vant."”

“How strange!” murmured Daisy.

“Yes, it is strange; for it is well
known that Lady May refused some ex-
cellent offers. We quite expected every
day to hear the marriage announced.
He visited the house, he roes every-
where with her; but there has been no
sich annmouncement vet, and, I begsin to
thank, never will. If they meant to
marry, they wounld have done so long
before this. I do not think there will
ever be a marriage now.”

“Yet they are suppose
cach other,” said Daisy.

“That is the mystery: that i what
the world cannot understand.”

“It is like a riddle,” said Daisy, Yight-
Iy, as <he turned away® “no one can
guess it."”

She spoke lightly, but the very bitter
ness of death was in her heart. She
could understand it all pow: it was
pain as the pages of an open book. He
had loved her, and they had quarreled:
the quarrel with her whom he loved
50 intensely. was the sorrow which had
driven him mad; heé had, no doubt,
fallen in the woods where she found
him, half dead with fatigue and misery.
That part of the story was plain 1--111:1:1;’:!11
to her: she could imagine, too. how,
having returned-to England and finding
his beautirul. love true and faithful to
him, the old charm had been redoubled.
What she could pot imagine was why
hﬁr had married her. That was the fntn:i
mistake; but for that he wonld have
been happy enongh—he wonld have mar-
riecd Lady May. That was the grand
mistake, the great blunder: the one
error which could never
Wiy had he done it? He had evident-
Iy never ceased to love Lady May, They
had not been married very long when
she had wondered so0 at his emotion
over the lines “Waiting for the May.”
It was his beautiful love of whom he
wias thinking then, she knew: he had
never ceased to love her; then why had
he married any one else? That was
the only mystery left now in the
whole story. It ecould not have been
that he loved her—that was not TS~
sible; he had asked her to be kis wife
to marry him; but he had never =aid
love; hesides which,
Taint, feeble affection that he had for
her, was nothing compared to the in-
tersity of his love for Lady May,

“Why did he marry me?’ cried the
unhappy girl, wringing her hands,

Better a thousand times to he slegping
under the daisies than to be here--bits
ter to be dead, than living to shut out
ull hope of happiness for herself. No
idea of the truth oceurred to her: mno
suspicion that he had married her from
an impulse of manly kindness and gen-
erosity. She bewildered herself in try-
ing to discover how it was.

He had evidently repented of it. for
he had taken no steps to introduce her
to any one—indeed. no one here in Fne-
Innd knew anything about her. A =sud-
den flush of anger burned her face: her
pussionate, despairing love gave place
lo angry pride. She felt that, let him
have what excuse he might. he had
spotled her life without having any
motive for it.

Then Daisy was compelled to leave
her thoughts and go down stairs, whers
a variety of duties no ome else could
perform were waiting for her—duties
that she began to loathe.

“It will not be for much longer.” she
s2id to herself; “I will take good care
of that"

She loathed this great, splendid house,
with its profusion and Iluxury: it ceem-
ed to her to embody one of the reasons
why he had not proclaimed hizs mar
ringe with her. 8he fancied he was
ashamed to introduee her, ashamed to
show her as the mistress of al]l his
wealth.

“I ecan do without it,” said Daidsy,
with a curling lip; “I do not want it
but T will have justice for myseclf and
my child."

A most unfortunate idea came to hor
then; it was that he had married her
to avenge himself on Lady May, and
then, when the deed was done, he had
not the courage to avow it, Daisy felt
that she had solved the problem at*last
—she had mever been loved, mever been
cared for. She was but a means of re-
vengze: her heart, her life, her love and
been as nothing,. He had married her
to avenge himself on his beantitul lady-
love; then, when his courage failed him,
né had carefully kept her out of sicht.

“And my life,” said the zirl. “has
gone for nothing—gone for the whim of
an hour—my life, that is so much to
me, and so little to any one else™

She felt quite snre that she pndee-
stood it all now; that the whole story
lay open before her; and vehement de-
sire for justice toak possession of her.

“I will make him own me as his wife
before her,” she said. *“T will
him tell me in her presence why he
married me. T will have justice as I
have never had love.”

It was late before Sir Clinton retnrn-
od; she, sitting watching the hours with
jealous eyes, knew how late. Ah, well,
Khe
thought Heaven was very mercifnl:
there "was plenty of .room for her in
heaven, although no one wanted her an
carth. She wounld have justice: then
she would go home to her baby and die.

“I will pray eo earnestily for death.™
ghe said to herself, “that Heaven will
never refuse to hear me.”

to care for

€HAPTER XLVIIL
A SURPRISE IMMINENT.

The housekeeper did pot go the next

iy

gand il

| e should be?
be remedied. |

any |

make |-

e

*

morning as usual for her or . she
stnt Margerie in her Dlace, wt?m;:l :‘;
*wer to Sir Clinton's polite inguiries,
repiied that Mrs. Jordan was not well,
]In_w.-m sorry, but he was going ont
ngain, so that he begzed she wonld Dot
ive herself any trouble that day om
his sccount,
Daisy was

really dl-mot in any

_'|.:|:III;:'I"|‘I| but .“Il.l‘”'iﬂ"] out with emotion
Land suspense,

Her head ached go pain-
fullj'h that she could not endure the
light: when she iried to rise it was as
though her strensth railed her, and she
bud-the good sense to perceive that un-
less she rested in time she might [Has-
sibly have a severe illoess—such rest ns
it was, when every thonght was pain,
and the strongest foolinge she Wis eapr
able of wag an intense longing to die

It was four davs hefore she rose
again: then she folt strangely  wesk
One of the firsr things she d4id
wWas to go to 8ir (linton’s stody, which
haid boen neglested, durineg her absence,

t did not look as thourh he had been
much in it. There were some lettora -
scattered about. but thar which anser-
ed her most, and brought matters to a
er=is, was that she saw on the mantel
pece a letter from Framce, from her-
gelf, that had heen. by the post-mark
upon it, Iying there for four davs, and
wias still mnopened. It was dosty and
dinty; it had evidently lain there -
opened ever sinee it came, That was
the climax. As she held that letter in
lrer hands all gentler feclinegs coomed to
die out of Daisy’s heart: her face burn-
ed with angzer, her heart beat fast, her
hands trembled, her sweet face wWas not
at that moment pleasant to see,

“£0,” ghe said, slowly, “§t s even too
m!w!] troable to open my letters now, Tt
might have beem to tell him that baby
was ill, to ask him to come—it misht
huve been most important: nn matter,
ke had no time to read it: he remembers
nothing but Lady May: there is no
thought., nao care, no consideration for
me. Now I will have justice: there has
been no mercy shown to me, T will show
nene. I will find out whore she i and
ccafroat him with her™

Adolphe was naot in the honse, but
one of the footmen save her all the in-
formation that she required. Of course
he was gone to Cliffe House: the pity
was he could not live there. A bitter
=smile curled her lips.

"I need hardly have asked the ques-
tion,” she thought: “where is it likely
He has no time to read
my letter, he has to go to Cliffe Hopse.
If T wanted anything to nerve me. this
vill; if my courage fails me, I have bug
to remaomber that my life was lege than
nothing to him. that he has spoiled it
for a whim, that Lhe married me as an
nct of vengeance, and then had not the
ocurage to earry ont hic revenge, T have
but to think of my wn broken heart
and my little child's face. I shall have

ctirage for anything then. Good-by to
Mrs. Jordan! Goodbr to Lifdale
House! Stay—for my child's sake i 5

one must know that T have been here.
I wiil go. and leave no traces.: they may
suy the housekecper left snddenly and
withcut cause, but they will never con-
nect the housekeeper with Lady Adair,
What a mockery it seems to think thag
I am Lady Adair™

She went for the last time to her
room, impatient!y enongh: she pulled off
the false gray hair: she had all her
senses about her: she burned the gray
front lest it should be found: the white
cap she left in the bureau drawer. In
her box she had one dress that she had

| purchased in case of any such contin-

Fency as this,” a dress of black velveg:
it was some relef to throw off the
qutint costume that had disguised the
srace and elegance of her  beantital
figure, and array herself once mors in a
dress that suwited her youthful beauts.
Even in the midst of her sadpess and
despair Daisy did por forget thag: she
lcoked fair enough for any man’s love:
with that flush on her flower-like face,
that light of resolution in her eves, fair
and grazefnl as women need be. Yer
she laughed as ghe looked at that re-
flection of herself: what did it matter
how fair she was? he wonld never
love her, never care for her: the wo-
man he loved was a thoosand times
more beantiful than she.

It seemed €o strange going through

the streets in her own character. She |

did not notice the admiring glances bhent
on her, the admiring eves that followed
her. She thought only of findinge her
husband at Cliffe House. Many =
passer-by stopped to look at this bean-
tiful fairhaired woman in the black

velvet dress, whose face was so uncon-

scions and whose eres seemed to look
g0 far away. Dmaisy passed on, the sun
was shining brightly, the sky was blue,

the western wind sweet and calm: the

people looked happy and prosperous,
the little children were all at play.
She never saw the sunlit stroets, or
heard the sound of the children at play:
a strange idea had taken possession of
her. She was wondermg how a con-
demned eriminal walks from his cell to
the scaffold: how short the way must
seom to him, with death at the end:
how his eyes must linger on the dark-
ened walls, on the living faces near him,
g0 soon—oh, Heaven, so soon—to pass
before him forever. She felt like that
rew: she was walking to her doom.
What matter the sunshine and the
cheerful sounds? there was death at
the end; for it would be death tn stamd
before him and accunse him-—to hear
him. perhaps, repudiate her—pechaps
deny all knowledge of her: and, if he
did not do that, to curse her for coming,
There could never be death for her
worse than this, the slaving of her love.
On, with quick steps that never falters
ed. There in the -distance she saw

“the iron raflings against which she lean-

ed that day, in her agony when she fGrat
saw Lady May: the day and hour om
which the hand of death had seizel
her. On, with 2 courage that grew
greater with every step. She was. go-
mg to seek for justice, not only for her-
self, but for her little child in far-off
Feance; the child who had never known
& father’'s love or a father's care. And
there were tears in her eyes, tears rain-
ing down her face, tear» burning her
where they fell.
head proudly.
she- was weeping: it must have been

Tears! She raised her 4
She had not known that o

o,
g
-

=

with thinking of her little one, who hadl SR

o one to love himg but his mother. =
“I will not face my enemies with -
on my face,” said Daisy. R -




