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PURSUE@ TRIALS.

A SERMON OF ENCOURAGEMENT TO
THOSE AFFLICTED-

HUNTING THE DEER THE THEME.

The Geipel as & Eefreshment Graphically
Bet Forth- Refure in God's Word fer

Thoese Pursusd by the Hounds of

Feverty and Misfortane.

Washington, Oct. 15.—The gospel
RS a great refreshment is hera set
forth by Dr. Talmage under a figure
which will be found particularly
graphic by those who have gone out
a3 hunters to {ind game in the moun-
tains; text, Psalm =xlii, 1, “*As the
hart panteth after the water
brooks.""

David, who must some time have
eeen a deer hunt, points us here to a
hunted stag making for the water.
The fascinating animal, called in my
text the hart, is the samse animal

s called the stag, the roebuck, the
hind, the gazelle, the reindeer. In
central Syria in Bibla times thera
were whole pasture fields of them,
as Solomon suggests when ho says,
“l charge you by the hinds of the
fleld.”" Their antlers jutted from the
long grass as they lay down. No
hunter who has been long in *‘John
Brown's tract” will wonder that in
the Bibla they were classed among
elean animals, for the dews, the
showers, the lakes, washed them as
clean as the sky. When Isaac, the
patriarch, longed for vaenison, Esau
shot and brought home a roebuck.
Isaiah compares the sprightliness of
the restored cripple of the millennial
timesa to the leng and quick jump of
the stag, saying., ‘“The lame shall
leap as the hart.” Solomon express-
od his disgust at a hunter who, hav-
ing shot a deer, ia too lazy to cook
it. sayving, ““The slothful man roast-
stn not that which he took In hunt-
ing."’

But one day David, while far from
the home from which he had been
driven and sitting near the mouth of
& lonely cave where he had lodged
and on the banks of a pond or river,
hearas a pack of hounds in swiit pur-
suit. Because of the previous silence
of the forest the clangor startles
him, and he sayvs to himself, I won-
der what those dogs are after.””
Then there Is a crackling in the
brushwood and the loud breathing

of some rushing wonder of the
woods, and the antlers of a deer
rend the leaves of the thicketr, and

by an instinct which all hunters re-
cognize it plunges into a pond or
lake or river to cool its thirst and
at the same time, Ly ts coapacity
for swifter and lonrer swimming, to
get away from the foaming har-
riers.

David says to himsell: “Aha! That
is myself! Saul-after me, Absalom
after me, enemies without
after me. I am chased, their bloody
muezzles at my heels, barking at my
good name, baeking after my body,

barking after my soul. Oh, the
hounds, the hounds! But look
there!”™ savs David. *““That hunted
deer has splashed into the water. |

It puta its hot lips and nostrila Into
the cool wave that washes the lath=-
ered flanks, and it swims avway from
the flery canines, and it is free at
last. Oh, that I might find in

congolation escape from my pursuers!

Oh, for the waters of life and res- | bs useful, and why we become

eus As the hart panteth after
water brooks, so panteth my
after thee, O God."

Bome of you have just come [rom
the Adirondacks, and the brenth of
the balsam and spruce and pine is
atill on you. The Adirondacks are
now populous with hunters, and the
deer ares being slain by the score.
Once while there talking with a hun-
ter I thought I would like to sees
whether my text was accurate lo its
allusion, and as I heard the dogs
baying = little way off and
gupposed they were on the track of
a deer I said to the hunter in rough
corduroy, ‘Do the deer always make
for the water when they are pur-
gued?’” He said: **Oh, yes, mister.
You see, they are a hot and thirsty
animal, and they know where tha
water is, and when they hear dan-
ger in the distance they lift their
antlegrs and snuff the breeze and start
for Racquet or Loon or Saranac, and
we got into our cedar shell boat or
atand by the runway with rifle load-

ad ready to blaze away.
My friends, that is one reason why

the
soul

I like the Bible so much. Its par-
tridges are real partridges, its o3|
triches real ostriches and its rein-

deer real reindeer. I do not wonder
that this antlered glory of the text
m-kes the hunter's eve sparkle and
his cheek glow and his respiration
quicken, to say nothing of ils use-
fulness, although it is the most use-
ful of all game, its ftlesh delicious,
its skin turned into human apparel,
its sinews fashioned into bow
atrings, its anilers putting handles
on cutlery and the shavings of Iits
horns used as a restorative, its name
taken from the hart and called harts-
horn. By putting aside its useful-
ness this enchanting creature secems
made out of gracefulness and elasti-
eity. What an eye, with a liquid
brightness as if gathered up from a
bhundred lakes at sunset! The horns
a coronal branching into every pos-
sible curve, and, after it seems done,
ascending Into other projections of

exquisitenass, a trge of polished bone,

uplifted in pride or swung®down Tor
awful combat! It is velocity ems
bodied, timidity impersonated.
Well, now, let all those who have
soming after them the lean hounds
of poverty or the black hounds of
perseccution or the spotted mRounds of
vicissitude or the pale hounds of
death or who are in any wise pur-
pued run to the wide, deep, glorious
lake of divine sclace and rescue. The
most of the men and women whom
§ happen to know at different times,
#f not now, have had trouble after
them, sharp, muzzled troubles, swift
trnubles, all devouring troubiles.
Mapny of you have made the mistake
of trying to fight them. Somebody
attacked Yyou, and you at-

WM They depreciated yew

o T

| mighty e¢lip to your pursuers.

{ you might hurt

| Probably
number |

| would be twice as many hands lifted
ght the | ga persons present—I say many of
deep, wide lake of God's mercy and| you would declare, *“We have always

. . | tered head., showinre where the ant-
tha ture -
t in sacred and profane litera B e

| streams whereofl shall make glad the
| city

and you depreciated them, or they
ovarreached you in a bargain, and
you tried in Wall street parlance, to
get a corner on them. Or you have
had bereavement, and, instead of be-
ing submissive, you are fighting
that bereavement. You charge on
the doctors who have failed to eflect
a cure. Or you charge on the care-
lassnesa of the railroad company
through which the accident occurred.
Or you are a chronic invalid, and
you fret and worry and scold and
wonder why you capnot be well like
other peoples, and you angrily charge
on the neuralgia or the larnygitis or
the ague or the sick headache. The
fact is you are a deer at bay. In-
stend of running to the waters of di-
vine consolation and slaking your
thirst and cooling your body and
soul in the good cheer of the gospel
and swimming away into the mighty
deeps of God's love, yvou are fight-
ing & whole kennel of harriers.
Bome time ago I saw in the Adir-
ondacks a dogr lying across the road,
and he seemed unable to get up, and
I said to some hm-ff-rﬂ, “What is
the matter with that dog?"" They
answered, A deer hurt him,"” and I
saw he had a swollen paw and a bat-

And the probabili-
ty is that some of you might give a
X ou
business, you
intg, ill health,
them as much as
they hurt you; but, after all, it is
not worth while. You only have
hurt a hound. Detter be off for the
Upper Saranac, intoe which the
mountains of God's eternal strength
look down and moor their shadows.

There are whole chains of lakes in
the Adirondacks, and from one height
yvou can sse 30 lakes, and there are
said to be over 800 in the great wil-
derness. 8o near are they to each
other that Yyour mountain guide
picks up and ecarries the boat from
lake to lake, the small distance be-
tween them for that reason called a
““carry.”” And the realm ef God's
word {s one long chain of bright, re-
freshing lakes, each promise a lake,
a very short cmrry between them,
and, though for ages the pursued
have been drinking out of them, they
are full up to the top of the green
banks, and the same David describes
them, and they seem 50 near to-
gether that in three different places
he speaks of them as a continuous
river, sayving, ““There is o river the

might damage their
mizht worry them

of God:"" "“Thou shalt make
them drink of the rivers of thy pleas-
ures;"" ““Thou greatly enrichest it
with the river of God, which is full
of water.”"

DBut many of you have turned your
back on that supply and confront
your trouble, and you are soured
with your circumstances, and you are
fichting society, and you are fighting
a pursuing world, and troubles, in-
stead of driving you into the cool
lake of heavenly comfort, have made
you stop and turn round and lower
your head, and it Is simply antler
against tooth. I do not blame you.
under the same circum-
stances I would have done worse.
But you are wrong. You need to do
as the reindeer does in February and
March—it sheds its horns.

DBut wvery many of you who are
wronged of the world—and if in any
assembly between the Atlantie and
the Pacific oceans it were asked that
all who had been badly treated
should raise both their hands, and
full response should be made, thera

done the best we could and tried to
the
victims of malignment or invalidism
or mishap, is inscrutable.”” Why, do
you know that the finer a deer and
the more elegant its proportions and
the more beautiful its bearing the
more anxious the hunters and the
hounds to capture it?

Thereiore sarcasm draws on you
its “‘finest bead;” therefore the
world goes gunning for yvou with its
best Winchester breechloader. High-
est compliment 15 it to your talent
or your virtue or your usefulness.
You will be assailed 1in proportion
to your great achievements. The
best and the mightiest Belng the
world ever saw had set after him all
tha hounds, terrestrial and diabolic,
and they lapped his blood after the
Calvarean massacre. The world paid
nothing to its Hedeemer but a bram-
ble, four spikes and a rross. Many
who have done their best to make
the world better have had such a
rough time of it that all their pleas-
ure is In anticipation of the next
world, and they would, if they could,
express Ltheir own  feelings 1in the
words of the Daroness of Nairn, at
tha close of her long life, when ask-
ed if she would like to live her life
over again:

Would you be young agein?
Bo would not I.

Omne tear of memory given
Onward I'll hie.

Life's dark wave forded o'er,

All but at rest on shore,

Say, would you plunge once more,
With home so nigh?

If you might, would you now
Retrace your way,

Wander through stormy wilds,
Faint and astray?

Night's gloomy watches fled;

Morning, all beaming red;

Hope's smile around us shed,
Heavenward, away!

But what is a relief for all those
pursued of trouble and annoyance and
pain and bereavement? My text
gives it to you in a word of three
letters, but each letter is a chariot
if vou triumph, or a throne If you
want to be crowned, or a lake if
yvou would slake your thirst—yea, a
chain of three lakes—G-o-d, the one
for whom David longed and the one
whom David found. You might as
well meet a stag which, after its
sixth mile of running at the topmost
speed through thicket and gorge and
with the breath of the dogs on its
heels, has come in full sight of
Schroon Lake and try to e¢ool its
projecting and blistered tongue with
a blade of grass as to attempt to
satisly an immortal soul, when fly-
ing from trouble and sin, with any- |
thing less deep and high and broad
and immense and infinite and eternal
then God. His comfort—why, it em-

Bossous all diptreas, His srm—it

wrenches off all bondage. His hand
—it wipes away all tears. His
Christly atonement—it makes us all
richt with the past, and all right
with the future, and all right with
God, all richt with man, and all
right forever.

Lamartine tells us that King Nim-
rod said to his thres sons: ‘'Here
ara three vases, and one is of clay,
another of amber and another of
gold. Choose now which you will
have.”” The eldest son, having the
first choice, chose the vase of gold,
on which was written the word “"Em-
pire,” and when it was opened it
was found to contain human blood.
The second son, making the next
choice, chose the vase of amber, ine
scribed with the word “'Glory,”” and
when opened it contained the ashes
of those who were once called great.
The third son took the vase of clay
and, opening it, found it empty, but
on the bottom of it was Inscribed
the name of God. King Nimrod ask-
ed his courtiers which wvase they
thought weighed the most. The ava-
ricious men of his court said the vase
of gold, the poets sald the one of
amber, but the wisest men said the
empty vase, because one letter of the
name of God outweighed a universe.

For him I thirst, for his grace I
beg, on his promise I build my all.

Without him I cannot be happy. I
have tried the world, and it does

well enough as far as it goes,
it i3 too uncertain a world, too
evanescent a world. I am not a pre-
judiced witness. I have nothing
against this world. 1 have been one
of the most fortunate or, to use a
more Christian word, one of the
most blessed of men—Dblessed in my
parenta, blessed in the place of na-
tivity, blessed in my health, blessed
in my flelds of work, blessed in my
natural temperament, blessed in my
family, blessed in my opportunities,
blessed in the hope that my soul will
go to heaven through the pardoning
mercy of God, and my body, unlass
it be lost at sea
some conflagration, will lis down
among my kindred and friends, some
already gone and others to come af-
ter mae.

Through Jesus Christ make this
God your God, and you can with-
stand anyvthing and everything, and
that which affrights others will in-
spire you—as in time of earthquake,
when an old Christian woman, asked
whether she was scared, answered,
“No; I am glad that I have a God
who can shake the world,” eor as in
a financial panic, when a Christian
merchant, asked if he did not fear
he would break, answered, "‘Yes; I
shall break when the Fiftieth Psalm
breaks in the fifteenth wverse, ‘“Call
upon me in the day of troubls; I
will deliver thee, and thou shalt
glorify me." "

We are told in Revelation xxii, 13,
“Without are dogs,' by which I con-
clude there is a whole kennel of
hounds outside the gate of heaven,
or, as when a master goes in a door,
his dog lies on the steps waliting for
him to coma out, so the troubles of
this life may follow us to the shining
door, but they cannot get In.
“Without are dogs.”” I have Seen
dogs and owned dogs that I would
not be chagrined to see in the hen-
venly city. Some of the grand old
watchdogs who are the constabulary
of the homes in solitary places and
for years have been the only protoc-
tion of wife and child, some of the
shepherd dogs that drive back the
wolves and bark away the flock from
going too near the precipice and
some of the dogs whosa neck and
paw Landseer, the painter, has made
immortal would not find me shut-
ting them out from the gate of shin-
ing pearl.

I say if some soul entering heaven
should happen to leave the gate ajar
and these faithful creatures should
quietly walk in it would not at all
disturb my heaven. DBut all those
human or brutal! hounds that have
chased and torn and lacerated the
world—yea, all that now bite or
worry or tear to pieces—shall be
prohibited. ““Without are dogs.”” No
place there for harsh critics or back-
biters or despoilers of the reputation
of others. Down with you to the
kennels of darkness and despair!
The hart has reachged the eternal wa-
ter brooks, and the panting of the
long chase is quieted in still pas-
tures, anh ‘‘there shall be nothing
to hurt or destroy in all God's holy
mount."’

('h, when some of you get thers it
will be like what a hunter tells of
when he was pushing his canoe far
up north in the winter and amid the
fca floes and a2 hundred miles, as he
thought, from any other human
baings.
he heard a stepping on the ice, mnd

he cocked the rifle, ready to mest
anything that came near. He found
a man, barefooted and insane from

long exposure, approaching him.
Taking him into his canoce and kin-
bling firea to warm him, he restored
him, found out where he had lived
and took him to his home and found
all the village in great excitement.
A hundred men were searching for
this lost man, and his family and
friends rushed out to mest him, and,
a3 had been agreed at his first ap-
pearance, bells were rung, and gunas
were discharged, aad banquets spread
and the rescuer loaded <with pres.
ents. Well, when soms of you step
out of this wilderness, | whefs: you
have been chilled and € n afd séme-

times lost amid the icebergs, into
the warm greetings of all the vil-
lages of the glorified, and your

friends rush out to give you welcom-
ing kiss, the news that there is an-
other soul forever saved will call the
caterers of heaven to apread the ban-
quet and the beilmen to lay hold of
the rope in the tower, and -while
chalices click at the fenst and the
bells clang from the turrets it will
be a scene so uplifting I pray God I
may be there to take part in the
celestial merriment. And new do you
not think the prayed In Solomon's
Song where he compared Christ to a
reindeer in the night would make an
exquisitely appropriate peroration ta
my sermon, “"Until the day break
and the shadows flee away be thou
like a roe or a young hart upon the
mountains of Bather?"

Kill @« Th« @ld Heus
Hens thres years old are not profite

able to keep, except they are of the
small laying varieties.

but l.

or cramated in'

Hea was startled one day es-
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She sprang into the little skiff—one
of her uncle's loving gifts to his niece—
and suffered it teo drift out into the
blue waves. A fresh breeze was bloow-
ing and the water was rather rough.
The breeze blew the soft, short rings
of gold merrily about her white tempices
where the blue veins were seen wander-
ing beneath the transparent skin.

The last time she had been out rowing
her hair had floated like a banner of
rold on the breeze, and her cheek had
glowed crimson as the sunny side of &
peach.

Now the shorn locks and the marble
pallor of her cheeks told a different
story. Love and beanty had both left
Lier, she thought, mournfully. Yet na-
ture was as lovely as ever, the blue sky
wag mirrored as radiantly in the blue
sivt, the sunshine still shone brightly,
the breeze still whispered as tenderly

to its sweethearts, the flowers. She
alire was sad.
She stayed out a long while. It was

s sunay and warm it scemed like a
summer instead of an antomn day, The
seg-gulls sported joyously above the
surface of the water. now and then a
silvery fish leaped up in the sunshinz,
its secales shining m beantiful rainbow
hues, and shedding the crystal drops
of spray from its body like a shower of
dianmonds, and the eurlew’s eall echoed
over the sea, IHow she had loved these
things in the gay and careless girlhood
that began to scem so far eway in the
past.

“That was PBonnibel Vere,"” she sald
to herself, “the girl that never Eknew
a sorrow. I am Ponnibel Vere, whose
life must lie forevie in the shadow!”

She turned her course homewnrd, and
as she stepped upon the shore ghe pick-
ed up a little blue sea-tlower that grew
in a crevice of the rock, and stook still
a moment looking out over the blue
expanse of ocean. and repeating some
pretty lines she had alwavs loved:

* "Tis sweet to 2it mldst a merry throng

In the wooids, and hear the wild-bird's

gongr:

But sweeter far s the ceaseless dirge,

The music low of the moaning surges

It frets and fonms on the shell-strewn

shore,
Forever and ever, amnd evermaore.

I crave no flower from the wood or fleld,

No rare exotic that hot-beds yleld:

Glve me the weeds that wildly I'JII'IF*

On the barren rocks thelr shelter fling;

Those are the fHowers beloved by me-—

They grow in the depths of the deep

blue seal'

A sundden voice and step broke on her
fancied solitude. She turned quickly,
and found herself face to face with the
wandering sibyl, Wild Madge.

The half-ecrazed creature was, as nsual,
bare-headed, her white locks streaming
in the air, her fraved and tattered finery
waving fantastically about her lean,
lithe figure. She looked at  Bounnibel
with a hideous leer of trinmph.

“Ah, maiden!" she eried—*"said I not
truly that the bitter waters of sorrow
vere about to flow over you? You will
not mock the old woman's predictions
now.'"

Bonnibel stood silent, gazing in terTi-
fed silence at the ercaking old raven.

“Where is the gay young lover now?"’
cricd Wild Madre, langhing  wildly.
“T'ke summer lover who went away be-
fore the summer waned? Is he false,
or is he dead, maiden, that he is not
bhere to shelter that bonny head from
the storm of sorraw?”

WPeyee, woman,” said Bonnibel, sadly-
“Why do you intrude on my griel with
your unwelcome presence A

“U'nwelcome, is it, my bonnie bird?
Ah, well: 'tis but a thankless task to
foretell the future to the young and
thoughtless. DBut, Bonnibel Vere, you
will remember me, even though it be
but to hate me. I tell you your sor
rows are but begun. New perils en-
viron your future. Think not that mine
is but a boasted art. Those things
which are hidden from you lie open {o
the gaze of Wild Madge like a printad

ze. She can read your hands; she
can read the stars; she can read the
open faze of nature!”

“You rave, poor creature,” said Bon-
nibel, turning away, with a shiver of
unreasoning terror, and pursuing her
homeward way.

Wild Madge stood still on the shore
a few minutes, looking after the girl as
her slim, black-robed figure walkad
away with the slow step of weakness
end weariness,

“It js a bonny maid,” she said, aloud;
g bonny maid, Beautiful as an angel,
gentle as & dove. But beauty is a g-i_ft
of the gods, and seldom given for augat
but sorrow.”

CHAPTER VIIL

When Bonnibel arrived in New York
the day after her recontre with the
gibyl, she found her uncle’s fine carrage
in waiting for her at the depot. Mrs.
Arnold, though she would gladly hcu_r{-
cast the girl off, wes too much afraid
of the world's dietum to carry her
wishes into effect. She determined,
therefore .that society should have no
cinse to accuse her of failing in kind-
Less to her husband’'s orphan niece. She
knew well what disapprobation and cea-
gure 4 Ccontrary course would have
created, for the beautiful daughter of
the famous General Vere, though she
had not vet been formally introduced to
society, was wideiy celebrated for hji-r
grace and beanty, and her debut, Whl!E
=he had been considered lll‘l: nnele’s
heipess, had been anticipated w_ﬂh much
interest. Of coucse her penniless con-
dition now would make a great dif-
ference in the eves of the fickle world
of fashion, but still Mrs. Arnold knew
nothing could deprive Bonnibel of the
prestige of birth and rank. The younz
mother who had died in giving her
birth, had been one of the proud and
well-born Arnolds. Her father, a gay
and gallant soldier, thnm:'h. he had
quickly dissipated her mc:rthur_s fortune,
had vet left her a prouder heritage than
we:;l‘th--u fame that would live for-
ever in the annals of his country, per-
petuating in history the name of the
chivalrous soldier who had gallantly
fullen at the head of his command while
enguged in one of the most gallant

'agtiong on Tecord.

<o Bonnibel found a welcome, albeit
a chilling one, waiting for her in Mrs.
Arnold’s grand drawing-room when she
arrived these ecold and weary., The
mother and danghter touched her finge-s
carelessly, and offered frigid congratu-
lations upon her recovery. Mrs, Arnold
then dismissed her to her own apart-
ments to rest and refresh  her toilet
under the care of her maid,

“You need not be jealons of her
youth and beauty any more, Felise,”
anid Mrs. Arnold complacently to her
danghter. “She has changed almost be
vaonil recognition. Did YOU eVer =eg such
g fright™

FFelise Herbert, hovering over the
bright fire that burned on the marble
hearth, looked up angrily.

“Mother, you talk®like a fool,” she
said, roughly. “How can you fall to
see that she is more beantiful  than
ever? She only looked like a great wax
doll before with her pink checks and
lung curls, Now with that new expres-
sion that has come into her face she
looks like & haunting picture. One eould
not forget such a face. And mourning
is perfectly becoming to her blonde eom-
plexion, while my olive skin is rendered
perfectly hideous by it. I see no resson
why I should spoil my looks by wearing
black for a man that was no relation
of mine, and whom I cordially hated?”

Mrs. Arnold saw that Felize was in n
passion, and she began to grow Derv:
ous accordingly. Ielise, if that were
possible, was a worse woman than her
mother, and possessed an iron will. She
was the power behind the throne before
whom Mrs. Arnold trembled in fear
and bowed in adoration.

She hastened 1o console the aongry
girl.

“I think ycu are mistaken, my dear”
she said. *“I cannot see a vestige of
prettiness left. Her hair is gone, her
ecolor hus faded, and she never smiles
now to show the dimples that people
nsed to ecall so distracting., ‘IThere are
few that would give her g second glance,
Besides, what is beauty without wealth?
You know in our world it simply counts
for nothing. She can never rival you
a second now that it is known that she
has uo money, and that you will be my
heiregs.” ;

The sullen ecountenance of IMelise be
gan to grow brighter at the jatter con-
solatory clause

“Ag to the black,” pursued Mrs. Ar-
nold, “of course you and I know that
it iz a mere sham: but then, Felise, it
‘& necessary to make that much con-
cession to the opinion of the world.
How they would cavil if you failed in
that mark of respect ® the memory of
your step-father.”

“There is one consolation,” said Felise,
brightening up, “l can lay it aside with-
in a year."

“And then, no doubt, you will don the
bridal robe as wife of the millionnire,
Colonel Carlyle,” Mrs. Arnold rejoined,
with an air of great satisfaction.

“Perhaps so0,” said her daughter, cloud-
ing over again; “but you need not be so
sure. He has not proposed yet.”

“But he will soon,” asserted
widow, confidently.

“] expected he would
now,” said Felise, sharply. “The old
dotard appeared to admire me very
much: but sinee Bonnibal Vere has re-
turned to flaunt her baby-beauty before
him, his fickle fancy may turn to her.
A pretty face can make a fool of an old
main, you know.”

“We must keep her in the back-
ground, then,” said Mrs. Arnold, reas-
suringly. "“Not that I am the least ap-
prebensive of danger, my dear, but since
your fears take that direction he shall
not see her until all is secure, and you
must bring him to the point as soon as
po=sible."

“] have done my best,” said Felise,
“hut he hovers on the brink, apparently
afraid to take the leap. I cannot under-
stapd such dawdling on the part of one
who had already buried two wives, He
cannot be afflicted with timidity."”

“We must give him a thint that I
shall settle fifty thousand dollars on you
the day you marry,” said her mother
“] have heard that he is very avarici-
ons. It is common vice of age and
infirmity. He fears you will spend his
wealth too frecly.”

“And so I will, if I get a chance,”
eaid Felise, coarsely. “I have Leen
stinted all my life by the stepfather
who hated me. Let me but become Mrs.
Colonel Carlyle, and I assure you 1 will
gqueen it right royally.”

“You wounld become the position very
much,” said the admiring mother, “and
1 shall be very proud of my daughter's
graceful ease in spending her husband’s
millions."

Misg Herbert's proud lips curled in
triumph. She arose and began to pace
the floor restlessly, her eyes shining with
pleased anticipation of the day which
she hoped was not far-distant when she
world marry the rich man whose wealth
she coveted, and become a queen n S0
ciety. Sre looked around her at the
splendor and elegance of her molaer's
drawing-room with dissatisfaction and
resolved that her own should be far
more fine and costly, her attire more
extravagant, and her diamonds more
splendid She was tired of reigning with
her mother. She wanted to rule over a
kingdom of her own.

Felise had no more heart than a stone.
She thought only of self, and felt not
the first emotion of gratitude to the
mother who had schemed and planned
for her all her life. All she desired was
unbounded wealth and the power to
rule in her own right.

. * * . . .

“Miss Felise has caught a beau at
last.,” said Bonnibel's maid to ber us she
brushed the soft locks of her mistress,
She had been having a hasty chat with
Aligs Herbert's maid since her arrival
that day, and had gathered a goud deal
of gossip in the servants’ hall.

“Indeed?" asked Bonnibel, languidly,
“what is his name Luey?”

“He is a Colonel Carlyle, miss; a very
old man Janet do say, but worth his
milions. He have buried his two
wives already, I hear, and Miss Herbert
is like to be a third one. I wish bim
joy of her; Janet Lknows what kLer
temper is."

“You need not speak so, Laey,” =aid
Bimmnibel, reprovingly, to the maid whose
loquacity was far ahead of her gram-
mar. “I dare say Janet gives her
caunse to indulge in temper sometimes.”

the

do so0, until

“Lor! Miss Dozuibel,” said Lucy.

"

“Tanet ig as mild as n dove; but Miss
Felise, she have slapped Janet's mouth
twice, and =colds her day in rnd day
cut. Janet says that Colonel Carlyle
will catch a Tartar when he gets her.”

“Be quiet, Lucy: my bhead aches”
said Bonnibel, thinking it very immproper
for the girl to disenss her superior's af-
fairs so freely; she therefore dismissed
the subject and thought no more abont
it, little dreaming that it was one por-
tentons of evil to herself,

Felise need not have tronhled herself
with the fear of Bonnibel's rivalry. The
voung girl was only too willing to be
kept in the background. In the zeclu-
wion which Mrs. Arnold deemed it pro-
per to observe after their dreadfnl and
tragic bereavement they received but
few wvisitors and Boonibel was glad that
her recent illness was considerd a suf-
ficient pretext for denying herself to
even these few., Spme there were—a
few old friends and one or two loving
schodmates—who refuszed to be denied
and whom Bonnibel reluctaptly 2dmit-
tedd, but these few found her so changed
in appearance and broken in spirt that
they went away marveling at her per-
sistent grief for the uncle whom the
world blamed very much because he had
failed to provide for her as became her
birth and position.

But while the world censured Mr.
Arnold’s neglect of her, Bonnibe] never
blamed her uncle by word or thoughbe.
She believed what he had told her on
the memorable evening of his death. He
fiad provided for her, she knew, and the
will, perhaps, had been lost. What had
become of it she could not conjecture,
but she was far from imputing foul play
to anyone., The thought never entered
her mind. She was too pure and in-
nocent herself to suspect evid in others.
and the overwhelming horror of her
nnele’s tragic death still brooded over
her spirit to the utter exclusion of all
other cares save one, and that one a
sore, sore trial that it needed all her
energies to endure, the silence of Leslie
Dane and her anxieties recarding his
fate; for still the davs waned and faded
and no tidings came to the sick heart
that waited In passionate suspense for
4 sign from the loved and lost one.

Strange to say, she had never lea-ned
the fatal truth, that Leslie Dane stood
charged with her uncle's murder. and
that justice was still on the alert to
discover his whereabouts. During her
severs and nearly fatal illness all ap-
proach to the subject of the murder had
been prohibited by the careful physician,
and on  her convalescence the news-
papers had been  exeluded from her
sight and the subject tabooed in her
pregence. She had forgotten the solemn
charge of Felise Herbert and her mother
that fatal night which she had =0 in-
dignantly refuted. Now she was spared
the knowledge that the malignity of the
two women had succeeded in fixing the
¢rime on the innocent head of the man
she loved. Had Bonnibel known that
fact she would have left Mrs. Arnold’s
roof, although starvation and death had
been the inevitable consequence, Bat
she did not know, and so moped and
pined in her chamber, fearful and ut-
terly despairing, oblivions to the fact
that she was doing what Felicse most de-
sired in thus secluding herself,

CHAPTER IX.

A blind chance at last brought abaat
the fatal meeting between Bonnibel
Vere and Colonel Carlyle which Felise
Herbert so preatly dreaded and de-
precated.

As the antumn months merged nto
winter Bonnibel had developed a new
phase of her trouble. A great and ex-
ceeding restlessness took possession of
her.

She no longer moped in her chamber,
thinking and thinking on the one sub-
jeet that began to obscure even the
memory of her Unecle Francis, She had
brooded over Leslie’'s strange silenre
ur-til her brain reeled with agony—nox
a stranze longing for oblivion and for-
getfulness took hold upon her,

“Oh! for that fabled Lethean draught
which men drink and straightway all
the past is forgotten!" she would mur-
mur wildly as she paced the floor, wring-
ing her beantiful hands and weeping.
“Either Leslie has deserted me or he
is dead, In either case it is wretchad-
ness to remember him! Oh! that I could
forget!

Shronded in her thick wveil and long
cloak =lie beguu & *nla long rambling
walks every day, returning weuars 2nrd
fatigued, so that sleep, which for
awhile had deserted her pillow, began
to return, and in long and heavy slumi-
erg she wounld lose for a little while
the memory of the handsome artist so
deeply loved in that brief and beauti-
ful summer. Thcee days were gone for
ovor. Her brief spring of happiness
was over. It seemed to her that the
only solace that remained to her weary
heart was forgetfulness,

Once, rendered desperate by her sus-
pense, she had written a lotter to Leslie
—a long and loving letter, full of tender
reproaches for his silence, and contain-

death. She had begged him to send her
just one little line to assure her that
gshe was not forgotten, and this bean-
titul little letter, filled with the pu-e
thoughts of her innuvcent heart, she had
directed to Rome, Italy-

No answer cyme to that vearning ery
from the aching heart of the little wife.
She waited until hope became a hide-
ous mockery. She began to think how
strange it was that she, little Beonibel
Vere, who looked se much like a child,
with her short hair and baby-blue eyes.
was really a wife. But-for the shining
opal ring with %s pretty inscription,
“Mizpah,” which Leslie had placed upon
her fingar that night, she would have
begun to believe that it was all a fever
ed dream.

She was thinking of that ring one
day as she walked along the crowded
streot, filled with eager shoppers, for
Christmas was drawing near. and peo
ple were busy providing holiday gifts
for their dear ones.

“Mizpah!” she repeated to herself,
walking heedlessly along the wet and
decty pavement. “That means ‘the
Lord watch between thee and me while
we are absent one from another. Oh,
Leslie, Leslie!”

Absorbed in painful thoughts she be-
gan to quicken her steps, quite forget-
ful of the thin sheet of ice that covered

| the pavement, and which required verv
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ing the whole story of her uncle’s tragic]

eareful walking. How it happened she
could not think, but the next moment
she felt one ankle twisting suddenly be-
neath her with a dreadful pain in it
and found herself falling to the ground.
With an exclamation of terror she
tried to recover her balance, but vainly.
She lay extended on the ground, her
hat and veil falling off, and exposing
her beautiful pale face with its cluster-
ing locks of sunny hair.

People crowded around her immediate-
Iy, but the first to reach her was a
gentleman whe was coming out of &
jewelry store in front of which she had
slipped and fallen.

Hea lifted ber up tenderly, and a wo-
man restored her hat and veil

Canada's Eelation to Great Britalin,

In speaking at the opening of Strath-
roy fair, Sir Wilfred Laurier referred
to Canada's relation to the Empire
and to the United States. Replying
to an address which referred to his
efforts towards strengthening the
union with Great PBritain, bhe said :—
““I am glad to receive the testimony
which you bear to the efforts which I
have made in the canse of the Em-
pire. For this also I claim no credit,
and deserve none, and ask for none.
There was no other course for me to
follow. The career of the British
Empire is such as to make it incomb-
ent upon every man, wherever he may
be within that empire, to strengthen
our bonds and the close alliance
which we have with the motherland.
Especially I am proud to say so in the
presence of an aundience of farmers,
because it is the farmers most of all
who would have the benefit by such a
drawing closer of the ties of the em-
pire. The motherland is simply won-
derful in many respects. It is no
more wonderful, however, politically
than it is commercially. As you
know, gentlemen—as you know, ¥you
gentlemen farmers—the best market
we have at the present moment is the
British market, and it is always in-
creasing. I am proud to say that at
this moment our trade with Great
Britain is greater than it ever was at
any time in our history. And yet we
have not yet reached the summit of
it. There is till more to do in that
direction, and for my part, gentle-
men, I think we ought to have the
topmost place in the British market.
(Loud applaunse.) And why? Be-
cause in all the products of the farm
we can claim superiority over all com
petitors. (Hear, hear.) It is not
gaying too much, it is simply telling
the naked truth, to say that in all the
products of the farm Canada stands,
or onght to stand, superior to any
other portion of the globe.

“We want,”” he continued, ‘“to be
on the very best of terms with our
neighbors to the south; we want to
trade with them; but if they will not
trade with us our hearts will not be
broken by the fact, (Hear, hear, and
applanse.) We can live without
them, we can prosper without them;
though I make no secret that there
are many things upon which I for one
would be glad to have better rela-
tions with them. But if the price is
to be paid by the sacrifice of Tanad-
ian honor, we will have none of that
price, and we will continue to do as
we are doing now—paddle our own
canoe. (Cheers.) I speak here in no
boasting tones. I speak with the full
sense of the responsibility that at-
taches to my words. We want to have
the very best relations with our
neighbors, but while we want to have
the very best relations with our neigh-
bors, above all things our aim, our
purpose, is—Canada first, Canada last
and Canada always."’

Slarery In England.

Slavery in England is of very an-
cient standing. Caesar states that it
existed as an institution among the
Celts, and in Roman Englang the oon-
quered nativcs were neld in a state of
gerfdom. In Saxon and early Norman
times the children of the old English
peasantry, and captives taken in war,
were sold like cattle in Bristol mar-
ket, and many were exported to Scot-
land and Ireland. Doomsday Book
states that the slaves numbered 25,000.
Soon after the Conguest the distinct
slave class ceased to eixst, and the
glaves were merged with the lower
class or ceorls under the general desig-
nation of villeins. These wvilleins in
early feudal times were annexed to
 the land and were divisable as goods
and chattels, but in process of time
the higher class of wvilleins gained a
title to the land on which they work-
ed, and after the reign of Richard IL
we find ligtle reference to villeinage.
Although The church had early suc-
ceeded in putting an end to the Eng-
lish slave traffic, by the Canon of the
Conncil of 1102, slavery was never
abolished by any positive enactment;
and it was not till 1660 that the last
remnants of the feudal system were
finally swept away. Slavery was
 abolished, but slavery did not cease
here ; for until the time of George I1L
colliers were bought and sold, and if

belonged were brought back by force.
It was not until the year 1775that

were declared free, and were put upoz
the same footing as other servanta.

Becking Hepose. N
“I'm goin to dig out an go to de city,”
sald Meandering Mike.
“But don't you want to hear de birds

. &

groves?” Inquired Plodding Pete.
“Yep. But I'm goin to quit an goln

and down de t'oroughfares tryin to hire
harvest hands.™

[10 BE coxTINUED,] I

they left the estate to which they °

town, where dere ain't nobody goln up
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