1 SUSPEADED.

inderson’s (ase to
re Conference.

—————

MMOND REPROVED,

. Sept. 19.—The Com-
| i e celebrated Me-
R CilE finished its

it amd made o ri port,
| pec I IDET led Lp .t the
plere e Suspelided
b, anid that Kev; Fos=

| e ru'lbrnr'. il D}f [hp_l-
S TR of the Rev.
wa# the limit of the
awer. aml pow It pe=
epence to deal with
gidene e will be sub-
tontreal Confepence of
b Lhoa# Joane, when
g Ccase Il be linally
antim he @ re lived
| word. The unheppy
» menl in Byra-
well pemembeped, and
ferred to at length
hoe trathialness of
repopts  pubished,
nvestigation by &
this woas granted,
neietedd of the Kev,
r FiinlFimian Lthe
Kingston ; the Rev.
crishurg . Lthe Rev, J,
ik the Rev. Dy
N {‘orners, and the
v Pakenham
ET ] il wh B Lol L
m#«t here [ipst,
Kus he statements
il wepe Laken
v il jpuroment was
F T lelegated Mrp
I law yer of this
Asler | -_':-l'JH_'nr:[r
ey jdence bear-
conld Eet
i commit tee
made h & pre
y copy of it
Lhid COrres
i | WoiE
| minle-
= i b i o the
J thie FEnN
b Limi
nany ol
{ nmined
amd Mr
yffair. In
vir'r, Lhyere
#g Lo hhw
" ndition e
{1 pnaie | | have bien 1k
LA hilim
tpect, and
2« n biank
! ji¢ riraEls
nvy CcolAel
NE N4 e
AN [ "hcistian
vz taken
to Lhe
i that
n candy

THEIFT. I}I-‘I.-

ong ife
» small

Provines
.-: Eowlem i idings werp
hrated The ages of
ranged from 75 to a0
MULLr Y people were guige
ir record. and the day
*F Lo pictaresue pablie

All grocers. Lead

m Is one m
and that s MONSOON Wﬂﬁﬂm

rfL

thtbdbibbding

The Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.

All this George Archer had seen be-
fore, for this is not his first visit to
Anne’s parlor by a great many
times ; and the pretty chintz-cover-
ed farniture, and the dainty woman-
ly ornaments, the leather-framed
engravings, and quaint old articles
of vertu, the carved brackets ani
little statnettes, and the harp cov-
ered with green velvet standing in
a rogess, he has often looked at and
admired. But his heart leaps up in
a sudden burst of anger, surprise
and pleasure, strangely commingled,
at the sight of that which is unfa-

miliar, but fairest of all. Gilllan.

Doane, in & gown of goft ereamy
white, with konots of rich black rib-
bon here and there, sitting on the
little red-cnushioned sofa just beneath
the high window.

And the golden light through the
leaves and flowers [alls on the gentle
head, with its silken locks of silken
browa—on the pure white brow,
the dark-fringed, soulful eyves, like a
glory crowning the gsaintly young
novies ol some mediaeval picture.

In an instant, even while he is
struggling with cold thoughts of sus-
picion, bitferness, and proud re-
solve, his heart softens with a sud-
den memory of the tenderly-witty
reproach of the song “Love and the
Novice."

“"Here we dwell in hollest bowers,

Where angels of light o'er our ori-

sons bend,
Where sighs of devotion and breath-
ings ol fowers

Te heaven in mingled odors as-

cend !

o not disturb our ecalm, O Love!
39 Lko is thy form to the cheraba
albove,

[t might well distarb such hearts

s ours !

Al whilst he pauses and gazesat
her, her eyes met his and he sees
the glad welcome, the surprise and
Jelight that llash into them with
v raddiance and fire. of hall-revealed
yiwods,

T™e¥y have betrayed her lnnocent
sonl for one momont, but the next
they are modestly vell d, and the
swilt tumult of surging color and
shy emotion visible in the pure, pale
face, 14 forcibly quaclied, and Gil lan's
ereoting of George Archer lseven
r littl> ecld in its gentle, maideniy
resirve—a little ecold in its very
Erag.OusNess,

“Others have planned this meet-
img lor us; she is o8 inmocent as 1
am of any intent to bring it
ibowt,” he tells himself, his pulses
quickening, his blue eyes darkening
in a secret, unreasoning gladness, as
ho presses her little hand with his
sun-burned, strong flingers.

And thenm somehow the sight of

that pretty little hand, with Its |

dalnty rings—one ol large gleaming

1
[ ]
1
.

!
|

pearls, one of splondid emeralds—on |

the delicate, waxen f{ingers, seems
to tonch his heart with a keen pang
of shame and remorse—seems to
polt to a deepening staln on the
nonor of his manhood.

“What have I to do with a dainty,
patrician thing like this?” he says
savagely to himself, turnlng away
and sitting down at the far side of
the room. “What right have I, In
commonu justiee, or honesty, to try
and steal a costly exotic blossom
from a rich man's home, and then
tr¥ and eompel the rich man to give
mo in addition the means of existence
for the stofen exotie, well knowing
that if he did not it would soon
withor away aml die miserably In
the bleak air of poverty?

“It is nothing but knavery, nothing
bt eommon. valgar knavery and dis-
honesty,” George mutters (o him-
soll amder his moustache, pertinacl-
onsly staring at tho pattern of the
crimson Kidderminster carpet on the
Moor—a carpet concoeted by those
Aever hands of Anne O'Neil's out of
pleces of carpet too mueh worn for
avem any of the bedrooma of the
b s,

Tea is brought 1. presently, strong,
hot, and excellent in flavor, as is al-
most universal In an Irish household,
ardd It is accompanied by delicate
triangles of potato-cake, smoking-
hot, erisp, buttered, and dalntily
speckled  with carraway seeds—all
that an Irish potato-cake ought to
1758

Bat George Archer, though he
drinks the tea and eats the cake,
which Anne herself hands him, with
one of her keen, inquiring looks, sits
apart from the rest of the little
group, with a  stern, et
ok omn his firm lips, and a cold,
determined light in his blue eyes
when he looks at either Mr. Damer
or Gillian, which is very seldom.

Bis voice 1 eold and curt also when
he spraks, which s more seldom still,
and that only to Mr. Damer or Anne.
Gillian he never once adddresses, and
anewers her few timid questions in
the bricfest possible way.

“I have brought it on myself, I
kmow,” he thinks resentfully; “but
after what 1 told Mr. Damer he
most think me a bigger fool or a
grenter knave than 1 am. if he thinks
I am going to fall in with his sug-
gestion after all. 1 dare say I had
had a couple of extra glasses of
whiskey and soda that pight,
George thinks, with so much extra
col ir ting ing his face that he shifts
his chalr Impatiently rather hearer
to the eovered harp, and more out
of the light of the windtow, “when 1
fell in so readlly with Mr. Damer's
suggestion that I should ‘go in for
the heiress” 1 must have been
ha¥ serewed or 1 would not have
made such an ass of mysell I Geor
thinks again, with a Dbitter -

an accldental glance at the le,
fllrl{.a.h tu:g with the big, dark E;E!.
m i Innocent as a yo
[apwn’'s, o
“I even hinted boastiuiiy to Lacy
of my intentions, and he took it as
a matter of course—the fellow al-
ways does take everything as a mat-
ter of course—and coolly told
me to remember that the race was
open to others, and that it was to
be a fair field and no favor, and I
agreed, and told him mine was just
as well-worn a motto, ‘All's fair in
love amd war." 1 daresay he went
away laughing heartily at my

nearly talking alond in his pertur-
bation, and imperiling the existence

' of one of the Chelsea china cups -

among poor Anne O'Nell's few private

treasures—by placing it

the edge of the table.
“Bingham Lacy knew well enough

how very likely I was to [ind ‘a |

fair fleld’ for winning a wealthy

heiress, with anything like tn:-un:-rﬂ.hfbu:-J

dealing !"

erday
winn e, and
touch of her little hand on Anne's.
For short as the time has been,

Ossory can lay
ts and accomplishments of the
ady who styles herself in her proud
homility. “One of Lady Damer's
walting-women.” Anne plays and
in three foreign languages. She

ls & good planiste, and a brilllant per-
former on both harp and guitar. She
gketches from nature, and palnts In
olls and water-colors. She makes
exquisite lace for Lady Damer's
adornment, she makes’ and alters
Lady Damer's dresses, she is an at-
tendant at her ladyship's toilet, her

" amanuensis and deputy in a hundred

ways; bears the brunt of her tem-
pers and her tyrannles as other
female martyrs of her class hear
from female tyrants, and is rewarded
In full by five-and-twenty pounds a
year.

“I will play for you with pleasure,”
Anne says, with the natural cordlal
grace which is generally repressed
and utterly hidden by her, “if you
will ask Mr. Archer to sing.”

“Now, Anne! Are you utterly

! merciless 7" George exclaims, with an

emply braggadoclo,” George says, embarrassed laugh. “To sing after

hot potato-cake !”
“Will you not?" Gilllan asks,

hall over .
| tary reproach In the cold voice with

coldly, but her eyes have deepened
and darkened with eager longing
and anxiety, and there ls an involun-

those wistful eyes.
George moeats the wistful look, and
answers it with a smlle,
“1 will ,sing if you wish. At least,
will try to sing,” he adds.

He looks up suddenly at this mn:-m-l “Very good of you,"” Gilllan eays,
ent, under the magnetic attraction with chill politeness, for she knows

of Anne's fixed gaze.

“Will you have another cup of tea?”
ghe asks, in her clear volce, with its
slight, persuasive accent. “Do! And
pass Miss Deane's cup also, please.”

“No more tea for me, thank you,”
he says, curtly, as he takes Gilllan's
empty cup, without a look or a
word, and silently pushes it on the
tea-tray.

Both the actlon and manner are
almost discourteous, and Gillian for
the first time looks steadlastly, with
an imquiring expression, at the cold,
proud, handsome face, and the
straight, thick, brown eyebrows low-
ered over the averted eyes.

And then the grave, wondering
glance passes from Greorge's face to
Anne's. But it receives no enlight-
enment thero.

you have ever eaten real Irish po-

tato cake, Miss Deane,” Anne says,'

with a bright smile. “You must wish.
And if your wish comes t0 pass, you
wlll either see its fullilment or a
promiee of jts [(ulfilment in nine
days, providing you keep your wish
a secret.”

“Indeed,” Gilllan says, smiling, but
her smile is rather constrained; and
after a pause she says, looking down
anid speaking in a grave, formal tone,
“1 have wished now, and 1 hope it
will come true. I cannot see why
it should not.”

“Mightn't we guess the wish,
Anne? Would that spoil the
charm ?" Mr. Damer asks, very wag-
gishly. “Upon my word, these cakes
of yours are the bost 1 ever eat—
barring none, Anne. You made ‘em
yvourself, I know,” Mr. Damer says,
taking his fourth triangle. * Eh,
Anne? Mightn't we guess Gillian's

wish? I think I can, and that it's,

mighty likely to come trus."”

“Well, gueas 11, Il yon can, Mr.
Damer,” Gillian says, smiling.

Mr. Damer laughs, and his blue eyes
light up, and his bright smile is full
of gallantry and admiration as he
bows to his girlish cousin with all
the easy rourtesy of an Irish gen-
tleman of th: old school.

Looking at him just now, Gillian
can recall, without any surprise, her

mother 8 stories of him in his gay
yonng manhood as “handsome Harry |

Damer,” ns he was popu'arly known
through the country side.

“I guess the likellest wiiflh to come
true, my dear,” he says smiling, “that
you win every herart you meet on
irish soil. and that you may meet
one worth the winning, to win your
own heart in return.”

George laughs sarcastieally.

“Wh'ch means —b-Ing int~rpreted”
—he says—"that Miss Deane must
make a great many m~n miserable,
before she relents anl makes one man

n .ll
; "IE'IL?an't- Miss Deane win wo-
men's hearts, as weli as men's, 1
ghould like to know ?"” Mr. Damer
gays, dryly, and turning on George
sharply. “Youre only epeaking for
yonrsell and your own sex,” my dear
fellow.” :

“Ag was most mnatural,” George
retorts, rather disagreeably.

“] hope it was not your wish, at
all events, Miss Dean=s?"” Anne says,
with a curlous, intent look. “Why
ghould ynu have everything HITPE
you. when others have—so little ?

Gilllan erimsons hotly. and a little
flash of temper is in the glance she
gives Mr. Damer, bot she answers
Anne’'s question with a certain girlish
mifriittrﬁ'nn not my wish, ecertalnly,”
ghe says. with a brief little smile,
looking down that she may not see
the faces of those two who have re-

ed-her.
hul't::-huted her for a possible vanity
of which she is in no wise gullty,
gave it be In the passionate ranrnh:f
to be loved, which Is at the core
the wumnn';}rnail:luﬁ blossoming into

in her 1 east.
luﬂhr ghould they rebuke her and be
displeased with her even for Mr.
Damer's foolish flattery ? Why should
Anne O'Nell and her lover find fault
with her who has only wished to be
thelr friend in the best way she

' how ? s
knﬂﬁi‘: can dimly understand Annes

f as prompted by a womans
morbld Jealousy, by the restless suf-
ferlng of an unprusperous, unsettled
love-affalr. But she cannot under-
gtand George Archer. beyond the
fact that she has reelved. almost
from the moment cf hls entrance into
the room that her unexpected pres-
ence has been an unexpected canse of
smbarrassment and dlspleasure to

contempt that makes him avold even him.

, wall that even the slight compliment
I

19 false.

Hea is going to sing becaunse of that
swift touch of Anne's hand on his
ghoulder, and her Jow-mnuttered
words as she stoops to uncover her
harp.

The harp Is attuned presently, and
Anne etrikes the opening chords ol
the grand air, “The Lamentations
of Aughrim.” She plays like one in-
gpired, her eyes flashing, her cheeks
pale, her lips erimson, and her strong
white, well-shaped hands gleaming
here and there over the quivering
strings.

I With searcely a pause, and without

waliting to be asked, she plays “*The
Minstrel Boy,” and then the passion-
ate, warlike strains, “Let FErin Re-

| member the Daya of 01d.”
“Now, this ls the very [first time |

“I never heard you play better,
Anne,” Mr. Damer says.

“I never heard anvone play 80
well,” Gil'lan says, elmply, though her
volee 18 quivering with emotion.

“Oh! I love it,” Anne says, care-
lessly, almost bitterly. “When one's
heart and hand are glven to an art,
it Is rare but one sneceads in some
mengnre, Now, George,” she adds,
briefly, turning over the musie, “‘slng
for Miss Deane, though you refused
the rest of us, sing ‘Take Back the
Virgin Page.' ™

Gilllan does not ndl a word of a re-
quest, Bhe slts, indeed, with her [nce
averted, gazing out of the window
at the gold and erimson of the west-
ern eky ; but not a syllable, nor an
inflexion of the fine barytone voice
with its power of modulation and ex-
pression, s lost to her,

*“Take back the virgin page,

White and nunwritten still,

Some hand, more calm and sage, the
leal must [ill, -

Thoughts come ns8 pure as light,

Pure as even you require ;

' But, &h! each word I write, love
turnas to fire. '
| “Yot let me keep the book,
Olt shall my heart renew,
When on Its leaves I look, dear
thoughts of you,

Like vyou, it's fair and bright,

Like you, too bright and falr,

To let wild passion write cne wrong
word there.

“And as o'er ocean far,

Seamen their record keep,

Led by some hidden star, through
the cold deep, _

S0 may the worda I write,

Tell through what storms I stray,

You still, the unseen light, gulding

my way !”

|  She might add, whilst she strives to
make up a conventionally “pretty”
gpoech of thanks, that she has never
heard any one sing so well. No one's
singing has ever touched the secret
depths of the poor child’s heart, and
thrilled her pulses, and [filled her
eyes with taars, belore.

“Thank you, Mr. Archer, that is
a beautiful song,” she says quietly,
though her voice is a little unsteady,
as her fingers brulse some of the
luxuriant verbena leaves, and the
room is [illed with the delicate In-
cense-like fragrance.

“I thizk you maligned my potato-
cake, George,” Anne says, laughing.
“And now, as a punishment, I'll bring
down that big volume of Irish songs
from my room, and you shall sing the
book through—ecovers and all.”

And she 1s hardly gone when Mr.
Damer starts up.

“Upon my word, my dear, if you'll
excuse me, I must go and change my
coat for a thinner one,” he says very
seriously. ““Thls room is so terribly
warm. Terribly ! Don’'t you find it so?
No? Wgll, you look cool in that
pretty white gown; doesn't she,
George 7"

“Yery,"” answers George, smlliog Ir-
repressibly, whilst he bites his lips
with vexatlon, and Mr. Damer hur-
ries oot of the room.

“Well, upon my word, I never did
see anything so barefanced,” George
mutters, with a glance of 1ndl:nn:.—
tlon after the retreating figure. “It's
an nhuglnt& ?utrﬁga on the poor lit-
tle girl’s feellngs.

F:fri* he gees Gilllan suddenly sit' up
very stralght on the couch, and sees
the look of apprehension after Mr.
Damer a® he goes, and l‘eaves her
quite alone with George Archer.

H@> sees the nervous change in her
face a® he crosses the room nearer to
her, and lean® om the window-sill
whilet he talks to her, but he eannot
know how Gillinn shrinks In an agony
of drend lest she betray hersell.

8he 18 too young, too innoc~nt, and
unversed [1 even womanly wiles to be
ahle t» hide her feelines wel' but ehe
is eonsclous of a keen womanly shame

Talklng of the weather, the flow-
ers, music, anything and every-
thing; talking at random; talking
with only a vague idea of what he
is saying, or what she is answerlng,

agines she ecan
hear the rapid beating of her heart
in the summer stillness, in the silent
breath of flowers, in the [flitting
lights and shadows of the clematis
sprays and the waving muslin car-
tains, in the presence of George Ar-

‘cher's big, symmetrical form, the

bold, bright face, the ardent blue
eyes, which seem to gaze into the
fragrant verbena leaves, and the
depths of her girlish soul.

For she is silently nerving hersell
to venture a little further on the
unstable ground of their acquaint-
ance. Having gone so far as she did
yesterday morning she owes it to
herself—in dignity and consistency,
she thinks, poor little self-decelved
Gilllan—not to lie under any mis-
prehension in his regard.

The moment of her awakening had
not come yet. The girlish heart does
not know, as yet, ol the woman's
passionate: yearning for his ap-
proval, and the natural sexuoal
adoration of each true daughter of
Eve when the angel of her fate
brings her Adam to her side.

And George is nerving himself,
standing there in the golden sun-
set light, looking at the Innocent,
falr young creature, in her soft
white robe, with the gentle, chlild-
like head, the pure down-cast face,
the timid bosom heaving visibly be-
neath the snowy rulfles of cloudy
erepe, which modestly veil the sweet,
white throat and breast beneath
the square-cut bodice ; he is nerving
himsel! desperately and determin-
edly to speak bLlunt and cruel words
to her which will wound her spirit,
brulse and deface her childish trust
and faith—eruel words which will
hurt her and offend her fatally. It
in well she should be couched of her
blindness, but it follows as a mal-
ter of course that she will regard
the rough, eruel operator with aver-
gion for evermore.

“Well, be it so0!™ he Bays
1o himself, curtly. “I eould
not stand her innocent liking and her
wistful eyes and smiles much longer !
She shall know the truth from me,
and then—detest me if it please her.”

He is walkine with veiled eyes as
well as Gillian, as unconseious and
sell-deceiving ns she.

He thinks it is from honesty and
sell-willed pride, from a dogged de-
termioation to let Gillian see that
there is one, at least, who will not
basely woo her for her father's
wealth.

But it is only from the restless
fever of longing that has awcoke in
hisg heart, from the recklessness of
Jealousy and despair that his speech
is prompted. It is only because he
i gix-and-twenty, in the bloom and
strength of manhood, and she Iis
sweet and love-worthy, a  hall-
blown rose of womanhood in ler
nineteen years.

At last Gillian ean endure the em-
barrassed silence no longer.

“Mr. Archer,” she says, carelessly,
a8 it were, in a slightly-piqued tone,
and half-smiliog, “how have I ol-
fended you "

“Offended me? You? Iow could
You think such a thingi™ he says
huskily.

Now that he has the opportunity,,
he feels as if he could not utter
o word, pand pauses a full minute,
gazing at her in silence. And Gil-
lian, conseiona in every fiber of her
being of tihat steadfast look, yet
gits as if urmoved, daintily toying
with the tuft of clematls blossom
in her bodice, while she awaits bis
reply.

Since yesterday morning, and
that good-bye at the white gate
in the lane, she has bean

“Standing with reluctant feet,
Where the brook and river meet,
Womanhood and childhood [leet."

And suddenly she has began to be
versed in women'’s ways.

“What made you %think sach a
thing 7" George asks abruptly,
staring at her, and watching the
delicate flush of her cheeks deepen
and spread even down over her white
neck, and hide amongst the snowy,
misty crepe rulfles,

“Becanse I thought you were
rorry, or displeased, to see me here
this evening,” she says, slowly,
striving to keep down that warm,
surging blush, striving to still her
quivering fingers employed with the
sprays of cl matis. “It could have
been only my fancy. Why should
you be displeasad ? 1 have dune noih-
ing to displease you."

“I'll tell you the truth, even il 1t
offend you!" George says suddenly,
almost roughly. It will offend you. I
know ; but it will be best alfter all
L was sorry I came here this evening
when I found you were here.”

“ Why, What have I done?" Gil-
lian asks, starting to her feet, crim-
soning and clasping her hands with
an involuntary gesture of fvar and
entreaty, though the poor child
proudly draws up to its full height
her slender figure and confromts him
haughtily.

And so they stand face to face
for a few moments in the golden sun-
set lght, with the breath of the flow-
ers around them and the tender
tralling branches and ecented leaves
of the verb na ly'nz between them;
only that, and about three feet of
epace, and yet G-orge Archer knows
that it means for him an abyss wile
as the world between him and the
falr woman who has unconsciously
gmn:l dear to him. S0 dear In her

ir youth. her innocence and friend-
linegs, that her girlish brauty appeals
least of all to the bst and tender-
est instincets of his manhood.

“Only for her money—only for her
money,” he thinks, feverl . “Only
for the shame of what I should b~ in
my own eyed all my 10> I choull love
her, dear, pretty little girl. I should
court her to be my s—my darl-
ing. loving little wife, who would
make that dJdrrary. gray old bar-
racks a happy home.”

“T shonld. with all my fauitse and
ehortsnminea, h~ a better husband
to her than Lacy ever could or
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would he!" poor George thinks, with
a swelling heart and pangs of hope-
less jealousy. Heaven deliver her
from him, at all events! Whatever
love his ecold, calculating, passion-
less nature can feel is given away
long ago. It is a very different wo-
man to this poor little ewa-lamb
who could keep any hold over Lacy's
selfish, worldly heart.

“Poor little lamb,” George repeats |
to himeself, folding his arms to try
and repel the fierce templation that
begine to assail him, “now that
you have fallen among wolves, 1
wonder if—to eat of my meat and
to drink of my cap and to 'ie in
my bceom, like *the poor man's ewe
Jamb' in the Bible story—would not
be the best [ate Lhat can befall
you in the dangers around you?

“What have you done?” he asked,
repeating her words. “Nothing —
only come amongst us and roused up
evil passions and desires 1n our na-
tures, not because you are young
and Jovely, but because you are
rich! Don’'t forgel that, Miss Deane,
You are repuled 1o be very rich,
and your money is a great tempta-
tion to us all, greedy for wealth
and covetous of galn as Cellle peo-
ple=Irish people— are apt to be.

“And your money ig a temptation

to ns all here — don't forget
that,” he RBAYH, hoarsely,
in n  sappressed volee, whilst
Gillian stands with wide-open

eyes of fear, and pale to her lips, lis- 1

tening breathlessly. **To Lady Damer,
to her hnshand, kind and good as he |
is, and to others as well. They ali'
want to possess yon, or eome share of
the wealth yon represent:; [or we
Irish people are very poor, and very
grex1ly of money—so our enemics say;
and though I speak agalnst the onls
friends T have on earth, Miss Deane,”
he adds, In a lower, sadder tone— |
““though I agn placing mysell in your
power and at vour di=seretlon, to be
branded as a traitor by those who
have heen good and kin® to me all my
days, yvet no one ean eay [ nm a liar ;
I have told you but th~ truth. though
I know It I= a shameful truth.”

(To be continued.) ‘
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£ HE RECEIVED i
; HIS REWARD.
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During a recent conclave of rail- |
road magnates in New Orleans some- |
thng reminded a well-known General
Manager of a wlhimsical story. *1
am alrald there §s no partica ar moral
to this yvarn,” he said, "but it hap-
pens to be true, and I'll give It to
you for what the newspaper boys
call "human interest.’ Not long ago
the millionaire President of a big
manufacturing concern up in Ohio
made a speech at a banguet, and to
illustrate how seeming misfortune
may prove blessings In disguise, he
gaid that he got his start in life
through belng kicked offl an accom-
modation train in the dead of win-
ter. It was during the hard times of
the 'B0's, he went on to relate, and
although he was a skilled mechanic
and something of an engineer he
found it imposgible to procure work
of any kind, even manual labor.
Things went from bad to worse, and
at last, he found himsell stranded
somew here In Southern Ohlo. He was
gtones broke and desperate, and
wanted to get to Dayton, where he
had heard vaguely th~re was some-
thing coing in his trade. So one bit-
ter cold evening he slipped on board
an accommodation train, hoping to
be able to talk the conductor Into
carrying him, but he failed ignomin.
iously. He beggsd and pleaded and
told his story with all the eloguence
of despalr, but the tick~t puncher
refused to m~1t. On th~ contrary, he
pulled the b~ll rope when they came
to the next stat'on, grabb=d the un-
happy young mechanic and propelied
h'm offl the car with a serl g of swift
kicks. He landed in a snow bank and
glept in a freirht shed. Bat next day

his chance came. I

His Luck Turned.

“A rpan Fudd-nly gave way ln a new
iron bridge over a big creek at the
edge of th? town, and the whole
gtructure threatened to go down
before experts could arrive (rom the
builder’s foundry. At that eritical
juncture the stranger Jumped into
the breach, bullt a trmporary sup-
porting trestle of loge and cross.
ties and saved som-~thing like $£20,-
000 worth of work. Of course the
bridge people were delighted, and
when they saw what a really sclen-
tific job he had done they offered
th» shabby engin~er a handsome po-
gition in their establishment. From
that on his rise wus rapid, and in
concluding the little tale he laid es-

cial stress on th~ apparent hope.
eseness of his positivn the night he
was ejected from the train and made
the point that one should never give
way to deapa'r. ‘If that conduetor had
carrind me on inetead of kickinz me
off,’ he sald, ‘T would have miss>d the
great chance ol my life, an1 might
be working mow at the bench. I am
really indebted to him for my start
In the world, and I have often
wishe1 that T counld meet him and
tell him about {t.” p

“This curlong Yittle narrative was
generally enpled by the papers,” con-
tinued the rol'pnad man, “nand one
day a comdurtor in our service came
into my office In great excltemont
and showed me a clipping. ‘T'm the
very man th‘:nrt that fellow off.’
he declvred, after questioning
him a little a’ to dates and detalls
T eomcloded he wae corrert aboat It
He remembered the Incldent perfect-
1y and also recalled the fact that th-
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‘big bridge’ at the town had broken
the following day, but the subseyuent
career of his LWobo passenger was
something he had never heapd of. It
filla® him with awe and veneratlon,
and he was especially impressed by
the generons dispogition on the papt
of the lucky man to atiribute his lop-
tune to the circumstance of having
been kicked off the traio, and his ex-
deglre to meet the person who
did the klcking. After ruminating over
the matter for a week or two and
reading the speech until he knew it
by heart, he eoncluded it would be
wrong to deny the millionaire an op-
portunity to express his gratitode,
and accordingly he applied for =a
leave of absence to pay him a vislt,
I granted the leave, gol hini n pass,
and he departed in high feather.

Went for Hizs Reward,

“Ag poom a8 he arrived at his des-
tination, necording to his own story,
he went at once to the manufactory,
which wa® a great deal vaster and
more Impressive than he had expect-
ml, and asked to see the president.
Alter some delay he was shown Into
a magnificent private office on the
pecond floor, where n stalwart grey-
halred gentleman was seated behind
a big mahogany table. The eonductor
had prepare] quite a well-turned and
witty little speech of introduectlon,
for he reallzed, of course, that the
milllonalre wouldn't know him from

Adam's house-cat, but the spltendor of:

the surroundings and the cold blue

' eve of the man himsell knocked it all

out of hig head, and the only thing he
eould do was to sapread the newspapep
clipping on the table and blurt out
‘I'm the fellow that put you ofl.*
‘Indecd ?' sald the president, looks
ing at him keenly. "Hww da you
know ?" The copdurtor stumbled over
his story, and before he concluded
the magnate jumped up, emiling
warmly. "““This s a greal ]'hlr-ﬂ.lnrt.'
he said, 'a very great pleasure—some-
thing I have been looking forward to
for years.,' ‘It's mutual' eald the
conduetor., grinning. ‘Thanks,' sald
the manufactarer.” ‘You noticed,
perhaps, in my little spsech that I
gladly aseribed my start in life to
the fact that you kicked me ofl the
cars instead of earryinz me to Day-

ton on that winter night which you
recall with such remarkable precl-
sion ' ‘Yes, I noticed that,' sald the
conduetor, wha, without knowing
why, saddenly began to feel a ecurl-
ous sense of apprehension. “Exactly,
pursucd the president, rubbing his
palms, “and as far as results were
| concerned you were, ol course, mere-
ly an instrument in the hands of

Providence. I have returned thanke
to Providenes in various ways, and
think Providence and 1 are about
even. But the kicking,” he went on
in the same silky wvolce which the
condnetor says made cold chills crawl
all through the roots of his halr,
“the kicking was a personal touch of
your own—a sort of humorous embel-
lishment, without which the throws=
ing off of a half-sick, hall-clad pen-
nilees wretch might have been a bit
too somber, Let me see,’ he added,
musingly, ‘it seems 1o me ¥You were
a good deal heavier then.' °I weed to
weigh 180, #ald 1the condactor,
swallowing in his throat, “but I've
run down sinee.* *Yes, sald the
president, politely, “my own experi-
ence was Just the reverse; I was
greatly run down that night and
have sinee gailned considerable in
weight, which makes thingse about
even at present.' With that he
suddenly grabbed the conductor by
ilie eollar, whirled him around like
lightning and kicked him all the way
down stairs. He landed on the pave-
ment all in a heap,” sald the rail-
road man in conclusion, “and epent
a day debating whether he would
bring a damage suit or go guaning
for hi® cruel assallant. At last he
decided that he was up against It
and had better come home before
anything else gtruck him. He s &
hot anarchist now, and sayvs the
millionaires have no souls."—=New Ore
leans Times-Democrat.
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A stopped-up geyser Is an ex-spurf
In its way.
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A wealthy parent may cut off his
eon without a cent, but he cap't
cut off the lawyers.
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A young lawyer ought to do a fees
nominal business.

The “right side” of the stock mars
ket is usually the outside.
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The sweets of married life are nol
to be found in family jars.
“All coone lovk alike to me”™ rﬂ-
marked the hungry bird as it swals«
lowed the embryo butterlly.

Some of the hardest work in the
world is done by the people who rum
labor-eaving machines.

Generally the person who is fomd
of a escrot I8 the one who doesm't
think enough of it to keep It

Education Is like love, men think
E‘ﬁr have it until they get to ba
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At the age of Fweet sixteen a wo-
man's rights are several lengths
ahead of a man's.
]

Many a man who ig open to com-
viction manages to escape it by
hanging the jury.
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Nell—=She must be awfully home-
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" . car has so
girl friends.
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