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The Last Answer,

Dying eves what do ye see?

1 see the love that heldeth me ;

The look that, lighting, leans to bless,
The little daily tenderness ;

Smiles without words ; the sweet sure sign
Which says in silence, | am thine,
Returning feet met at the door ;

Alas! for those which run no wore !

Ah, mw, for lips that whispered, * Dear!
Earth i< all heaven, for thou art here,

I see a figure like a stone ;

The house where vue sits alone,

O God, bave pity | for I see

The desolated needing me.

Dying eyes, what do you see 7—

I see the love that taketh me

Loud in the breakers, soft in song,

Ever the summoi s calleth strong,

I see upon an unknown strand

The signal of a distant Haud.

The leaf i< light, the bud is out,
loods of May colors float about,

The pulse leaps high, the heart is young,

The sweetest chimes are yet unrung,

My bravest deeds I never did ;

And, struygling with the coffin-lid.

H Hopes, drganis, and joys and happy tears

Start, throbbing, to live down the years,

Almighty ! Listen! [ am dust,

Yt spirit am | so I trust,

Let come what may, of life o1 death,
I trust thee with my sinking breath,
I trust thee, though 1 see thee not
In heaven or earth, or any spot.

I trust thee till [ shall know why
There’s one to live and one to die,

I trust Thee till Thyself shall prove
The Lord of life and death and love,

— Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, in Harper's
Bazar,
- e ew»

MY LASU AFFAIR.

T know there’s no fool like an old fool.
Hundreds of evirybody’s acquaintances
prove it, every hour of every day ; yet it
was more or less of a surprise that I my-
gelf should tuke my fling at that ancient
folly. For I must confess now that I
have. Last Jure I was fifty-seven; I
suppose I may say I am old. But if I awm
oll, [ am not gray. I am very straight
thanks to my service long ago under Sher-
man, aud 1 don’t know that T havea pain.
Last autumn I took up the wheel ; I am
a member of three golf clubs, I still can
sit even an uncertain horse with some
skill, and my nerve is stiil mine, for 1
hold and keep a record with the rifle. I
may say that I am still susceptible, with
sor Jy pride, too '“' But I thought myself
b')y(md the loss of my judgment’in such
an affair,

I always have been susceptible ; and
the reason that I am a bachelor at fifty-
seven is that I could never like one woman
‘enough not to find—perhaps a little later
—another equally irresistible. Ah, my
friends, a man remains a bachelor because
he admires the sex deeply ; and the man
who marries, after al¥;'is 8 narrow fellow,

#/em get their finest tributes from such
'te;xperamlent-s as mine, and they know it,

“too. I have not been without my suc-
.cesses, and why should I, for the sake of
false modesty,deny ’em ? A man at fifty-
seven knows himself—where his virtues
‘and vices will carry him.

*Yet at fifty-seven, without any warn.
ing, I find myself turning experimental,
as sentimental as that lackadaisical fellcw
Werther, who is always—bis kind never
.dies—a very young or a very old bach<lor.
~ When i came to town at the close of
‘the war | found myself possessed of an
income comfortable for ome. I found,
too, that with caution, and by making
‘myself socially agreeabie, I could eat other
fellows’ dinners and ride their horses. It
1 married I knew that my position would
“be goue, I might become entangled with
‘undesirable persons (you never know
about a family) who wonld deprive me of
‘all the position wy tact had gained. lu-
.evitably— unless ske had a dot, which

| when we were boys in college ; a disa-

agreeable women don’t always, and the
disagreeable ones often do have—I should
become a beast of burdeu ; a beast, be-
cause a worried man often becomes that ;
a beast with a burden of worries about
making ends meet, So, coming to town
as I did, I let other fellows work for the
money, the luxuries, and the irresistible
| girls, while I enjoyed their fruits. Imean
that I appreciated their cooks, or their
pictures, and basked in their wives’ smiles)
which, if more sincere for them, at least
pever became a frown for me.

And they married, and worked, and be-
came distinguished, and had riches, and
reputations, little or great, and children to
live up to, aud grew old; and worn, and
disagreeable ; while I—1 have told you
what I am at fifty-seven because I have
been content to eliminate worry.

It was the most natural thing in the
world, then, for Jack Bellington to invite
me for the thousandth time to his house
in Westchester. Jack was a dear fellow

greeable fellow since he has become the
great Bellington, the lawyer whose income
—a small measure ot his capacity—is
greater ihan that of the President of the
United States ; but of course Jack is too
clever a man ever to be President,

“You know you go to everybody’s
house, Phil, and you are so infernally
popular that you never come to ours,
Oh, you may pay a bit of a visit ncw and |
then in town on Clarissa. But this is dif- |

ferent, You must, positively must, It’s
a house party for Clarissa Second.”

“Is she like Clarissa First ?” said L.
Clarissa First is Jack’s wife, with whom I
had been madlyv in love thirty years ago,
and whom, for the reasons 1 have stated,
let Jack marry. Now she is too fat, too
dowager-like. Bless me, that was a nar-
row escape I had thirty years ago !

“She is prettier than her mother ever
was at twenty,” Jack went on. ‘“She is ‘
just from that French convent ; and how |
is it, Phil, that girls brought up in con- |
veuts, as my wife would bave Clarissa,
always have more men about them ? I'm |
afraid she is a sad little flirt. I had six |
youngsters approach me on the subject in |
so many weeks. [ was frightendd at first, |
they were such callow youths. But Clar- |
issa just cast down her eyes, and said,
¢ Papa, they will make fools of themselves
—I can’t help it.” Khe only came out
last winter. You were in Cairo, weren’t
you? She hasbeen making time tell, that
little girl of mine. Once we—my wife
and I-—did have a fright. There’s young
Digges, down in my office, a clever enough
boy, but without & penny, aud Le seemed
to be around too much. Ltut Clarissa
First put her foot down ; Claris-a Second
cried for a week, and thea seemed to get
over it. Digges left me, and went overto |
Peabody’s office. 1 miss him some in get-
ting up my briefs; but a fellow must
think of his own daughter’s future, you
know.”

Hang it, old wman, thought I, how you
old chaps forget ! Weren’t you an impe-

Clarissa First 7 I wasdiscreet enough only
to think this, I never combat people’s |
prejudices,

“ And,” he chattered on—he bad had
several Scotches ; I never go bevond one
—*“ it was all well encugh. Young Tom
Roaringby has taken Digges’ place. with
some others. I hope it’s ycung Tom.
He’s such a nice fellow ; doesn’t make a
fool of himself, as he might with all that

money. 1’d like to turn ’em all out ; but
I suppose there’ll have to be one, sowe
day ; and I want him to be nice like Tom.
Oh, 0’m, it’s late. I have a de:l of work
on to-morrow,
Phil. Clarissa Firs'
you, if you don’t. There’ll be Job Piper
and his wife, and the Roaringbys, and Van
Brules—just a fit house full. Take the
three o’clock train, and youv’ll have time
to dress at your leisure. It’s for a week
at least, you know.”’

Well, I went. I was a bit late, for 1
didn’t catch the three o’clock. As I came
down they were waiting, and Job Piper
was telling oge of his detestable stories.
Everybody laughs -anc groans mwardly.
Piper has been telling those stories for
years ; I know ’em all.

“You see 1 was pretty ill, T can tell
you,” came Job's voice. “I should have
{ died if it badn’t been for an accident.”

“ What aecident, Mr. Piper 7’ came a
pretly voice, like Clarissa First’s voice
thirty years since. Now will vou beiicve
it 7—my ancieut heart begav to beat.
Well, as | say, I am still a young man.

“ Now don't Job,” said Mrs. Piper.

“ [t was the acciaent, Miss Bellington,,
of waking up oue night and hearing wmy
wife’s voice, | listen«d.”

“You listened,” =aid Clarissa Se¢cond,
for it was she ; and [ listened on the stair,

1 listened,”” Piper went on, “to hear
my wife’s voice. ‘How do you spell
widuw in French ¥’ she was murmuring in

Now we’ll expect you
never will forgive |

her sleep. My hair—all I have left—
stood on end. From that moment [ pe-
qan to get well, and now——"

“ How can you, Job 7"’ said Mrs. Piper.

[ had heard the same story a dozen
times, In the perfunctory laughter—
whick I was relieved from sharing, thanks
to my hesitation on the stair—I entered,
making a relieved hush while Clarissa
First (she really was fatter) greeted me.
Then I turned around to see her as she
was thirty yvears ago—as she was now, re-.
juvenated, in Clarissa Second. My heart
beat ridiculously. Can you believe it of
me? I went at it, deliberately—with the
shrewdness of many, many affairs—to out-
shine that boy, Tom Roaringby.

And I did, young Creesusihat he is;
that is, I apparently did. She smiled on
me ; she listened to me ; she exclaimed at
a | my war stories that I had rot trotted
out for many a year. She rode with me,
avoiding Roaringby Jack and Claris:a
First smiled approval of Clarisa Second.
They did not think me dangerous. ButI
began to think I was; this was after some
days, you understand.

Sometimes there was a touch of colorin

“ At the end of the garden walk there
will be—v""

“ Charlie Digges, and a church——"’

“Charlie has arranged that.”

“And afterward, what am I to do ?”” I
added. iy

aud mamma.”
“Oh, I sm, am 1?7
“You are, major.”

She raised her face nearer mine ; yes, |
she kissed me.

“Well, Miss Clarissa, [ will,” said I ;
“I promise [ will.”

“You are to turn back aund tell papa '

“You cear major, I could hug you!”

“You mustn’t me, only Charlie Digges,”
said 1 gravely. |

“Yes, major,”” said she demurely. |
“Come. It’s time to dress for dinner.

And we sauntered up to the house, she
on my arm,

“I can trust you, major—after dinner,”” |
' she said, nodding back. ,
| I'didn’t answer then. I followed her
’ in; and as [ dressed I swore just a hit—

' as a bachelor may, who has no one to cor-

1

| rect his profanity, CouldIdoit? Why,

it would be a terrible abuse of Jack’s

her face, a glimpse of a quickly hid ex. ; friendship, to say nothing of his hospi-

pression in her eyes,

She certainly gave me prefereace among |
all of that house party. I saw that; and looked at Jack ; at Clarissa First,
Jack and Clarissa First never noticed in | a horrid dinner ; and Piper told stories.
their sleek lack of suspicion. It became |
a question to me whether I was acting ' but Clarissa Second put her arm in mine,

|

honorably : and then I forgot all consid-
erations, even those cf the hospitabty I
was enjoying, as if I were an unbridled |
boy—and | was an old boy. -

Still, there were no sentimental speeches
until that fatal afternoon. We were re-
turning alone through the listle wood. I
heard her sigh.

“ Ah, Miss Clarissa!" said I.

Then she showed me her eyes.
to take her hand.

I tried

Could it be I asked ? ' tality

At dinner, I positively’ shivered.
At first I did not dare look at her. I
It was |

After dinner I thought T might escape ; |

“The major and [ are going to take a
walk,” said she,

“It’s very dreadful, you and the major,”
Clarissa First called after us. Young
Tom Roaringby glared at me.

When we were beginning the garden
path, I turned and said hoarsely :

et

“You can!”

“1oan't.”

“ Dear, dear major !

“Dear major,”’ said she, drawing it
away, ‘“ this life is unendurable to me.”

“ And why, Miss Clarissa?” said 1
“You bhave everything.”

“ Excepting one thing,” said she.

“My dear young ‘ady, I wish I were
twenty—thirty vears younger!”

“Yéu don’t look a bit more than thirty-
five.”

You may appreciate my condition when |
[ say I Lelieved her.

“%(ou flatter me

“You are the dearest man, Major |
Wynne."” |

“(Oh, Miss Clarissa,” said I, like a senti- "
mental spinster. '

“ And vou always will be dear to me, |
major, if " 1

What could I say ? I was in love—yes, |
1 say it frankly, in love as I never had
been even with Clarissa First. |

“ My dear Clarissa,”” said I, taking both |
her hands. 1

“ And you will, major ¥’ said she. |

“ What 7" said I. i

“ Eiope,” said Clarissa.

Well, I dropped her hands.
her. I never had considered myself so

”

Call its enormity.

|
I stared at '; train was pulling out.
1

Well, I weut, At the end of the gar-
den path were a carriage and Digges.

“(h, Charlie,”” said she, as red as the
western skv just then glowing across the |
Westchester hills, “You dear major,”
she added, from Charlie’s arms. |

“ Yowdear major,” said Digges—con- |
fonnd the yvoung puppy !

“ Aud tell them, dear majr, that they |
must forgive us, * You can make it all ’
right, major.” ‘

The carriage drove away ; once she
looked back, smiling from the window. |
I turned back to the house, until sudden- ‘
ly what [ had done appeared before mein
I rushed back to the |
gate, and called after the retreating car- |
riage. The chirrup of crickets mocked |

'me. But I couldu’t return to the house, |

I ran, like a coward down the road, in a
dinuer-coat. Luckily I had a bat. I ran
like some frightened creature—as a deer

' rnns. as a thief may run, asa man who

1uus frow a confidence betrayed. At last, |
getting some method in my maduvess, [
went to the station, just as the eight thirty |

I reached my lodgings, but did not dare |

canious young chap when I let you win ! irresistible as that. Yet it might be; I | to go to any of the clubs. I felt I had
| stil), as 1 have statec, am of a passably | ruined my career, builded so carefully |
good figure | with the polite efforts of yeass,

Jack |

. i} : |
“To-night,” she went on. “You will| Bellington and Mrs. Jack would be my |
major, now please—for me, And you will ' enemies. The story would be told; T

be more than my father.”

| should be the j ke of the men. Feople

“ Ah, Miss Clarissa, said I. I began to | no longer would trust me with their

ieel the need of formality.

Tears suddenly were in her eyes.

“ They are so unkind !”’

[ took her hands again ; yes, T kissed
her.

“And vou will help me, mujor. Ohy

you will I”” she sobbed.
* Oh, I will—Clarissa.”

“ And, dear major, he is so nice, %0

LR

brave
“ He ?” said I, suddenly suspicious,
“So clever, so good &
3 de ’l"
“ Yes,
Charlie Digges.’
I dropped her hands. I felt—now will
you believe it 7—resentment.
“And you wean you wish me to help
you to run away from your father’s house

major—dear major—I mean

’

with u young man your father and mother

disapprove of ?”’
“ Yes, to-night, Major,”’ she said, look-

iug at me rather critically She had sto) -

ped sobbing.
“ Miss Clarissa——"" I began severely.
“ Now you will, major—please !”’
Her hands were on my sheulders ; her

face was upturned to mine ; aud suddenly '

my resentment—the resentwent of a fool-
ish old man, passed, and I felt toward her
as I know Jack, her father, does ; [ felt a
certain yearning-—a something as if she
were my daughter.

“You will, major?”

“ What, Miss Clarissa "

“QOuly this, dear maj r. After dinner,
ask me to take a walk. Nuone will wonse
der at that. We've often walked to-
gether.”

“ Yes," said L.

| daughters, Invitations would cease.
| Well, to end a long story, I was violent- |
|y ill for a week. T heard nothing of the
- Bellingtons, nor did they send my boxes,
' But a vigorous constitution brought me
" around, and Wimple, hearing 1 'was down,
| looked me up, aud offered me one of his
| horses for a canter.
W Y just what you need. maj r. Come
| down into the country——"
| ¢ No more house parties for me,’” said 1
' savagely.
| % Qh, 1’s vour liver, majr. DIl serd
; Smith around with the mare sharp at
seven.’’

“ Have vou read the
Wonple 27 | asked with a sudden fear.

“ Everey day. Lot of bosh—I
the people demand it.”

“ Have youseen any scandul abot——
| % Ahout—=1"
| % The Bellingtous, or me 1
What if they had not written /. Wiat
L if Bellington thought I bad cloped with
" his daughter !

. % What the dickens have the Bellingtous
" aud you been doing 7
[ scanned his face,

there,
“ A‘k
thanks, Wimple, [ will exercise tia mane

papers, lately,

.~lll||w.~‘t'

"

bl . >
There was nothirg

Beliington.”  said 1. " Awi

if vou'll sendd her aronr d.”

i
i
i
!
’
'
iy 5 . .
| | was walking Wimple's mare poar Ve
‘ Gowan’s Pass, inthe Park, when atonw the
)
Lturn opposite the tavera camie @ lacdaw,

P Oun the box sat two fackeys o veliow,
L There was o mnghid Jugie of tragepaaas.
i With all Belling v’s seventy thoasandl a
I year ta tees, | Lear he Woi't ever lay up

avythiug, Iu the laudau were Bellington,

TIME ABOUT UP

of all who know him.
' of his recovery still excite enthusiasm as

i the back

Clarissa First, Clarissa Second and Charlie
Digges.

They all beckoned. I saw, and under- |
stood wich a great relief.

“ Ah, Phil, you were right,”” said Jack
Bellington.

“Yes; major, you were right,” said
Clari-sa First bitterly.

“You dear, lovely major,” said Claris:a |
Second

“Maj r,you are a trump,” said Digges,

“You see, dear madam, I understood
what was for the best.” said [, making my |
best bow to Clarissa First, and rejoicing

'in the consciousness that my social prestige

was restored—nay, increased.
Clinton Ross.
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SO HE THOUGHT

Taken in Time Dodd’s Kidney Pills
save A life Once more,

THE ABSOLUTE TRUTH

I was Diabetes and Thought incur:
able—but when the Proper Treat-

ment was used the Patient Re-
cover.d

Barrie, Oct. 29.—(Special) Your corres-
poudent had no difficulty in locating Mr.
Frederick Stokes, of this town, as he is
well known and enjoys the
The particulars

confidence

mai vellous cures everywhere do. When
found at his business he said:—

It was about a year and a half ago

' that I began to suffer with lameness of

I soon begau to ran down

rapidly in health, becoming in a short
time very weak. In misery, and unable
to work, one of the best doctors in
town consulted told me that my trouble |
was diabetes, Meanwhile I had lost forty-

five pounds in weight, aud his medicine

' was doing me no good.

I thought my time was about up until
a friend rold me he knew of several cases
similar to mine, cured by Dodd’s Kidney
“ills.

This gave me hope though I felt as-
hamed to let the doctor kuow that I had
changed my medicine, however [ was en-
couraged by the help I got from the
first box and so kept on’

To shorten the story; all [ have to say
is that four boxes entirely restored my
strength with somethiug added. In short
| feel better than for years and perfectly
cured.

The success of Doda’s Kidney Pilis
have been won in just such contests as |
the above described— in hopeless cases.

When the sufferer lets go his held on
other remedies, and realizes the fact that |
this great kidney treatment has never yet |
failed, then he demonstrates its value by
using it and getting well.

in hundreds of cases of Dropsy,Bright’s
disease, Diabetes and when
friends had given the suffecer up to die.
Dodd’s Kidney Pills have promptly saved

Paralysis,

patients

With such power to cure in extreme
can it be doubted that the small
beginnings of these diseases

promptly to the virtues of Dodd’s Kid-

CAses,

will yield

ney Pilis.
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THE MUMMY’'S CURSE,

A Weird Prophecy on an Egyptinn
fasanay Case Tulfitled

Asa kind of souvenirof his adventures
in Euvpt and the Sconaae 0 M, lveram. an

Engiish gentlemar, iraveinng 1.0 At

hought a muwuny tor £00 1o e KB U.
lish consul at Laxors Che wnnminy was
that«of @ priest 1§ heids, ared 10 ot a
mysterions inser b W P L TPTC PRT (VL
at L‘-\il"' the Leer sals pelaedls LR atn
selt the muasmy bon 1oa g easewrigh
Was"  opened by bis bradbers e ullices
fthe 1l us raied AR e vV
the fac: wes st 1 e a-h Wt
I HOW depostooa 1 e B ash Mus
The lastran o nstanen was askoed o

selLd alohy o Vel v odeCcipoer abd
tratisbate the Losort, Doy whaeh was oy
and Wo aloenndll ¢ dtsettenbthat who
soeyer s b the oy £ rhe yrinst
stionhd innmsell e ieprived Ctdecent borial

he would piect with a viod Lt deatt, and

his @t ol Feduaibis Wi id be i ried
WOwWh |l_\ " l|l-‘\ll vl walers 1 Lie - .L"
This 1s the firsi pant 1w tasclballLy dowe

at ¢ ol Poa IH-. Nohie Lsme o fter sl

il.-_ the woummy beoone,
it Henry Meux were ol v hantes) oo ting
in Somalilabed, wien oo day e
l-rnll-_.inL s pical chita ot aroa o cllh,

a&_\l.tg 1L was Lo ap el vl he }'i,,mt‘a'v
'

Mr. tugran. and

1 Vo

ele. hant in the world.

The temptation was too much for the
two sportsmen, so they hunted up that
herd “1’ve left my elephant-gun  be-
hind,” cried Sir Henry, in dismay. “Take

'mine,” said Ingram, generously, leaving

himself with a comparatively impotent
small-bore. Whnen they sighted the
elebants, Sir Henry went after a bull,

~and Mr, Ingram turued his attention to

an enormous cow. His method was to
tura round in his saddle, fire a shot, and
then gallop his pony on ahead, dodging
the infuriated elephant among the
trees, At last, looking back for another
shot, he was swept out of his saddle by
the drooping bough of atree The mom-

" ent he reached the ground the wounded

e'e phant was upon him, goring and tramp-
ling him to death, notwithstanding the
heroism of his Somali servant, who pour-
ed a charge of shot right inte the mon-
ster’s ear.  For days the elephant would
not let anyone approach the spot, but
eventually Mr. Ingram’s remains were
reverently gathered up and buried for the
time being in a nullah, or ravine. Never
again was the body seen, for. when an ex-
pedition was afterwards despatched to the
spot, only one sock, and part of a human
bune was found ; these pitiful relics were
subsequently interred at Aden with
military honors, It was found that the
fl .ods caused by heavy rains had washed
away Mr, Ingram’s remains, thereby ful-
fi.ling the ancient prophecy—the awful
threat of the priest of Thetis,—Strand
Magazine,
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Sure to Win,

The people recognize and appreciate
r-al merit. That is why Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla has the largest sales in the world.
Merit in medicine means the
cure. Hood’s Sarsaparilla cures—absolute-

power to

lv permanently cures It is the One True
Blood purifier. Its superior merit is an
established lact, al Jd werit wins,

Hood’s Pills are <uwsv to take, easy to

operate, Cure 1uhizcesticu hea tache

- amy -

It Wasn't Sanectity

‘How beautiful is revereuce in the
young, said the new pastor as he Jaid his
large white haud on the head of the merry
lad, It 1s easy Lo sve, wa’am, that this
child is brought up in the rigat path. It
may surprise you to know it, but through
long experience [ can detect the odor of
sanctity as soon as [ enier a traly regen-
erate household. 1 observed it here, ma,am
the moment vou ushered me into your
comfortable abode.’

‘That wan’tsanctimony that you smelt,’

" said the merry lad as he ducked his head

from under the good man's large, white
hand. .
¢ And what was it, my little man ?" asked
the pastor in a somewhat mortitied tone,
* It was pancakes ! shrieked the cherub
as he ran his slender tongue across his
svrupy hps.
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He Ailed Many Years.

Kidney Trouble ofsome kind—Lame
back and weakness Cured by 2
few boxes of Dudd’s Kidney Pills

Brockville Oct. l'_’\.-\'!"«'iil' As s'ated

by Mr. W, A. Stagg himsclf, the facts of
his quite 1ecent perfoet  recavery  from
weakuess aund whaenis many years suficr-
ml are as (U“wx\\. [ a few bhuxes of
Dodd’s Kideev Pills 1 vwe my complete
cure froin wenhness and lame back which
hadl cinuy o me for many years, As
peahe it ! vt tend Iiat .1t TI,:“‘HT b ii‘; mm
leraty evs 1 procared a
bos ot Dodd’s Kidse, v - 1%ls aud 1 am
glad to sov that onlv a few hoxes were
Liakels "'f Foed Wi~ as We I Bs ever,

The e it v 'S wite
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Wiih & : ' vl woedl hearthe

A o Piardod Ingsnow g

P S

¥ . O (1! $ 1 R L (~~"n&. an ll\'

Pnat fi \ \ IV I Lage dayv,

Aueh the Fre aosomg tearsde s siteut flow

A ! i el P 100y a2,

(b ! the Ledden power of the sparkling
nwine

. sk dove from s holiast sheine

A dace inats stead a wreeath of woe
in the faded hopes ot louyg ago.

i he vrow dng Jov of a woman's life

I Mnati:ml mothe his 100 natme of ‘.\":f:‘.
And thi- -‘.v'«-: vsl pratig Wt her heart can
| l\'|‘.§'\'
I the vaguied Tove <10y ago,

| Cii.idren Cry for

1 Pitcher's vastoria.
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