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Ciarrer 1.—ONLY A SIMPLE SOLDIER. 

This is the story of Jocelyn Lloyd, cr 

M. jor Jocelyn Lloyd. May I nct indeed 

call it b's lite tale ? The story, too, of his 

love, and of all the trouble, the weariness, 

ay ! and the len: someness that the cerd he 

drew in the lottery of marriage brought 

him. : 

[ was Mejor Lloyd's deareet friend, 

always true, and always, I trust, sympath- 

ising. Dat the narra'ive, here for the first 

time committed to paper, tcok long, long 

years to tell. For it was told to me, £5 it 

was gradually being evclved. Sometimes 

of & winter's evi ning, as he and I sat to- 

gether in my wigwam, down In bonnie 

Berks, witb mcdest tumblers on the teble 

near us, and the blue smoke from cur 

pipes curling softly roofwards. Or come- 

times w!ile returning frcm the hunt in 

early spring, efter spcnding wh.t Lloyd 

called “a glorious d y of forgetfulness.” Or 

at other nmes, while we walked and wan- 

dered together tkrough the cool green 

country, while summer was in its glory and 

prime. 
O, you know, desr reader, that whn a 

man has some great sorrow lying cold at 

his heart, he must teck sympithy, and if 

he finds it not, the hc ad must tow and the 

hea:t must Lreak. For sorrow is to the 

human soul as the water is to a ship at see, 

when it pours into her held through some 

drcadtul leek. If the wa'er cannot be got 

rid of, the vesscl will tounder; 1f the sor- 

row is unable to find vent the vital pcwers 

will ebb away, the hecrt its: lf will sink. 

I have ncver known a& more simple, 

uilcless sort of a being tban this same 

ee Lloyd. Sailors, they say, ere usual- 

ly simple ard ursophisticated, but here 

was a simple soldier. A mean of ana.ural- 

ly shy ard retiring dispesition ; a man who 

krew so litt'e about the world's ways, and 

about sc-called ‘society’, thot he was ready 

to belicve aln.ost anything anyone told him, 

so long as it was net sinful, or breathed 

evil againit a ncightour. Such faith lad 

he in the mor | goodness cf human nature 

Br ggars and trap ps, I thiok could read 

the M j r's character in his guilcless kind- 

ly eyes. I often used to remonsir.te ‘with 

bim, rgairst tte giving of in 1scrimicate 

charity. He would cnly give a little laugh 

and say, ‘Yet one may some imes do good, 

and relieve a des rving case.’ 
Once, I remember, Lloyd a:d I were 

coming slowly : long the great highway that 

stretches *twixt Bath end Londen, with our 

Luge cogs g:lloping joy!ully around us, 

when we met a pcor tramp woman. She 

was carryirg a balf-starvec-lookirg baby ; 

alittle toddler, with bare, bleeding feet, 

was by ber side. She told a pitiful story. 

she was bound tor London, where eke hoped 
ro find the husbznd, who had deserted her, 

end she had tramped all the way trom | 

Wale~, neerly two hundied miles. The 

tcars swam in Lloyd's eyes, end though I 
nudg. d Lim not to btlicve ber, hz gave her 
money. 

Just a week after this Lloyd came rusk- 
ing into my house one day, with the morn- 
ing paper. He was t iumphant for orce. 
The poor woman had appeared to seek tke 
advice of a Londcn magistrate, end, on 
ipquiry, t was found that her story was 
strictly true. é 

Another day, while passing along the 
same road, we met a woman with a child, 

ard considering this a descrving case, my 

friend relieved her. 
She was pro‘uze in her thinks, as well 

she might have been. For when she had 
gone a little way, Major Lloyd put bis bard 
in bis pocket and pulled out a mixture of 
coins, copper, silver, and gold. He glanced 
at them for a moment, tken locked after 

the woman with th.t simple smile upon his 
face. 

Is it wrorg of me to a'tempt thus to 
sketch my friend's character instead of per- 
mitting it to dcvelop gradually as the story 
goes on? Inartistic it may be, so critics 
will teil me, but my tale a.together will b2 
found to be somewhat out of the stereotyp- 

ed or regulation grocve, and I must be for- 
given it I follow no one ¢lse’s prescription 
but my own in compounding it. 

List me here mention cne thing, how- 
ever, concerning M:jor Lloyd. I bave said 
that simplicity was one of the traits of his 
character ; that hs was of a retiring dis- 
position. There never had been, how- 
ever, anything like a retiring disposition 
about him when, face to face with Britain's 
foes cn blood-ttained battle field, cr in 
deadly trench or redoubt. 

There had been no great wars between 
this country acd any other, Curing my 
friend’s brief milit:ry career. But even in 
small wars—and there bad been many of 
those —tiue courage and daring may oft- 
times be displayed. Lloyd had fought in 
Africa against savages in the far interior, 
and against the terrinle impis of warlike 
Kaffirs fartl er south, and everywhere bis 
conduct had merited preise and approta- 
tion. 
He had tought in the wild and mountain- 

ous regions of Afghan too, and on more 
then one occasion ke had been the 1.ader 
ot forlorn hopes. Once he was to the 
front at the blowing up of a gate, which, 
while it secured victory, for the British 
arms, cost the three men who accompanied 
him their lives, while he himse!f was fear- 
tully wounded. 

This alone would bave entitlcd him to 
the Victoria Cross, but it was not this 
special deed of valor that geined for Lim 
that proud distinction. 
One day the Berkshire Regimert had 

been overpowered for a time by force of 
numbers. It w.s badly cut about, and 
sullenly reti:ing to the shelter of trenches, 
hard pressed by the host of advancing 
Atghins, when tuddenly Major Lloyd 
missed the Colonel's boy Roberts. By the 
word boy, I mean servant, nct son; but 
Roberts was a very plucky young lad, not 
much over sixteen, indeed, who had en- 
deared himself to everyone who knew him. 
He was en especial favorite ot Lloyd's, and 

in this ugly (u'z'e or fight, tad been close 
to the major all the time. Indeed, he had 
been by his side not five minu'es ago. 
Lloyd had not to wait long to fiad out 
where he was. Yonder he lay close to a 
rock, and evident'y wounded, waving his 
band for help. Well Le miglt, teo, for 
the Atlgh:ns with their terrible knives 

were tlaying every woundel m:n they 
came across as they beat the British back. 

And yonder they were within fi‘ty yards of 
the Colonel's poor boy. 

“Volunteers!” Volunteers! shouted 
Lloyds. ‘Lc:t us sive the boy Roberts. 
Follow me, boys, Hurrah’ 
He dashed away towards him as he 

spoke, waving his blood-stained sword in 

the sunshine. He reached the lad but a 

few scconds before the Afghan rush. 
Reached him, and stood between the foe 
and h'm like a very lion at bay. Sharp 
and clear rang out his revolver again and 
again, and at every shot he dropped a msn. 
He cleft enothcr almost to the chin, then 
he stumbled and tell over Roberts. Bat 
he was nct killed nor even wounded. He 
was on fcot.again in a moment 
How it might have fared I do nct know. 

Bad.y for our hero, I fear; but at that in- 
sant, close behind him, rang out the w.ld 

British cheer, which heard but even once 
on a battlefield can never be forgotten. 
The volunteers Lloyd had called for, 

hed well responded, and back the ad- 
vancing bordes of Afghans were driven 
pall mell. 

But now th’'s deed of ccurage scemed to 
reanimate the whole regiment, and on 
they rushed to death or victory. 

It was victory! The enemy was thor- 
oughly and coa pletely rou'ed. A High- 
lard regime nt ana a corps of (iaoorkas re- 
intorced our fellows in the afterroon, and 
pur:ued the flying Afghins to tke very 
gates of a mountain fcr; which gates they 
blew in. and the slaughter that followad 
was the beginning of the end of that fi. rce- 
lv fought, ttough litle war. 

It was for Lis action in saving the life of 
the toy R berts that L'oyd was accorded 
the Victoria Cross. This dis inction, by 
the way, he never were except on such 
occasions as he deemed it a matter of Cuty 
to pin it to bis broad and manly che:t. 

Pcrbeps you will admit, then, reader, 
that my f:1 nd the M: jor was not simple in 
every way, and that ke cerried a noble 
hear: behind a mi11 exterior. 
My first meeting with and introduction 

to Mavor Lloyd came about naturally 
encuzh. We found ourselves the only 
passengers in a first class carriage, (ravel- 
ling througu ths wild Scottish Highlacds 
en route for Inverress. 

‘Would,’ he had asked somewhat doub!- 

fully, *wculd I object to smoking ?’ 
‘Would I ctject? I had 

‘Would he ol ject ? 
Tien I hauled out my cigar-case. 
Well. ke a soldier, 1 a sailor, was it eny 

wonder that we were soon talking together 
as it we had been very old squaintanc:s in- 
deed. 
We stayed at tle same ho'el, and then 

concluded to do the Highlin’s in each 
other's company. I being a Scot of Scots, 
ard ! aving the Hielans by het rt, as it were, 
could act as gnide. 
All this bappened many, many years ago. 

I hardly like to tay how mauy. 
There was ttill one bend of union “(wixt 

the Mayor and me. We were both young 
men, but both invalids from our respective 
scrvices, neither having cerved over ten 
vec ra—though stirring and eventful years 
they undoubtedly were. 

S x months after tte dite of cur beirg 
invaliced we were both as well as ever we 
bad been in our lives, but just then, there 
was nothing doing in the te. vices, no war 
[mean to we came to t'e conclusion it would 
be as well to hang on till the trumpet sound- 
ed and the drums beat to arms. Then we 
thould r j:ice with some hopes of promo- 
tion, and tke certainty, at all events,cf cee- 
ing some fun, and a fuir amouct of fighting. 
Wten1 add thet Msjor Lloyd and I 

were both extremely fond of cogs—my 
chief pets being the noble Newfoundlands, 
Lis the mighty St. Birnard, and that we 
lived in the country, within five miles of 
each other, it necd surprise no one thit we 
became fast friends and inseparzbles. 
Meny a time acd oft, while he and I sat 

smoking the calumet of peace in this very 
wigwam where I am now writing, did Lloyd 
and 1 build ourselves castles in the air, 
castles in those curling wreathes of smoke, 
bascd on what we should do and enjoy 
wien we once more girt our swords to our 
sides, and went into active cervice. It was 
the Major wko talked about girding his 
sword to his side. I spoke in a more ship- 
stape phraseology, and less melodramati- 
cally. I called it ‘lashing myself to my old 
chee. e-knife.’ for sailois will be sailors. 
But little did my friend krow what was 

before him 
Pope in bis essay on man tells us tha’: 
‘Heaven from all creatures hides the 

book of Fate.’ 
And tLis is surely wisely ordained. 
One beautiful spring gloaming—I re- 

member it as distinctly as if it had been 
but yesterday—IL'oyd and I sat together in 
my verandah. The sun had not long gone 
down, leaving a Lroad band of deepest 
orange light above the distant woods, with 
here and there a streak of crimson cloud. 
The apple trees were all in bloom, and 
hidden among the tender green foliage of 
the linden trecs a thrush poured forth his 
soul in song. 

Both cof us bad been silent for some 
tune. Perhaps our Learts were too full to 
speak. Mine was, I know. 

Yet I was the first to break the silence. 
‘0, Jesu,’ I said, ‘is it not lovely, alto- 

gether lovely, and heard you ever melody 
more sweet than that? To me it seems at 
times like a spirit voice.’ 

‘Do you remember that poem by Morti- 
mer Collins 1 wert on, as he did not 
answer. ‘Ilis verses to the Thrash, you 
know. The first verse runs, if I remember 
rightly, 

replied. 

‘All throueb the sultry hours of June, 
From morning blithe to golden noon, 
And tili the star of evening climbs, 

The gray-blue East, a world too soon, 
Ttere sicgs a thrush among the limes.” 

And t' e last verte, mon ami, is pretty, 
methinks : — 

‘Closer to God art thou than I 
His minstrcl thou, whose brown wings flo, 
Through ilert etyer’s sunnier climes, 
Ah ! never may thy music die ! 
Sing an, dear thrush, amid the limes.’’ 

The light began to fade from the sky, the 
crimson, purple bronze and darkest grey, 
then high above, the fixt star shone 
out. Ovr thrush hid ceased to sing. 
My friend and I at last cou'd position 

ourselves but by the fiery tips of our cigars. 
Uresently Jocelyn rose, 
I think I'll go ns'de,’ he said. “That 

bothering old ner¥e of mine, which the 
Afghan sliced into is asserting itself. I say, 
Gordor, how pleasant a fortnight would be 

at the teaside just now ! 
‘But I'm writing a new tale’ 
“You can write down et Battlecombe. 

Just the place. And I can fimsh my pic- 

ture. Then there is an ergan in tke grand 
old church. I kaowthe re. tor, aad can 

have ‘carts blanche’ and p'ay wuen I 
please.’ 
That very nig'.t we packed our traps, 

and next day we started. 

| CHAPTER II.—**WAS THE GOLDEN BOWL 

BROKEN AT THEFOUNTAIN ?” 

We mada a eompact not to hamper 
each other. But we took rooms together 

in the outskirts of tha beautilul li't'e town, 

on a cliff top within sight and tound ot the 
surging sea. He wes to go on with his 

picture—a batt'e-piece, and I was to write 

my story. Bat in the evenings we prem- 

ised ourselves many a delightful remble 
with our great dogs, and miny a row far 
out on the wa'ers of the sweet blue bay. 
My story was a tale of love and mystery, 

but it had taken hold of me quite, and ab- 
sorbed my every thcught, while Major 
I.loyd was equally engrossed with his pic- 
ture. 
He h:d already had many smaller th'ngs 

hang, and many of the critics had been 
most kind end encouraging, some even en- 
thusia: tic, over what they wera ple sed to 

call tke rising gcnius, and a coming m n. 
But this picture was a f.r more ambitious 

one, and lerger th.n anything he had cver 

b: fore attempted. It represented a ter- 
rible fight raging among the hills of Afghan. 
betwixt H'ghlanders and Goorkhis one 
side of the wild mcuntamn tribes on the 
other. Ttis picture be hed told me mcr: 
then ¢nce would either make him or break 
him. 

“TLere now,’ he said, one cv: ning sto:t- 
lv ater cur arrivel. ‘I haven't done a bad 

day's work, Gordon. If the pictu e isn’t 
buag, then, figuratively speaking, I shall 
be. What care I? I'll make a epoon cr 
spoil a born. 

«+He either fcars Lis fate too much, 
Or his deserts are smzll, 

Who dares not put it to tle test, 
To win or lose it all.’ 

‘What say you, Cynthia?’ 
He bent down tm lirgly end pefted the 

hrad of bis huge end beauti'ul St. Bernard. 
Cynthia replied by licking Lis hind. 
Cynh'a was a wincome ard charming 

croature, and more gentle than any lamb. 
Though her face was prettily marked, her 
neck and body were mostly white, and she 
wore a broad collar ¢f brig te:t crimson, 
patent leather, on wiich was a si'ver plate 
with my friind's name acd cdirees en- 
graved thereon. This information has a 
slight bearirg on the commencement of 
our story, £s will presently be seen. 

Battleccmbe could bo:ist of one ’bus, a 
large glass, roomy car, that ran from ore 
end of the town to the o her, alcng the 
bigh rocky scashcre. Nor was this con- 
veyance very much patronized, But Lloyd 
made use of it almost every afternoon gc- 
ing and returning from the church, which 
stood a mule away on the Eat Clff. My 
friend was a8 musicien heart and soul. It was 
a liberal education almost to hear him play 
impromptus on the violin, but I th'nk he ex- 
celled on the organ. The word ‘grand’ was 
the only one you would have used, I think, 
in desciiting Lis performance. But you 
could not help ritting silert and ec- 
thralled while he played, and you would 
have left tke sacred cdifi_e feeling a better 
man, or that it would kava been good for 
you to be there. 

Ua, I {eel sure th:t the music ot a splen- 
did organ, if the instrumert be touched by 
a master’s hend, draws one nearer to God 
and to good. 

Well, one evening Jocelyn came home 
with Cynthia from Lis organ recital rather 
later than usual. I had become very intcr- 
ected io a chapter, and had kardly noticed 
how th: time hal flown. 
Tte metter-of-fact little landlady bad 

bustled in about the same time looking 
rather anxious. 

‘Dicner is quite ready,” she seid, with 
meaning emphasis on the ‘quite.’ 

‘Think I was lost, Gordon?’ s:id the 
M- jor to me with a light laugh. 

‘It was ail your fau't, Cynthia,’ patting 
the St. Bervard on the back with slaps that 
resounded all through the house. ‘All 
your fault, lass. Fact is, Gord, I've had 
a bit of an adienture.’ 
Noth'ng more was said about the mat- 

ter till we lit our post-brandcd cigars out 
on the breczy cliff-top. 
There was a stone bench there, and here 

we sat while moon and stars shore sweetly 
o'cr the sea. 

‘Tell me about that adventure row,’ I 
said, abruptly. 

,Cynthia, you krow,” he began at once, 
and cbediently, ‘always comes with me to 
my o-gan practice, and that jolly old 
’busman doesn’t mind Ler coming inside, 
as there is seldom anyone there. But for 
some evenings past, (Gord, there has been 
other passenger—a—a’ 

‘A young lady,’ I interrupted. 
‘Right,’ he said, simply. ‘llow could 

you have guessed ?’ 
I smiled, but did not answer, and pre- 

sently he threw away the half of the cigar 
he was smcking and lit another. 

‘It is nearly a week’, he continued, ‘since 
one evening the "bus stopped, shortly after 
starting, and Ella Lee entered, and seated 
herselt in a corner,and I might have been 
disappointed if she bad not.’ 
*My dear fried, are you in love with 

this fair maiden ?’ 
‘She is not fair, Gerd. She is very dark 

in hair and eyes. Her face 1s uclike any 
face I have ever scen before, She might 
be an Italian or Spanish, but the com- 
lexion is all we desire to see even in an 
inglish girl. The cheeks are pick, the 

lips are full and rosy. But, Gord, it is 
the expres:ion of perfect calm and repose 
that strikes me more than anything else. 

It was this that d.ew me to her from the 
very first.’ 

“Then you are in love with—with this 
Ella Lee ? 
He answered almost impatiently. ‘Oh,’ 

he cried, ‘what know I about love ? I never 
felt the tender passion befcre. 1 knew rot 
that I feel it now. My life till recently— 
¢gnd I am almost thirly—has been spent in 
eamps, on sea, or tented fields. Too busy 
ever, ever too busy to thick ol—love.’ 

‘But,’ he continued, gezing dreamily 
seawards, ‘if to think worn, noon and nighs 
of the cbj2ct that has attracted you, at 
loadstone draws the steel; il to feel joyed 
to meet and sad to part with her; if to f.11 
asleep thinking of ker, and see her in your 
dreams, end during waking hours count 
the minutes that must in‘ervene ere you 
see her once again ; if to hear her voice in 
every sweet sound by woodland or by sea 
in the very winds that sigh and whisper 
round you, in the music even of the birds 
that sng their melodies to the listening 
trees— (zordon, friend, if this be te love I 
fear I must plead guil'y to the tender im- 
peachment.’ 

‘It is leva, Jocelyn,’ I answered, serious- 
ly, almost sadly. *Itis love; atraid you're 
hardly bit. Have you spoken to the lady ?’ 

‘I have. CyntLia kere introduced us ?’ 
‘Cynthia 4 

‘Yes. On the fomth ev ning. She 
went straight away to Ella Lee's end of the 
car and laid her great head on her lap and 
was patted by a little glcved band. Tlen 
bak the dog came and laid her head on 
my knee. She repeated this seve al times, 
I'm a'raid,’ I said at last, but shyly, ‘that 
my dog atroys you." ‘O, no, M«jor Lloyd,’ 
she rep'ied at once, ‘how cculd the a'ten- 
tion cfso lovely a creature annoy any on 
‘Pyerdoa me,’ | said, ‘but—but you know 
my name.” A sweet, but balt amused, 
smile lit up her fectures now. ‘I read it 
on Cynthie's collar,” th? said candidly. 
Then the ice was broken—meit=d.’ 

I waited in silence to hear more. 
‘I have seen her often since. I have 

walked with her, condu ted her to her 
mother’s cottage door; ray, I have even 
been inside h.r mcther’s Louse. Sheisa 
sailor's widow, Gordon, and Ella has b:en 
with me to the chu:ch to hear me play. O 
bow my whole scul bas been breatled out 
from the instrument because she wes listen- 
ing. I seemed to te able to spe:k to her 
through the organ in language I dare not 
utter with my lips. No, no; I have never 
yet thought of talking live to ber though I 
think sle is not indifferent to me. But she 
makes me speak of my old life in camp, and 
even on the battldfield. And Gorden, I 
have olten talked about you during our 
rambles, and she hes made me premise to 
bring vou to bez iatrcduced.’ 

‘I sball be d light d.’ 
‘But Gordon,’ added my shy and simple 

friend. ‘I eel you will forgive me v hen 
I tell that—’ 

‘That what, Joes:’ 
‘That Eila Lez is poor. That ske is 

but a working gir, end sews all day in a 
back shop in Roce S'reet 

I held out my hand and Jo lyn grasped 
it. *All tke more Lonour to her, Joss. I 
anything comes th's, ard tromcthing may, 
you'll {eel yourselt more at homec—shy as 
you are—in a humble cot then you'd be in 
a palace.’ 
Two evenings after this Ella Lee and I 

sat tide by side on a summer cvening in 
tke fine old church of Baittlecombe, while 
Jocelyn breathed forth melcdics that filled 
the air around us, sometimes rich and bold 
and ringing, anon dying away to tencer 
soft and low it seemed as if tke very angels 
were bending trom Heaven and whisper 
ing to us. 
The music ceatel at last and Jocelyn 

got up to come towa:ds us. 
I glanced momentarily towards Ella Lee. 

She was weeping. 
As it bali-ashamed of her trars she hur- 

riedly tcok out her hanckerchief to wipe 
Ler eyes. 
As she did so a pi.ce cf brown crumpled 

paper was withdrawn from her pocket and 
‘ell cn the floor. 

I could see it was a telegram. My first 
impulse when I picked it up was to give it 
to her. My second was i-restible. I put it 
in my pocket. I felt I was doing a mean 
thing, yet somzthing impelled me. I was 
for tie time being not my own master. 

In my bedroom that evening I opened 
the telegram. It was one week agone, and 
read thu, ‘Will meet you at E —Station, 
eight p. m., Wednesday, Jack.’ 

I clasped my hind to my now hot brow. 
A cold wave seemed circling round my 
hesrt, and I sank into a chuir. - 
Who was Jack? A brother or a lover? 

‘Poor Joss!" I muttered to myself. ‘My 
poor {riend, Joss! 

Iread that telegram o'er and o’er again. 
Just as if that could tell me more. 
Then 1 went to bed, but not to sleep. 
Poor Joss! Was the golden bowl in- 

Ceed broken at the foundation, and that 
too 32 toon? Ere evin he had had time to 
taste the sweets that it contained. 
‘Happier far were Jocelyn's dreamy than 

mine that night. 
To be continued. 

NO USE OF HIS LEGS. 

Doctors Could Not Help Him, But Tvo 

Bottles of South Am: rican Kidney 

Cure Removed the Dis asc—The 

Story ofa Win ham 

Farmer, 

Kidrey disease can be cured. Mr. John 
Snell, a retired farmer of Wingham, Ont , 
says; ‘‘For two years I suffered untold 
misery, end at times could not walk, and 
any Sing position gave intense pain, 
the result cf kidney disease. Local physic- 
ians cculd not help me, and I was continu- 
ally growing worse, which alarmed family 
and friends. Seeing South American Kid- 
ney Cure advertised, I grasped atit as a 
dying man will grasp at anything. Re- 
sult—before halt a bottle had been taken 
I was totally relieved of pain, and {wo 
bottles entirely cured me.” To cure kid- 
ney disease a liquid medicice must be 
taken, and cns that is a solvent, and can 
on eine the sand-like parliclesin the 
cod. 

A Questionable Compliment, 

Charley Chumpleigh—*Ah, Miss Night- 
ingale, that ‘Winter Song,’ was charming. 
It carried me back to the days of my child 
hood.’ 

Miss Nightingale—‘I am so glad you like 

Charley Chumpleigh —Why, I could 
actually hear the cattle bellowing, the old 
windmill creaking and the discordant wind 
Saving abont the docr."—Washington 
ime. 
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BLOOMERS SHOCKED THE PASIOR. 

Since Then He Has Iam Awake Nights 

Thinking of Them. 

The Woman's Congress of Philadelplia, 
held under the auspices of the Temple 
Collega, at Broad and Berks streets, Le- 
gan its year's work tte other altercoon 
with the fi-st of the long series of lectures 
which it will have delivered during the 
winter. Tie speaker was the Rev. Dr. 
Russel H. Conwell, pastor of the Grace 

baptist church, and his subject was ““Wo- 
man and the Wheel.” The pertinency of 
the title and a hope that Dr. Conwe!l would 
sav somethirg about bloomers brought a 
large cumber of women to the hall. There 
were exactly two in bicycle costume. They 

looked nervous. 
Dr. Conwell openel ths meeting with a 

prayer for its success, and then gave an 

o1line ot the purpo:zes and scope of the 
society, Curing which the {w) women lock- 
ed relieved. 

‘Friends,’ began Dec. Conwell, this bi- 

cycle question has kept me awake at night. 
Here at last seems to be the opportunity 
offered for woman to get that ex rciee, the 
lack of which bas prevented her from as yet 
becoming the eqaal of man. Will she seiz2 
that opportunity or will she lose it, as she 
a'ready has, in my opinion, lost dancing, 
considered as a healthiul evercise? She 
needs it, as ary one can sce if he will only 

look at the gi-l students at this college 
after two months of study. Pale, heavy- 
eyed, they soon require long vacations and 
lose valuatle time, while their parents im- 
agice that education is no: goad for them. 
**Women nec:d more exercise; they can 

get it on the bicycl>. But right here 
comes in that vexing question of dress. 
When ladies first used the bicycle they 
used the same modest dress they us:d for 

walking. Now, this was found to be un- 
healthy, and the dress was shortened, the 
desire being at first to get that dress which 
shonld be th: most modest and the most 
convenient. Here a great moral and 

religious question cems up. Woman's 
vani'y, elways ready in som? mysterious 

way to comhat with hr modes'y, arose, 

and dresses wera and are worn, the owners 

of which (i've got to speak with freedom) 
ought to be arrested by the police and 
locked up. While looking cut of my win- 
dow on Broad street | saw two women on 
men's wheels. My heart bled and I could 
bardly restrein the tears, shocked, as I 
was, beyond expression. The ex'remes to 
which you are tending to go seem to us 
men immo "est. 
‘Now, can't there be a movement amorg 

the women to save the bicycle ? Otherwise 
it will go the way danc ng bas gone, and a 
pure minded, ncble woman will be unable 
to ex'ract the er joyment and exercise from 
it that she ought to. A skirt that reaches 
to the knee onlv, end the bloomers which 
terd to approach a man’s costume, are sure 
to d: stroy the usa of the wheel. So also 
do loud colors and riding with the seat too 
far back or to low, positions which make 
the woman look like an umbrella in a 
cyclene. Again I ask you, ‘Can’t you save 
the wheel ?’ 

“I would myself suggest a congress, with 
a large prize tor the most modest and con- 
venient costume, open to women only. Or, 
it you would with to open it to men, and 
charge an admissiun, you could pack the 
academy. And it you let them vote, you 
would I'm sure, secure a good result, for 
men want women to keep as modest look- 
ing as they have done in the past. Then a 
noble woman will ride dressed as she knows 
is right, and the others will be arrested by 
the police. I look to you to start the move- 
ment.’ 
At the close of Dr. Conwell’s speech a 

committee of ten was named to confer 
about the proposed congress. They will 
report next week. 

Neither of the two bicyclists present had 
on bloomers, and since their skirts went 
telow the knee they marched proudly out 
and wheeled off — Philadelphia Times. 

THACKERAY AMONG FRIENDS. 

He Was Good Natured and Would not 

Quarrel With Hisj FriencCs. 

One of the prettiest of the many charm- 
ing anecdotes of Thackeray was told by 
Douglas Jerrold, He was one morning at 
the chambers of Mr. Horace Mayhew, in 
Regent Street, when Thackeray knocked at 
the door and cried, ‘It's no ute, Porry 
Mayhew, open ths door! 

‘I's dear old Thackeray,’ said Mr. May- 
hew, joyfully, as he opened the door. 
We |, young gentlemen,’ said Thacker- 

ay cheerily, as he entered, ‘You'll admit an 
old fogy.’ 
He tock up the papers lying about the 

room, and talked with the two young men 
of various matters of tke day. Then he 
took up his bat to go, but as if he suddenly 
remembered something he paused at the 
decor. 

‘I was going away,’ he said, ‘without do- 

ing part of the business of my visit. Ycu 
spoke the other day at the dicner,’—re- 
ferring to tke Puacch weekly meeting, 
—‘ot poor George. Somebody—most 
unaccountably—his returned me a fiye- 
pourd note 1 lert him a long time ago. I 
didn’t expect it; go just band it to George, 
and tell him when his pocket will bear st, 
just to pass it on to some poor fellow of 
his rcquaintance.’ 

With a ncd the tall, genial-faced author 
went hastily out of the room. 
Thackeray was a constant attendant of the 
Patch dinners, and an important member 
of the council which discussed and decided 
upon the contents of the forth-oming nom- 
ters. It is hinted that he and Douglass 
Jerrold, who always sat next him, some- 
times ¢qaabtled a little, but nothing ever 
came of it. 

“There is no use of our quarrelling’, 
Thackeray weuld say with irresistible gos. 
Lumor and logic, ‘for we must meet again 

next week.— Youths Companion. 

TIME ABODT UP 
$0 HE THOUGHT 

Taken on Time, Dodd's Kidney 

Pills Save a Life Once More. 

The Absolute Truth 

It was Diabetes and Thought Incur- 

able-—But when the Proper Treat- 

ment was Used the Patient 

Recovered, 

Barrie, Oct. 20 — (Special) —Ycur ccr- 
respondent had no difficulty in loca'ing 
Mr. Frederick Stokes, of this town as he 
is well known and enjoys the confidence 
of all who know him. The particulars of 
his recovery still excite enthusiasm as 
marvellous cures everywhere do. When 
found at his business be said :— 

“It was about a year and a half ago 
that I began to suffer with lameness of the 
back. I soon began to run down rapidly 
in flash, becoming in a shor! time also very 
weak. 

In wisery, and unable to work, one ot 
the best doctors in town wkea consulted 
told me that my trouble was diabetes. 
Meanwhile I had lost forty-five pounds in 
weight, ard his medicine wes doing me 
no good. 

I thonght my time was about up until a 
friend told me he knew of several cures of 
cases similar to mine by usin; Dodd’s Kid- 
ncy Pulls. 

This gave me hope though I felt ashamed 
to let the doctor know that I had changed 
my medicine, however I was encouraged 
by the help I got from the first box and so 
kept on 

‘To shorten the story; all I have to say 
is that four boxes have completely restored 
my strength and I have recovered my lost 
weight with something added. In short I 
feel better than for years and perfectly 
cured. 
The successes of Dodd's Kidney Pills 

have be:n won in just such contests as the 
above devcribcd—in hopeless cases. 
When the sufferer lets go his hold on 

other remadies and realizes the fact that 
this great kidney trea*ment bas 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 Paralysis, when 
friends had given the sufferer up to die, 
Deoda’s Kidney Pil's have promptly saved 
the patient. 
With such power to cure in extreme: 

cases, can it be doubted that the small be~ 
gionings of these diseases will yield prompt- 
ly to the virtues of Dodd’s Kidney Pills. 

Ignorant City Children. 

Country children who are sometimes in- 
clined to envy city children some of their 
peculiar advantages, will perhaps be help- 
ed to contentment with the following ex- 
tract from the New York Tribune : 

Thirty-five boys and girls in Chicage, 
who recently applied for admission to tle 

Joseph Medill Summer School, were acd 
to answer the following six questions: .. 
Were you ever in the woods? 2. Did you 
ever see the lake? 3. Did you ever pick a 
ffower ? 4. Were you ever in the park? 
5. Did you ever ride in a wagon behind 
horses ? 6. Did you ever ride in a car on 
the railroad ? : 
On examining ths answers it was found 

that thirty out of thirty-five had never been 
in the woods, nineteen had never seen 
Lake Michigan, eight had never picked a 
flower. ; 
During the writing of the answers one 

little girl was found to be crying bitterly. 
On enquiry it was diccovered that she had 
been obliged to answer no to neatly all the 
questions, and ‘“‘was afraid she wouldn't 
pass.” The secretary ot the Bureau of 
Charities, in relating the incident said, 
‘She had never seen Lake Michigan, never 
ge a flower, never been in the woods; 
ut she understood perfectly well an ex- 


