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One youth was shoving the sand up into 
little heaps with a very clumsy shabby 
shoe. The other lazily hung bis jaw and 
did nothing. He was not too lazy, how- 
ever, to growl out a word now and then in 
a manner which was a singular mixture of 
good nature and sulkiness. 
They were both porters from the great 

hotel just behind us, and were unconscious 
of my proximity as I lay on the sand, 
sometimes reading and again looking out 
over the short, pcbbly beach and the sea. 
The only break in the semicircular line 
was a lighthouse on its small island a mile 
away to the eastward. 

‘Well mumbled the fellow nearest me, 
the one who was doing nothing, ‘I'm gettin 
about sick of this.’ 

‘Wull, I dunno, Bin, said his companion 
This indifference where sympathy was 

looked for, seemed to put a little lite into 
Bin. His full name was Abinadab, asl 
happened to know. ‘I'm goin’ to stop it 
I tell yer,” Bin ejaculated, suddenly picking 
up a bit of drittwood and slinging it far out 
into th: water. ‘This everlastin’ haulin’ 
trunks up and down-st irs tor everlastin’ 
swells that's too confounded lazy to do 
anvtbin’ for themselves! It's degradin.’ 
and I'm done.’ 

Presently I heard the name of my friend 
Bryne in the talk of my two neighbors. 

‘It I didn’t hear him preach last Sunday 
in the hotel parlor! Ha! ha! hy!" It was Bin 
again. ‘Aio’t been to an)thin’ of that sort 
betore—dunno when. But—' with a 
chuckle, ‘Jennie, she made me promise to 
listen outside the winder.’ 

I smil:d under my umbrella, tor Jennie 
was a comely maid, and [ was glid her in- 
fluence was so wholesome; but I sobered 
again quickly. 

‘Well, yes, I heard him. and I heard 
enough, too. [ am sick ot all the old bosh 
they always talk. It was, ‘Lake the work 
you're at,’ and ‘Be ready to do for folks,’ 
and ‘No matter how much you do, you 
can’t do it too strong,’ and so on and #0 on, 
only he put it different, so it seemed mighty 
fine and easy, snd Jennie she like to died, 
it was so awlul sweet. And [ said to her, 
‘(xood gracious, what does he know about 
it? He aint never worked in his lite He 
aint never done anythin’ he didn’t want to’ 
And she says. ‘How do you know?" And I 
says, ‘Can’t you tell by lookin’ at him ? 
He's a swell throagh and through, jst a 
big. lazy swell, that’s what he is. Let him 
preach,’ says I. ‘He can’t pull wool over 
my eyes!’ 
By this time I had risen and was on the 

point of trying a different kind of sermon 
on my friend Bio, though 1 am no preach 
er. | am only a clerk tor a busicess firm, 
and no talker about anything but goods. 
But I happened to know something about 
Byrne, and thought a little simple bio- 
graphy might improve Bin's mind. Just as 
I was about to open my mou'b, however, 
I noticed the approach of a tall man, walk- 
ing with a beautiful woman. It was Byrne 
himse!f, and the girl to whom h: was en- 
gaged—in my eyes the handsomest couple 
the world ever saw. I naturally reserved 
my conversation with Bin for a tuture time, 
and bastened to join my two friends in 
their promenade, catching these mumbled 
words as [ passed the two porters: ‘And 
marries a rich girl, too, for all bis ’umble 
talk I’ 
The next afternoon was sultry. Byrne 

and I were on the beach for a talk and a 
breath of air. He was telling me about bis 
proposed trip to Europe and his plan for a 
course ot! study before settling down to 
parish work. I was listening in a halt 
envious way, for Byrne was superior to me 
in education, and in fact in real mental 
strength, and no man altogether likes to 
be over. opped. But he didn t know ir. He 
thought he bad a great deal to learn be- 
tore he could be of use in the world. He 
had only been first in his class at college, 
and three times first— 1t there is apy such 
thing—at the seminary, and then he had 
built up only one broken-down parish 
since he came out. And now he had just 
declined a cillto a New York church, one 
of the largest, because he had too bumble 
an cpinion of his abilities to let him take 
it. The fact wae, he was a great man in 
both soul and body. 
Everybody saw that except him elf. 

We expected great things of him. When 
we were in colieze, 1 thought we should 
go on working along the same Ines to- 
gether, but 1 became poor and had to stop 
studying and take a business offer, which 
brought me tbe income I must bave for the 
sake of those I supported. But that is 
neither here nor there, Byrne and I kept 
up our friendship and I was quite proud of 
it. From theology to travels I was his 
confidential adviser. So now he halt con- 
sulted me about going abroad and half an- 
nounced his own decisions, and all in his 
own delightful way. He towered & h-ad 
above me as we walked 
‘And when do you sail?’ 1 asked, trying 

to keep the envy out of my voice. And 
then I endeavored to persuade him after 
all to accept his call to New York. 
‘What's the idea in going pow?’ I said. 
‘Why not wait till you get a little tagged? 
You'd better accept your call to St. s. 
After you have been there a while they 
will allow you to go abroad. Ia the mean 
time, you would have a local habitation 
and a name.” 

‘There's a good deal in that,” said he, 
‘You evidently understand the clerical 
nature, and ou_.ht to have been a minister 
A man feels as much lost without a parish 
asa dog without a master. It’s a drag- 
gled, hungry feeling, but—' 
A puff ot wind carried his voice from me 

just then. In fact, wile we bad been talk 
ing, the wind had been rising uncomfort- 
ably, and we began to think of turning 
back to the broad hotel veranda. But it 
was tempting to stay and watch the clouds. 
There were immenee columns of them 
whirling rapidly up from different quarters 

of the sky, and they were black and threat- 
ening. From one of them came an angry 
tongue of lightening. We did not need to 
remark, what was quite obvious, that a 
small hurricane was brewing. We held 
on to our hats and amused ourselves study- 
ing the cffzct of the rising wind upon the 
water. When a few large rain-drops hit 
our cheeks, we turned to go in, but just 
then passed my friend Bin, on his sulky 
way down to the beach aftér a pail of salt 
water. Inwardly I said, ‘When we get 
into the house, Byrne shall know our 
sturdy youth's opinion of him. Perhaps it 
may be good for both of them.’ 
We had gone but a tew steps when we 

heard a man’s voice shouting to us trom be- 
hind : 

‘Say ! Hullo ! Turn round can’t you? 
We turned. There stood a man who 

bad evidently just managed to land on the 
beach, tor he was dripping wet, and he 
held in bis band the painter of bis dory, 
which was tugging away and almost stand- 
ing on end in the rough water behind him. 
Tue instant we turned he beckoned to us 
wildly. 

Bin stood at a little distance, his jaw 
down and the pail dangling at his side. 
He was always ready to look on I had 
noticed, and he looked on now. 

‘Say !" shouted the man to us, before we 
had come up to bim. ‘Say!Il want to 
know where 1 can fiod a minister. 
Thought mebbe there was one up there t’ 
to" hotel.” He rushed up to Byrne and 
seized bis arm in his excitement. 

‘Look here, sir,” he grasped, ‘my wife's 
a dyin’. She's over there in the lighthouse 
all alone. She's a waitin’ for somebody to 
say the right kind ot thing te her. I can’t 
She's got to have a minister.’ 

‘I'm the min you want,” said Byrne, 
stepping quietly towards the water. 
‘Come along and hold your boat while I 
get in.’ 
The wind was now howling furiously, 

and there was an incessant growl of thun- 
der. Outside the point the sea was fear- 
tul. I took hold of Byrnes arm and 
shouted above the roar: 

‘For heaven's sake wait till the storm is 
over !’ 

His face was full of animation. He 
loved a rough sea, and he loved to have 
such an errand. He was at home with 
sick people. As he turned from me he 
fell into the hands of Bin, who bad drop- 
ped bis pail, and came up to us, setting 
bis usually hanging jaw into a firm, square 
line. 

‘Now, mister’ shouted Bin, his eyes 
fiery and fierce, ‘don’t! don't!” Then he 
turned to the lighthouse-keeper. ‘Aint 
you ashamed of yourself, to ask a gentle- 
man out on that there sea?" 
Byrne put his hand on Bin's shoulder 

with a smile. ‘Thank you,’ be said. ‘But 
it's all right, you know, for him to let me 
decide whether I shall go or not. His 
thoughts are with his wite over there.’ 

‘An’ she’s dyin’,” put in the other man; 
‘dyin’ fast! 

‘And,’ added Byrne to both Bin and me 
as we stood side by side, we are both 
strong men, acquainted with water and 
boats, and the distance is short. So please 
hold the dory! 
They were mn and off. I stood there till 

they rounded the point. It was so thick 
the lighthouse couldn’t be seen. I telt 
tonorougnly alarmec, 

Bin, puzzled and angry,—why, he knew 
not,—utte red one strong word of profanity, 
and seemed to cast himselt free ot the at- 
fair. He caught up bis pail, filled it with 
water, and carri :d it doggedly back to the 
Lcuse. 

I passed an anxious night At one mo- 
ment the clutch offear nearly stifled me, at 
another I tried to periuade myself that I 
was a hysterical tool for my pains; but 
s'eep I could not. Why had not Byrne 
come back to the hot-1 after the gale had 
settlod down into the steady downpour 
woich I could bear as I lay on a sofa in the 
smoking-room? I stayed there, so that I 
could be ready to get bim something hot 
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ONE ENJOYS 

Both the method and results when 
Syrup of Figs is taken; it is pleasant 
and refreshing to the taste, and acts 
gently yet promptly on the Kidneys, 
Liver and Bowels, cleanses the sys- 
tem effectually, dispels colds, head- 
aches and fevers and cures habitual 
constipation. Syrup of Figs is the 
only remedy of its kind ever pro- 
duced; pleasing to the taste and ac- 
ceptable to the stomach, prompt in 
its action and truly beneficial in its 
effects, prepared only from the most 
healthy and agreeable substances, its 
many excellent qualities commend it 
to all and have made it the most 
popular remedy known. 

Syrup of Figs is for sale in 50 
cent bottles by all leading drug- 
gists. Any reliable druggist who 
may not have it on hand will pro- 
cure it promptly for any one who 
wishes to try it. Do not accept any 
substitute. 

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CoO. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 

LOUISVILLE, KY. NEW YORK, N.Y. 

AN ASTONISHING AND MARVELLOUS CURE. 
Paine’s Celery Compound Saves a Life After 

Doctcrs and Hospitals Fail. 

The Man's Limbs Were Lifeless and Useless and He Could Not Stand 
Alone----A Most Critical Case of Nervous Prostration ond Extreme 

Weakness----Had Little Hope of Being Cured. 

Mr. Deschumps Says: “After the Use of Six Bottles of Paine’s Celery 

Compound I Am a Cured Man.” 

THE CREAT SPRINC MEDICINE MAK : 8 PEOPLE WELL. 

At the present time there are many thou- 
sands of men and women in Canada who 
are suffering much the same as did Mr. T. 
Deschamps, of 248 Atwater Avenue, Point 
St. Charles, Montreal. Such sufferers may 
now rest assured that the same medicine 
that made Mr. Deschamps a well man will 
bestow the same gift—good health—to 
others. 
Mr. Deschamps’ marvellous cure by the 

use of Paine's Celery Compound, after 
failures ot doc ors and hospitals is already 
well known to many hundreds in St. 

Gabriel ward, Montreal, tor the cured man 
bas never ceased to sing the praises ot the 
remedy that restored him to bealth. Mr. 
Deschamps writes as follows : 
“Having been a great sufferer for tour 

years from nervousness and weakness, and 
having been completely cured by Paine’s 
Celery Compound after failures with all 
other means, I desire to make the following 
statement : 

“I became so bad from nervousness and 
nervous prostration that I was unable to 
sleep or assist myself in any way. My 

limbs were numb and useless, and for a 
long time I was not able to stand alone. 
I was under the care of several doctors in 
Ottawa City, but their treatment did not 
better my condition. After coming to 
Montreal I was a patient in the Western 
Hospital, but after three months’ treat- 
ment I left there no better. I thank 
Heaven that I was advised to use Paine’s 
Celery Compound. This great medicine 
commenced to do its good work trom the 
time I used the first bottle, and now, after 
baving used six bottles, [ am a cured man.” 

when he should get back. I remained 
awake till the clock struck three. 

‘Almost morning,’ thought I. “As soon 
as it is daylight I will row over and get 
him, and bring him back to a good break- 
fast.” and then I tell asleep. 

I woke to see a sunbeam dancivg on the 
wall. It was fully seven, and I had slept 
so soundly that I had not heard the servants 
about their daily tasks. But as I sat up 
with the uncomfortable feeling of a man 
who has slept in his clothes, i saw Bin’s 
rough head looking in at the door. 

‘I've got a boat ready for you, sir,” said 
he, in his peculiarly sulky drawl, and dis- 
appeared. 
At first I was too sleepy to understand. 

Then it went like a knife through my he.rt. 
So this rough tellow was anxious lest—I 
would not tace the thought. It was quite 
too early to expect Bryne. It was singu- 
lar that Bin should bave a boat ready which 
I bad not ordered. It annoyed me that 
the fellow bad been more zealous for my 
friend than I had been. 

In a few minutes I was on my way to 
the water. Bin was holding the dory’s 
nose and waiting. There was a stern ex- 
pression on his face. I got in and he after 
me. I had not asked him to go, but he 
took the oars without a word, and nota 
word did we speak all the way over. 

It was a glorious morning. The white 
finger of the lighthouse gleamed against a 
cloudless, limitless sky. The whitecaps, 
tufting up in the sunlight, were all that re- 
mained ot the storm The fresh west 
wind, after yesterday's heat, made the 
blood bound in the veins. Already, be- 
tore the mile was rowed, last night's 
t-verish fears seemed far away. They 
were phantoms. This July morning, with 
its sparkle, its lite and its health, was a 
reality. 
And as we drew up our boat at the one 

possible landing-place on the rocky islind, 
I bounded out like a boy. Glancing up at 
the bouse, my mind’s eye seemed to show 
me Byrne's great figure striding down tbe 
path to meet me, his face radiant with the 
keen air of the morning. 

‘Byrne !" I called. I felt a strong grip on 
my arm. It was Bin. 

‘Don't !" said he ; and then, with a face of 
choking grief, he muttered, ‘I've been over 
bere before this mornin’. And he threw 
bimselt down on the stones and buried his 
face in his hands. 

I knew the truth at once. Byrne bad 
probably gone out of the world. I wondered 
what difference it made to this clumsy fel- 
low. Then I turned and walked hurriedly 
up to the little wooden house which formed 
the base ot the lighthouse. There was no 
sign of lite near it, except a few breeze- 
blown hens pecking about the stone door- 
slab. I lifted the latch and found myself 
io a narrow entry, which led into a dimin 
utive sitting-room. 
Two rocking chairs stood in the room, 

and over the back of one of them lay a 
knitted shawl. Some newspapers were piled 
on a small table in the middle of the room, 
and near them a half finished stocking with 
yarn and needles spoke of a woman's fio- 
ers. 

e From here I went into the kitchen, where 
the cold stove and the unfinished litter told 
ot a place hastily left. It startled me when 
a Maltese cat jumped down from the dress- 
er. I was impelled to search the place, as 
it some message might be found from the 
bottom of the sea, where 1 now was sure 
Byrne was lying. My great Byrne, the 
watching of whose future was to have been 
my glory. 
The cat gave me a dumb welcome, over- 

joyed to see a human being thus late in 
the day. She rubbed against my legs; 
then she went to a closed door, and rubbed 
back and forth agsinst it, looking up 
and inviting me to lift the latch for her. 

I opened the door and passed up the 

narrow staircase. 
bedroom, and the piteous sight which 
there met me told its own story. The 
room was very bare and very neat. Three 
or four scriptural mottoes, worked in red 
wool upon canvas and framed, hung on the 
walls. The bed had been turned about in 
such away that it could command a view 
of the beach, where only yesterday Byrne 
and I bad been walking and takin,g and 
where from this very spot might perhaps 
have been seen the small boat landing its 
messenger from this sick-room. 
On the bed, bolstered up with pillows 

the better to see trom the window, lay a 
little woman, pale, thin snd still. Per- 
haps she bad died while watching for the 
boat which never came, for her eyes still 
scanned the line ot beach. 

I read in the poor dead face the record 
of a starved soul, which bad lived solitary, 
tar away from tbat which it bad been 
taught to prize. I could understand how 
the visit of a minister might have seemed 
to her like the one great boon which she 
as a dying person had a right at last to 
demsnd. I could understand how her 
bueb ind would risk much to get it for her. 
But the price ! 
Then I thought how the storm must 

have thundered round the lonely island, 
and how this sm:ll, timid human creature 
bad lain alone amidst it ali, with no one to 
take her nand : and in my pity tears came 
to my eyes, while the peace on her tace 
mocked my aching heart. 
Oa the way back I looked at Bin, and 

wondered what he thought now of the ser 
mon which yesterday he had criticised so 
barshiy. But I cou!d not talk, and he 
said not a word. 
The sex was kind, and gave us back all 

that was left of Bryne. So many people 
who had heard him preach the Sunday be- 
tore, or had heard him talk, or had loved 
and admired him for other reasons, want- 
ed to see his face again, that was laid for a 
day in the hotel parlor. 
There came an hour when the people 

were busy with dinner and I only was in 
the room. The door opened sottly and a 
hesitating pair came awkwardly in. It 
was Bin and Jennie. They stood and 
looked upon the dead, peaeetul face, she 
crying, be quiet. Not a word was said. 
Finally they both knelt down. I: was he 
who made the first motion to kneel. His 
lips moved. For some time no sound 
came from them. It was very bard for 
Bin to say the word ‘God,” but fioally it 
came, and when it came it meant mucha. 

‘God, that there sermon was all right. 

without 

Z is impossible. 

LAXA-LIVER 
PILLS 

Bring Health, then Beauty 
follows. They clear the mudd 
complexion, chase away Sic 
Headaches and Bilious Spells, cure 
Dyspepsia and removeall poisonous 
matter from the System. 

Mrs. Addie Therrialt, 216 Brussels 
Street, St. John, N.B,, says: ‘Laxa- 
Liver Pills cured me of Constipation, 
Indigestion and Bilious Headaches. 
They have corrected the irregularities 
of Liver and Stomach, and restored 
my, entire system to healthy natural 

At the head was he I’m sorry now I run it down’ He looked 
at the quiet facs. ‘I didn’c kdow you was 
that kind ot a man. Jennie, she’s goin’ 
to teach me so’s I can do some of them 
things you spoke about I will try. God 
help me.’ 

This was a solemn cansecration service, 
although the minister was silent. 

—REv. FREDERICK PALMER. 

EASY ? YES, YERY EASY ! 

Any Inexperienced Person Can Dye 
Successfully With Diamond 

Dyes. 

There are no mysteries about the use 
an? handling of Diamond Dyes. The di- 
rections given on each package are so con- 
cise and simple that the dyeing of a dress, 
costume, blouse, jacket or suit of clothes 
is made easy and pleasant work. 
We are aware of the fact tht some 

ladies are badly disappointed after a trial 
of dyeing work. Tuereason is obvious; 
they untortunately have used some make 
ot worthless dyes foisted on them by some 
unscrupulous dealer. 
A child that can read can dye any article 

successfully with Diamond Dyes. These 
world famed dyes are but up by experi- 
enced chemists, which accounts for their 
uniformity 1a quality, strength aud bril- 
liancy. Wh:n vou buy Diam)ind Dyes you 
get the world’s best dyes. 

Valuable book of directions and color 
card sent free to any address by Wells and 
Richardson Co., Montreal, P.Q. 

Aboat the Heurt, 

The human beart is six inches in length 
four inches in diameter, and beats on an 
average 70 times per minute, 4,200 times 
an hour, 100,800 times a day and 36,792,- 
000 times in ths course ota year. So that 
the hesrt of an ordinary man eighty years 
of age has beaten 3,000,000 times. 

Skin Distress. 

Eczema, Tetter, Salt Rheum, Scald 
Head, Barbers’ Itch. Rignworm, and 
other skin diseases and eruptions cause it. 
Dr. Agnew’s Ointment cures it. One 
application will allay irritation. 35 cents. 
Dr Agnew’s Liver Pills are smallest, 
cheapest, best, 20 cents. 

Unconvertional. 

The simple ways ot the unobtrusive rec- 
tor of a small country parish in England 
had endeared him to the hearts of the peo- 
ple to whom he ministered. He was 
eccentric, and in conducting the ser- 
vices of the church, unconventional. Says 
a writer in the Cornhill Magazine: From 
the reading desk could be seen the fields 
stretching away to the rectory gates. Oae 
morning instead of beginning the service 
as usual, he announced : 

‘As 1 see my sister, somewhat late, 
approaching the church through the fields 
1 shall postpone the commencement of 
divine service till her arrival.’ 

In very cold weather he would invite 
the congregation to come and warm them- 
selves at the stove before leaving the church. 
Under other conditions of weather his 
thoughttulness for the comfort ot his flock 
took a somewhat different form, and at the 
end of a half hour's sermon he would some- 
times say : 
‘As the weather is still so inclement, I 

will my dear friends, lengthen my discourse 
SEA. in the hope that it may clear 
ater. 

The Queensland yield of gold mn 1897 
was 787,000 ounces. 
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