¥

29

o

et

O e P S

e

THE WHEATY AND THE CHAFF.

There 15 an old tale of the gdlden age days,
When the gods with men parieyed sad

moved,

That a critic who dealt all blame and no praise
‘Was once by Apollo reproved.

The god handed back to the critical fool
A handful of unwinnowed grains.

8aid he: “Leave the wheat, a8 seems ever your

rule;
You may have all the chafl for your pains.”
Now, this guide to your choice is suggestive to-
da >

s
Though told of & fabulous time,
To any and all who its teachings obey
In every country or clime.
For the wheat and the chaff are mixed for us
still
As they were in those mythical graing;
4And if we choose now to see only {ll,
 We shall have oaly that for our pains!

All pathways are checkered. Gray shadows
and night

Alternate with the sun’'s cheering rays.

©Our eyes grow accustomed to darkness or light
As we fix vpon either our gaze.

4And we can be clear-eyed, or we can be blind,
As cach one his yvision so trains;

2f he chooses the dark need he wonder to find
He can see nothing bright for his pains?

From the nofsome swamps see the marsh lly
lift
Its dellcate, queenly blye head;
From water and slime and dark earta it wili
sift
The nutriment best for its need.
Poisons lurk in these things. It could draw
evil thence
As wcll as the good that it gairs.
Bhall it choose, then, those noxlous elements
¢ whence
i Hurt and death will proceed for its pains?

Au our fellow-men ars the elements mixed:’
Forever good mingles with sin.
On their errors, their faults, shallwe keep our
gaze fixed,
¢ O'erlooking divire sparks within?
Ah! a lesson in judging our frail brothers,
then,
" We may learnfrom these fabulous grains.
It we seek but the chaff, can we fairly grieve
when
We receive only chaft for our pains?
—Emily C Adams, in N. Y. Sun.
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Mo TALR OF A CARAVAN
REBERIBLO AR DY,
CHAPTER XIIL —CONTINUED.

The old man, knowing his son’s tem-
per, did as he was told, and William
continued to potter aimlessly about
the room. He was eertainly trembling
very much, and was almost overcome
with a nervousness for whigh he him-
self could not account. For he was no
coward. To get possession of a prize
on the high seas he would have faced
& storm *which might well make brave
men tremble, not to mention that he
knew that he had on more than one
occasion humanely hastened the end
of the shipwrecked sailors whom he
had found and pillaged on the shore.
After these acts he bad been able to
sleep the sleep of virtue without being
haunted by dead men’s eyes. But now
the case was different. He had not to
deal with a vietim without friends, a
man whose body, described as that of
& ‘“shipwrecked mariner,” could be
buried and forgotten without more
ado. In all probability there would
this time be a hue and ecry, and Wil-
Yiam Jones trembled lest his share in
the ghastly business might ultimately
be discovered.

True, he was not actually the cul-
prit, and so even at the worst he
might escape the gallows; but to a
man of his sensitive and affectionate
nature the thought of transportation
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‘“ WHERE I8 MATT ?”’ BRE ASKED.

was not pleasant. It was this that
made him nervous—this that made him
start and tremble at every sound.

Presently a thonght struck him.

‘“Where’s Matt?” he asked.

*“Don’t know,William dear; she ain’t
been here for hoursand hours. Maybe
she’s on the shore.”

“Maybe she is—I'll go and have a
look,” replied William.

It must not be supposed for a mo-
ment that Williars Jones had become
affiicted with a sudden and tender in-
terest in Matt—he merely wanted to
get quit of the cabin, that was all, and
he saw in this a reasonable exeuse for
walking out alone. He accordingly
made his escape, and went wandering
off along the shore.

It was ten o’clock when he returned;
he was stili pale, and drenched to the
skin. The old man was dozing beside
the fire, and alone.

“Where’s Matt?”
again.’

*Ain’t you seen her, William dear?
Well, she ain’t here.”

William Jones did look a little un-
easy this time, and it is but due to him
to confess that his uneasiness was
caused by Matt’s prolonged absence.
Erratic as she was in her movements
she had not been accustomed to stay-
‘ng out so late, especially on a might
when the rain was pouring, and not a
glimmer of star or moon was to be
seen.

*“Wonder what she’s a doin’ uf?” said
William; “‘suppose I'd best wait up for
her. Here old man, you go to bed,
d’ye hear—you ain’t wanted anghow.”

The old man accordingly went to
bed, and William sat np toawait Matt’s
return. He sat beside the hearth,
looked Into the smoldoring fire and
listened to the rain as it pourad down

steadils upou the roof. Occusionally

asked William

Hour after hour passed, and Matt
did not come. William Jones began
to doze by the fire—then he sank into
& heavy sleep.

He awoke with a start, and found
that it was broad daylight. The fire
was out, the rain had ceased to fall,
and the morning’s sun was creeping in
at the windows. He looked around
and saw that he was still alone. He
went into Matt’s room—it was empty.
She had not returned.

He was now filled with a vague un-
easiness. He made up a bit of fire and
was about to issue forth again in search
of the truant, when all further trouble
was saved him—the door opened and
Matt herself appeared.

She seemed almostas much disturbed
as William Jones himself. Her face
was very pale, her hair wild, her dress
in great disorder. She started on see-
ing him, then, assuming a devil-may-
care look, she lounged in:

‘“You're up early, William Jones,”
she said.

‘“Yes, I am up early,” he replied,
gruffly; ‘‘’cause why?—'cause I ain’t
been to bed. And where have you
been?—jest you tell me that.”

‘“Why—I’ve been out, of course,” re-
turned the girl, defiantly.

“That won’t do, Matt,” returned
William Jones. ‘“Come, you’ll jest tell
me where you've been. You ain’t been
out all night for nothing.”

The girl gave him a look, half of de-
flance, half of curiosity; then she threw
herself down, rather than sat, upon &
chair.

“I am tired, I am,” she said, ‘‘and
hungry and cold!”

“Will you tell me where you've been,
Matt?” cried William Jones, trembling
with suspicious alarm.

“'Course I will, if you keep quiet,”
said the girl in answer. ‘‘There ain’t
much to tell neither. I were away
along to Pancroes when the heavy
rain came on, then I lay down behind
a haystack and fell asleep, and when I
woke up it was daylight and I come
home.”

William Jones looked at her stead-
fastly and long; then, as if satisfied,
he turned away. About an hour later
he left the hut and walked along the
shore straining his eyes seaward. But
instead of looking' steadfastly at one
spot, as his custom was, he paused
now and again to gaze uneasily about
him. At every sound he started and
turned pale. In truth, he was becom-
ing a veritable coward—afraid almost
of the sound of his own footsteps on
the sands.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE CARAVAN DISAPPEARS.

Several days passed away, during
which William Jones showed a strange
and significant affection for his own
fireside. He went out a little in the
sunlight; but directly night came he
locked and barricaded the door as if
against thieves, and declined, on any
inducement, to cross the threshold.
Even had a three-decker gone ashore
in the neighborhood he would have
thought twice before issuing forth into
the dreaded darkness.

For William Jones was genuinely
afraid; his hereditary calm of mind
was shaken, not so much with horror
at a murderous deed, as with conster-
nation that his life-long secret had
been discovered by one man, and
might, sooner or later, be discovered
by others. He did not put implicit
faith even in Monk; it was his nature
to trust nobody where money was con-
cerned.

As to returning back to the cave un-
til he had quite recovered his equanim-
ity, that was out of the question.
Even by daylight he avoided the spot
with a holy horror. Only in hisdreams,
which were dark and troubled, did he
visit it—to see the face of the mur-
dered man in the darkness, and the
hand of the murdered man pointing at
him with cold, decaying finger.

The day after the murder he had
been greatly unsettled by a visit from
Tim Linney, who demanded news of
his master and said that he had not re-
turned to the caravan all night. Tim
seemed greatly troubled, but gave vent
to no very violent ebullitions of grief.
When he was done Matt sat by the fire-
side and looked long and keenly at
William Jones.

“What are you staring at?” cti¢a he,
fidgeting uneasily under her gaze.

“Nowt,” said Matt; “I were only
wondering”’—

“Then don’t go wondering,” ex-
claimed the good man, rather incon-
sistently. ‘‘You mind your own busi-
ness and don’t be a fool!” And he
turned testily and gazed at the fire.
But Matt, whose eyes were full of a
curious light, was not to be abashed.

“Ain’t you well, William Jones?” she
asked.

“I'm well enough—I am.”

“I'ts qaeer, ain’t it, that the painter
chap never come home?”

‘“How should I know?” growled Wil-
liam. ‘“Maybe he’s gone back where
he come from.”

“Or maybe he’s drownded? Or may-

'be summat else has happened to him?”

suggested Matt.

“Never you mind him, my gal. He's
all right, never fear. And@if he ain’t
it’s no affair o' yours, or mine neither.
You go along out and play.”

Matt went out as directed, and it
was some hours before she returned.
She found her guardian seated in his
old place by the fire, looking at vacan-
cy. He started violently as sho entered
and made a clutch at the rude piece of
ship’s iron which served as a poker.

“Be it you, Matt? Lor, how you
startled me! I were—I were—taking
a doze.”

“TU've been up yonder,” said Matt.

*Up where?” ,

“Up to *he painter chap’s cart. ile
ain't come back, and the man is
searchin’ for him all up and down the
place.” :

Fortunately it wus very dark, so
that she could not ses the expression
of ber hearer's face. She walked to
the drefiiace, and, taking a box of lu-
cifers from a ledge, began to procure »

light, with tho view of igniting the ' howrse

rushlight fixed to ths table. Butin s
moment William blew out the match
and snatched the box from her.

“What are you doin’ of?” he cried.
“Wasting the matches, as if they
cost nowt.” You'll come to the workus'
afore you're done.”
| The days passed and there was no
news of the absent man. Every day
Matt went up to the caravan to make
inquiries. At last one afternoon she
returned, looking greatly troubled;
her eyes were red, too, as if she had
been crying.

“What’s the matter now?” demand-
ed William, who had left his usual seat
and was standing at the door.

“Nowt,” said Matt, wiping her eye-
lids with the back of her hand.

“Don’t you tell no lies. You've heerd
summat? Stop! What’sthat there un-
der your arm?”

All at once he had perceived thatshe
carried a large roll of scmething
wrapped in brown paper. He took it
from her and opened it nervously. It
was tke crayon portrait of herself ex-
ecuted by the defunct artist.

“Who gave you this here?” cried
William- Jones, trembling more than
ever.

‘5Tim. »

“Who's he?”

*“Him as come looking arter his mas-
ter. The painter chapain’t round;and
now Tim’s goin’ away in the cartto
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WILLIAM JONES.

tell his friends. And he give me this—
my pictur’; he give it to me to keep.
His master said I were to have it; and
I mean to keep it now he’s dead!”

William Jones handed back the pie-
ture, and seemed relieved, indeed,
when it was out of his hands.

‘“Dead?” he muttered, not meeting
r Matt’s eyes, but looking right out to
sea. ‘‘“Who told you he was dead?”

Matt did not reply, but gazed at Wil-
liam so long and so significantly that
the man, conscious of her scrutiny,
turned and plunged into the darkness
of his dwelling.

An hour later aloud voice summoned
him forth. He went to the door, and
there was Monk, of Monkshurst. It
was the first time they had met since
they parted on the night of the mur-
der. Monk was dressed in a dark sum-
mer suit, and looked unusually spick
and span. :

“Where’s the girl?” he cried, aftera
whispered colloquy of some minutes.
“Matt, where are you?”

In answer to the call Matt appeared
at the door.:- No sooner did she per-
ceive Monk than she trembled violent~
ly and grew very pale.

“‘Come here, Matt,” he said, with an
insinuating smile. ‘“‘See! I've brought
something for you—something pretty
for you to wear.”

As he spoke he drew from his waist-
coat pocket a smail gold ring, set with-
turquoise stones. But Matt still trem-
bled, and shrank away.

“I don’t want it!—I sha’'n't wear it,”
she cried.

“Nonsense, Matt!” said Monk. “Why,
it’s a ring fit for a lady. Come, let me
put it on your finger.”

So great seemed her agitation, so
deep her dread of him, that she could
not stir; so that when he approached,
laughing, and caught her round the
waist, he slipped the ring on her finger
before she could resist. But it only re-
mained there a moment. With a quick,
sharp cry, she tore herself free, and,
taking the ring off, threw it right
away from her upon the sand. Then
with a wild gesture of fear and loath-
ing, she rushed into the cottage.

William Jones walked over and
picked up the ring, while Monk stood
scowling darkly after the fugitive.

“What the devil ails the girl?” cried
the latter, with a fierce oath, pocket-
ing the present.

“Dunno. She’s never been the same
since—since the painter chap went
missing. I'm afeered he turned the
gal’s head.” 8

““He’ll turn no more heads,” mut-
tered Monk under his breath. He

‘““There must be an end to this.
must be married to me at once.”

“Do you mean it, master? When yon
spoke on it fust I thought you was jok-
ing.”

“Then you were a fool for your
pains. She’s old enough and bold
enough and vixenish enough; but I'll
tame her. I tell you there must be no
delay. My mind’s made up, and I'll
wait no longer.” g

Sinking their voices they continued
to talk together for some time. Now
Matt was crouching close to the thres-
hold, and had heard every word of the
above conversation, and much ' that
followed it When Monk walked away
and disappeared, leaving William
Jones ruminant at the broken gate,,
sbe suddenly reappeared.

Curiously enough all her exeitement
had departed. Instead of weeping or
protesting, she looked at William
Jones-—and laughed.

Monk haa left hig horse at the coast-
guard station. Remounting, he rode
rapidly away through the sand hills in
the direction of whe lake. As he up-
proached the spot of the old encamp-
ment, he saw that the caravan had
.gone
He rode on thoughtfully tili he

She

added aloud and with decision:|’

gatived the gate and avenue nesr tg
which he had first encountered Brinie
ley, he saw the caravan before him on
the dusty road.

He hesitated for & moment; then
hurried rapidly forward, and, arriving
close to the vehicle, saw the Irishman’s
head looking round at him from the
driver's seat He beckoned, and Tim
pulled up. :

“Has younr master returned? I am in-
formed that he has been missing for
some days.” |

Tim shook his head very dolefully. |

“No, sir; sorra sight have I seen of |
him for three days and three nights. |
I'm going back wid the baste and the
house, to tell his friends the bad news. |
Maybe it's making fun of me he is, |
and I'll find him somewheres on the |
road.”

‘I hope you will,” said Monk, sym- |
pathetically. “I think —hum —it is|
quite possible he has, as you suggest, |
wandered homeward. Good day to
you.” i

8o saying, Monk turned off by the
gate which they had just reached, and
rode away up the avenue. |

Tim looked after him till he disap- !
peared. Then the same curious ¢hange
came over him which had come over !
Matt after she had been listening to
the colloquy betweem Monk and Wil
liam Jones.

He laughea!

CHAPTER XV.
A BRIDAL PARTY AND A LITTLE SURPRISE

A week passed away. The shadow
of the caravan no longer fell on the
green meadow by the lake, and the |
struggling population of Aberglyn, un- |
suspicious of foul play, had already |
forgotten both the caravan and the
owner.

And if facts were to be taken Into
consideration in estimating the extent ;
of her memory, Matt, too, had for- |
gotten. It was common talk now that
she, the grammarless castaway, the
neglected protege of William Jones,
was to be married to the master of the

eat house! Nay, the very day was

ed; and that very day was only two '
sunrises distant; and Monk, of Monks

|
|
[
|
1
|
|

Aburst, had in his pocket a special

Hcense, which he had procured, at an

expenditure of five pounds, from Lon-

don. ?
[To m coNTINUED.] ?

HOLIDAYS IN COLONIAL TIMES.

Public Ofcials Took Life Easy When Now |
York Was a British Colony.
Public functionaries performing offis |
cial duties in haleyon days of old New !
York, when it was a British colony,
had a pretty easy time of it. Their pay

was liberal and was sure. His majesty, & |

the king of Great Britain, was careful |
of his servants. and there were plenty |
of holidays. A contrast between the '
number of these and the number |
legally observed at present shows how '
much more time for pleasure and

recreation the old-time officials were |
permitted to enjoy. The tegal holidays |
in the New York departrhents are New

Year's day, Washingten's birthday, |
Decoration day, Independence day, |
Laborday, election day. Thanksgiving
day and Christmas day--eight in all,
exclusive of the Saturday half holiday.
These are the eight days observed in
the city and in the federal departments
of New York. Here is a list of the
holidays observed at the New York
custom house in the last year of Eng-
lish rule:

New Year’s day, the queen’s birth-
day, anniversary of King Charles’ exe-
cution, Shrove Tuesday, Ash Wednes-
day, Lady day, Good Friday, Easter
Monday, Easter Tuesday, 8t. George's
day, King Charles’ restoration, king’s
birthday, Whit Monday, Whit Tues-
day, prince of Wales’ birthday, pewder
plot anniversary, Christmas, Christ-
mas holidays (three days), Fast day,
Thanksgiving day, election day, ‘col-
lege commencement day.

These were the stated lholidays.
Special ones were added from time to
time as occasion seemed to justify, as
“holiday in token of the safe arrival of
a packet,” holiday “in commemoration
of the king’s safe return from a ses
voyage,” ‘‘holiday in commemoration of
the opening of a new street,” ‘holiday
in commemoration of the repulse of
the Indians,” and other similar oc-
casions of public office closing. The
English officials in New York belicved
above all things else in having a good
time. They did not regard a publio
office as a public trust. They disliked
pernicious activity, and, above all, de-
sired plenty of time for recuperation
from their arduous duties. Some of
the pretexts for abandoning work
seem, at the present time, very quaint
A clerk in charge of one of the govern-
ment departments closed it abruptly
one morning, leaving this sign to ac-
count for his absence;

eeseme senns

GONE TO SEE A WHALY IN THE EIVER.

Several whales.had been seen in the
harbor before that. Diligence did not
characterize the public servants.
Their minds inclined to holidays, and
the local inhabitants who had ne |
voice in affairs had no alternative but
to acquiesce, the king’s will prevail-
ing, and a majority of the employes
of the government officers being the
younger sons of aristoeratic English-
men, who had influehce enough at
court to have them billeted upon the
people of the colonies. It need hardly
be added that no contemporaneous re
former had the hardibood to propose
that these English functicnaries
should work “on time.” The American
government put an end to wholesale
holidays as it did to alien officials ic
New York.—N. Y. Sun.

The Ultimate Sacrifice

Two tramps were trudging aloug the
dusty roads on a hot afternoon because
the harvest hands wouldn’t let them
stop in the shade to rest, and they had
had nothing to eat or drink since the
night before.

“Hungry?” asked one. :

**Yes, but I'm drier,” was the gloomy
response.

“What would you give for a nice
cold glass of beer.”

gained the highway, when he put his
hﬁoun‘yidm Just before Je

“Willie,” responded the othex
earnestly, “I'd almost werk fag i4.”
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[ANYONE CAN

At the expense of little
money and his spare
time obtain a fair work-
ing education.

STUDY AT HOME

MAGAZINE
For 1894,

The editors of McClure’s Maga
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature

...AND THE,..

Most Interesting Knowledge

and to make every line in the magae
sine both instructive and entem
taining.
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to the bar, by an .::m’.ﬂo.m course. Has

This school teaches journalistic

\IUUR“‘[ISM and literary work from the foun-
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Each school has sep-
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HUMPHREYS'

Dr, Humphreys' Specifics are sclentifically and
ecarefully pre l&medlea. used for years in
private prac and for over thirty years by the
people with entire success. Every single Specifle
a speclal cure for the discase named.

They cure without drugxlng. &l‘leng' or reducing
the system and are in fact an the Bovereiga
Remedies of the World,

wo. OURRS. PRICRA,
1—Fevers, Conqestions, Inflammations.. .23
2—-Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colle, ..,
8-Teething; Colic, Crying, Wakefulness
4-Diarrhen, of Children or Adults, . ..., 25

9 —~Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis. ............. 25
8~Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache...... .25
9-Headaches, Sick Headache, Vertigo.. .25

10-Dyspepsin, Billousness, Constipation. ,25

11-Suppressed or Painful Periods... .25
12— item, To0 Profuse Perlods........... 25
13-Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness...... 25
14-8Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions . .25
15-Rheumatism, Rheumatlc Pains ..... 25
16—-Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague...... 25

19-Catarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head. .23

20-~Whooping Cough

27—Kidney Disennes .
28-~Nervous Debility.........cooovnveenns 1.00
30-Urinary Wenkness, Wetting Bed.. .28

HUMPHREYS WITCH HAZEL OIL,
“The Plle Ointment,”—Trial Size, 25 Cts,

Bold by Druggists, or sent post-pald on receipt of prios

HUMPIRKYS' MED, CO., 111 & 113 William 8t., NEW YORK
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100 NEN AND WONMEN FAMOUS IN

{ LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be

represented In McClure’s Magazine, ecither
as authors of articles or as participants In
dialogues and interviews, or as subjects of
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.

A ROMANCE OF THE
BOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Leuals Stevenson and Lloyd
C:bourne, will run through four
sumbers, beginning with Jan-
wary. This story is one of thrill.
Ing adventure and mysterious
bappenings, reminding one eof !
* Treasure Island,” and of * The (o
Wrecker."” Shovins

William Dean Howells

Wil contribute a serial storg
to run through three numbers,
more especially for younger'
readers, and, like all his storfes
for young people, it will be jusy
a8 interesting to their elders,

}
Short Stories *

will be contributed by maay

well-known writers, among others |

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harrls, |

Conan Doyle, Frank R, Stockton,
Harriet Prescett Spofford, ' Q'

Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,

Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwill;

Real Conversations.

Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, sad]
Studies of Great Men In Action, will continue
to be marked features of coming issues, Undes
this headlng are announced the following :

D. L. NOODY, the MNan and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUIIIOND,
This is the first complete study
of Mr. Moody's career which
bas ever been prepared.

1

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Men,
By HAROLD FREDERIC. ;

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr, Armour is pre=
bably the greatest merchant in the history of the
world. He ls also a great philanthropist. This
article will present the many sidep of his aceiwe
Mies, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,
At his Createst,

— Ry -

ARCHIBALD FORBES,

W, Ruskin at Home.
el By . H. SPIELMAN.

Pierre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
NADATE ADARN.

Alphonse Daudet,
Jules Verne,
Sardou,

Andrew Carnegle
Archdeacon Farrar,
Dumas, the Younger.
f{ \ Camile Flamarion,

g/t X

CHARLES A. DANA
Y,

h are the subjects of articles is
il the form of interviews, in which
the matter is mainly autobio«
graphical. Thesearticlesin many
cases give full length portraits
of their subjects, the stories of
their lives, struggles, achicves
ments and successes, These articles wlll be fully
fllustrated, .

Famous Contributors.

In addition to the special announcements above,
important contributions, some of which are uniqus
are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
Wiillam Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyesen, . ds Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stocktes.
W. B. Henley, Andrew Lang,
Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrag,
Robert Louls Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,
George W. Cable, QGilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.

Articles under this head wl‘l deal with the Mas
velsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fields
of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating te
the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portralt
ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved se
popular, will continue to characterize coming issues,
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