anded Her |
Health.

ARRESTED.

> Temps pub-
om Constantin-
ies that Miss
ed by the brig-
r captive singe
and has been
health to the
merican Legn-

that the “Rev-
en arrested on
city in the kid-
ne.

Jiusbamd,

e Rev. Tsilka,
Constantinopla
Paris Temps, in
ng the releass
en arrested on
iclty in the kid- -
nary, is the hus-
a, Miss Stone’
anpounced r
kish authoritie
Tsllka of eon
ltion of the mi

NS STATED.

Critics to
P§Sages.

NADA  SOON,

At the meeting
eless [‘elegraph
arconi, wio Wwas
{o the trans-
ntx, annocunced
of tests would
agion of  worls
Jded thont thers
event Lhs com-
Bing commercia:
1 shps at =end
eNt Wwas in poers
d sevenly silipw,
enty-five lands-
sion of twanty-
hiite did not cowm- -
o work of the
witih golerence
remioved. Aft
T e l’ ‘[“:'BD"
nore e Witliam
odge to inter-

intained by tnpe
raph had hith-
stabiishment of
in kagland aud

Tor Canada on

S CAU IHT.
Points

in 3ome

Wil treet,—
e asdminstiration
lest the legality
urtties Company,
OCKe market w'xtl!
akeniog was aje
the London mare
ning here.- The
Pd 0 A semi-der
L, and very large
e unioaded in ald
deelines. Naturs
the transcontines
peing unmediately,
1w affeeted, bulr
RNOWw N in other
i tion for the rise
the conlers, the
iads and the loenl
ing sharp losses.
elerved  dropped
and Union Pacl-
rt Pacific, tngar.
ing and Atchiwon
Biree pointy: Many

ellaneons list io-
s orke,  =howed
maorre,

ket was prompt

e bDuying on thise

peorhd very neavy

* without any in-
K ‘o their flaal
nt.eonfident bny-
nowever, reiloved
e actling begamp

o Troubla,

ZCi~—Dankers
with the forma-
v Secuarities Co,
rprised Lo lear.
i to belleve, that
reneral Knox . is
aghiast the cous
pd sut that i Je-
o aise from the
the l.'mtr'.rimten

mlny next. A
i promisredd, gt
thit no matter

ay be the domin-

"mp.:ny  into
Iy maintained.

e

Nt

ry Nettia

rought the \'or;?- :

-

os

ER

e, S

PO —

N

e
e S

S

4

_once

ADVICE TO OLD MAIDS

Give your gentlemen friends good tea. It iy unmecessary to go

* o o 0

. .| to Indla for a Mon-soon. 1
B LEAD PACKETS. ALL GROCERS.
—— - e —

i The Coming of Gillian:

“Patrick,
Silllan,
'ntense amazement.
she mean

A slight movement she makes in
jurprise reminds them of her pres-
»mce, and they come over heside her,
Gacy
still, looking flushed,
~assed, and happy.
rshamed of herself.

“Gillian, dear, I would have told
vou.  We sh8uld have confided in you,
ont we were afraid the secret might
«#ak out and make matters worse,”
ne maid, rather awkwardly; “not
that they could be worse, unfortun-
ntely, as far as Aunt Jeannette is
soncerned. But you have no unkind
feeling in your kind little heart, I
Rnow, on acconnt of our secrecy,
Gillian dear 7

“We have acted cln:uleﬂtinely., and
not quite honorably. Miss Deane.”
Anne interposes, in her delicate,
proud way, but with a ring of pas-
sion in her clear tones. It was
principally my fault. | loved him,
and I neither eonld nor would live
withou?
truth.”

“Then when yon loved him so well,
and he loved yon; You neither comd
nor should have lived without earh
other, and yon did quite  right to
marry.” Gillian answers, gravely,
With soft, serious eyves yet dewy with
tears, and in soft tones very tremu-
lous with emotion. “I am very sorry
for Lady Damer, t}ut what she wish-
cd was wrong, w cked, cruel ?” and
the shy, dars eyes are full of keen
reproach as she gazes at the -“wo
who have bren at  least consent-
ing parties to the doing her a life-
fong, deadly injury. #

“YeR it would have been wrong and
misery all gound,” Lacy says, shrug-
sing his stioulders ; “but as long as
Aunt Jeannette wae satisfied it did
not matter to her. Yon'li give nue ab-
soclution and good wishes, though, .-
lian. dear, won't you? We want it, [
aasure you. We haven't had 'many
marriage benedictions of any sort,
have we. Anuye "

“You have not,” sho Bays, with a
curiously mock pegret in hep cod, sar-
castic tones. It has been all bene-
diction to me.”

s Laey fushes again. and la ughs ner-
vousty,

“You are too good Lo me. Anne,” he
#AVR  rather huaskily. *Yon are ten
times too good for me.”

CYour wile docsn’t believe that,”
Gillinn «ays. in her quaint, wise way,
while she is blushing timidly ; *and if
you love her with all your heart. it
can't he ~rype.”

“Thauk you, Gillian. dear,” he says;
lanughing a little ; “"you must give me
a #lsterly kiss for that kind iictle
#pecch | [t I8 something new to hear
anyonce approve of u® isn't it, Anne ?”

“Yes” glie says, simply. though she
night have added again, ‘new to
m“’ﬂﬁ

But lher wistful eyes are fixed on
trillian as Lacy Stoops and Kisses
her cheek.

“Anne isn’'t jealous now, GGillian,”

my darling "

repeats
voicelessly, with a face of |

and
and

" he laughs: but Gillian, knowing too

well what a jealous woman's ove 18
like, is not surprised to see that
the dark, nrillinnt eyes week his with
# Swift, passionate look, and Lacy,
wisely  discerning  the meaning
thereof, turns and
and again ere
the room;.

“Anne. won't you come up Lo me
RooN 7 she asks. hesitating at the
doop. “I want so much to talk to
you."”

“I will come up in five minutes,”
Anne sayw, with a slight smiie and
 blush. I want to say a few wards
o my husband [irst. and give some
irections, Miss Deane.”

‘(iillian leaves

“How glad and happy she Jooks!” |

Gillhan thinks, with a swift, retro-
speetive pang. “She has gained the
very desire of her heart, and she
ook~ as if she had.”

For Anne Lacy,
blushes in that pretty, womanly
fashion, is indeed strangely alter-

ol from haughty, cold Anne Olell | e by Miss O'Neil when she ecame

‘over—Miss O’Neil

of thie past.

-*1 wonder if she knows anything
of him,” Gilian ‘thinky, with a
weary sigh, as she toils upstairs.

8he is sadly altered, poor child,
a8 she climbs up stair after
stair with weary feet and
e tired, heavy heart, to_ihe

eunny. spirited girl who used to run !
wo lightly up and down in those

golden days last summer.

“Of eourse he carcd for Rer,” she
muses, with a quiet, hopeless sigh.
*Who would >
Fxeept for t
temptation he would never Rave
thought of me, and he wae tuo Bonest

) toiupupthopntemolyaﬂngfor

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY

Taks Browe Quintae AR
ﬁu meney if & tocnve,
B W. 8 om smch s,

“Who on earth |

embar- !

rather | lusion ‘of her

hiw. That is the real.

kisses his wife .

who. smiles and

Int prefer her to me ? |
wretched . money- |

Am’mm'

1

me.~But oh, if I eould only see his
face again and hear his voice ! Oh, ir
I eculd omnly be hisg friend—only see

" him, emile on; me and touch my hand

with his arm around his wife |

‘a. loud
* Misther Archer,

" masther he was to -me ;
Il not find his match

i smiling, is

i she’s the nice

a# he used to do ! In Ameriea, Bing-
ham eaid: ‘Gone back to America "
Oh, George! oh, George ! the whole
wide world is between us !”

And she almost faneies it is an il-
senses, eonjured up in
that passionate, whispered
asl shey seew a door open! on the land-
ing right befére her, and the rotund
figure and comely face., the snowy
cap-bordere, of Italian-ironed “.frills,
the shepherd’s-plaid woolen kerchief
and enowy apraon spread over her
ample hipe—tho very presentment of

Mrs. Nel.ie Hagarty, George Archer’s '

old housekeeper—appears on the
threshold. :
tially, despite her quick look of in-
terest as she is passing by, when Gil-
lian detaine her with an impulsive
toueh on her arm.

“Don’t you remember me?” she
Says, trembling with excitement.
“Are you not Mrs, Hagarty, the
housekeener at Darragh Castie 2

“Yis, miss, shure,” Mrs. Hagarty
responds, smiling and mueh grati-
fied. “Shure I remimber yeh well,
Miss Deane, an’ your great Kindness
to meself, miss, whin you wur 8o
ill. T hope your health is Zooud, miss,
and shure yeh look well and hand-
some, too !’

“Are you living liere now, Mirs.

[ =
ings.

longing, |

. pretense at indifference.

r t e yeh wi Rid 2 -
She courtesiecs silently and deferen- '~ glad to see y Wikt us,” she con

Hagarty ?” Gillian asks so eazer'y,
and looking at her with sparkling

eyes of feverish interest nas
is afraid that Nelly Hagarly's am-

ple, matronly form is “an airy
nothing,” which will presently van-
ish awav.

*Yis, shure, Miss Deane, I've been
here for a bit,”
some hesitancy, smouothing Jowas her
well-ironed apron. “I've been stop-
pin’ on here a bit in the wintere
time off an’ ou;
slip was gone, an’ Miss O Neiil was
gone, al’ Mrs. Lynch. the cook an’
housemaid—she’s my grand-niece on
the mother’s side. Miss Kitty Fag-
an is—wanted a helpin "hand oace
or twice whin the master had some
gintleman’s compinny ; an’ thin the
masther sed as [ wasn't in no place

since my poor masther wint away
from me, I'd betther stop on awhile
till wer ladyship herself come
Lhome. An’ now, my grief !
—'tis the sorrowful job I has
now, helping  Mrs. Lacy—Miss
O'Neil that wad, yeh know, miss—to
nurse the poor masther!”

“ Your master ! Why—oh! [know.

You mean Mr. Damer, poor Sr Harry |

Damer, as he is now,"”’
mers, crimsoning and paling at her
own wild ideas: and Nelly Hagarty
lopks at her with shrewd twinkling
eyes,

‘“ Ach,

Gillian stam-

no rhure ! she says, with
sigh. “ Mv poor masther,
is far enough away
miss. An’' the good
my grief!
agin. I tould
him o’ your kindness, miss, in givin’
me five round”—Nelly c¢ontinues, her
woman’'s instinct discerning plainly
that Glllian, standing quiet, pale ani
yet listening with great
pleasure—"an’ he 8 ra’al plasad,
and smiled wid that beautiful smiie
o’ his,” Mrs. Hagarty says, waxing
sentimental ; “an’ he sez, ‘T'm very
glad, Nelly,’ he 8ez, ‘0’ Miss Deane's
kindness to you, sence Ican do seo
little for you,’ though he put twelve
pound, my year’s wages, into me
hand on the §pot the night he woant
away! An’ so, wid his kindness an’
your kindncss, Mlss Deane. ap’ keerin’

in foreign parts,

¢oin’ a turn now an’ agin, I've done '

very well

Senee my poor masther

. wint—praises be I

" Perhaps Mr. Archer will  come
back agaln!’ Gillian says, trembling,
and neot daring to lift her eves
b~cause of her own audaeity : “he
was in London not long since, youn

- Know ™

“Oh. yis, miss,” Nelly 8ays, volnhiy
with an increase of gratification,
“shure I had a letter from him from
London, an’' his likeness brought to

an’ me was al-
ways the bast of friends, an’ shure
lady, and the raal
lady, miss'—an’ she bronght me the
letther from Misther Archer, miss ; §
have it in me box, an’ his likeness rad
axed him for se often, an’ a sover-
eign to Buy mesell something for
a Christmas®ox from him,” he ged!
‘Ti8 he was the good masther, ag’ the
kind masther, wid the sowl of a gen-
tleman

“Yes, - indeed I Gillian says as
eagerly as before, wondering fevep-
ishly how . she shail coaxX or bribe
Nelly to show her

that letter and

if she |

Nelly answers with '

for whin her lady-

jewel drawer,. Btnhmmr—loeked-thg
most precioua-? her earthly hglong-

“i!ut shure a8 for his com-
back ler# 2gain,” Nelly rpe-
sumes, despondently, with very ip.

m’

quisitive giances at the young lady, .

“I ean’t say wal Way ner th' other.
Imafeared peor . Masther George
had thrubbles a¥ hts own, sl‘:iure," :he
sa in a lower tone, an rather
ne:v'ously, pleating the fringes of hep
shawl, “and he hadn’'t the best o
nds sometimes, and there was
thim that wouldn’'t weleome |1 im back,
“ Why de yow think so—had he
troubies 7 Gilllan asks, with hurried

breath and eyes; “th re were
—others—who would serve Lim to—
the utmost! Mr Archer knew that
‘himself.”

* Falx, shure I can't gsay” Nelly
says, mere siowly, and watching Gil-
lian closely. * Meself doesn’t kmew
how it is at all,” she adds, mysteri-

ouely, drawing nearer to Gilian, and

lowering her voice to a whisper.
But as it i# a whiper of intense
caution and seerecy, Nelly elaborates
it into a noisy hissing sound suffi-
ctent to attract the most wandering
attention at a considerable distance.
* Shure—one sz wan thing an’ wan
SezZ another,” she beging, “an’ faix,
shure, Miss Deane, a bedy can’t help
puttin’ this an’ that teogether, when
they hears it, an’ shure, you're a

friend of poor Misther George, miss, .

or Iwouldn't let out a breathin’ ov
it, theugh shure many’s the one that
guesses at it—"

But at this point Nelly plainly per-
ceives in Gillian’s eyes of alarm and
utter astonishment. that
not even a suspicion of the truth she
tries to hint at in the gicl's inno-
cent mind. j

“But, shure, it's no business o’ mine
to be inquirin’ about me betthers,”
she says, suddenly, with n great

ciudes politely, Bt edging away
from Gillian, and, as the quickest re-
treat, returning to the room she has
just left.

But Gillian has heard so much that
now she must and will hear more.

“Tell me what von mean,” she
urges in o low tono,
staying ner with the coaxing pres-
sure of her soft littie palm on Nelly’s
stout arm.

“Do tell me, Mrs. Hagarty—if I can
do anything, do tell me! I am Mr.
Archer’s friend, indeot [ am. And
Jou may trust me entirely.”

But Nolly is alarmed at her own in-
disereet tattle, and ineasily tries to
Smooth away ali significance in her
words.

“Faix, bBothen, shure, Miss, at all;
only they sez her ladyship doesn’t
like Masther George, an’ shure may b
they’ve had a word o disagreement
and it ean’t be helped, an’ more’s
the pity,”
her diffienlty asg) . es, :

“Yes, I knew :l}nlg,qi knew that
long ago ! Giliian answers hurriedly,
elasping the other hand now around
Nelly's big arm. [ knew it always,
Mrs. Hagarty, ant — 1 wonder if
Lady Damer 3.1 anything to lo with
Mr. Archer going away so suddenly.”

Her lips are parted, her eyes burn-
ing like stars, jer hosom hLeaving, in
the risiag of tir wild hope that that
cruel departure may be explained in
any way but in ithe intolerable bit-

. terness of the explanation Lady Da-

. Hagarty, bidding

| death of him

mer has always given—that George’s
sudden departure was the resulc of
a sudden sef{i« lwiaging for change
and liberty and worldly suceews, well
Enowiang what 1 «eeper, eruel:r signi-
ficanee suel iy asseriion will bear
to this girl wio loved him 80 well
that she

woult {uin have clung tu
his side for life.
Mrs. Hagarty gives one surpriseod.

hali-pitying 1ok
the nnoeent, Yearning face, and Jdes-
perately retrai:s from the tempta-
tion to enlighton it

“Well, o’coorse. Miss Deane, it isn't
no business o’mine to give guesses to
what's belongin 1) me bettuers,” she
Bays, stolidly. with provoking sua-
Vity of expresii . “‘Sure me lady
Knowe lier owy aond best, an’ Mis-
ther George kn o ws hLi- mind, and it
isn’t for me to spitke of what doesn’t
consarn me.”

“Well, but w:a. do ¥ou think 2
persists Gilijan. cutreatingty. [ am
speaking o y.n n confidence, and
Fou may trust 1. Mps. Hagarty. Mr.
Damer was v, ry  earry for Mr.
Archer going away, I know. Don't
you think he miss s him, and woutd
be giad if he w.s back again 2

Nelly’s keen gru) -blue eyes light up
with a flash c; scoonfuf assurance.

‘For, as in her eycitement and long-
ing %o learn som thing of that bit.
ter mystory whi-h had shadowed all
the dawn of hnor womanhood, Gillign
forgets, for the moment, every other
ronsideration, so (08 a certain reck-
lessness impart it- Il to worthy Nely
lier fling prudence
to the winds anl utter the words
which are burning on hep tongue.

“Faix, Miss Deane, he misses him
80 much that I'm ufraid it will be the
hot-foot afthop poor
Sir James—H aven rest his sow] 11—
if Misther Georg: loesn't come back
and let him g>e ono sighth of him !>
she says, fmprcssively, Tolding her
Arms and shaking lier liead with im-
bittered meaning “‘He can't et no
rest night nor day. whin he is in his
sinses nor whin h:'s vut of them, wud
longing the heart out of time to see
him,  an’—sure-my grief — why
wouldn’t he 7’

She darts a quick look at Giilian
with her eoncludiing words, but she

s#ees plainly thev ure all uneompre--
hended.

. Arclier must be gent
Gillian 7S,  determinedly,

ol astoalshment at

there is

“An’ it's

denly—I want to gu out and

i

'
i

determinedly |

!

i

1
‘

me, Mrs. Hagarty. What does Mr. Da-
Arehter to be seat for ™

L2

but the wan thing I Nelly answers,
looking down and simffling her feet
abeut restlessly. “Sure ha's not right

b his head at all, so ho isn't— poor{

gentieman ' -
“What does he say ?” persists Gil-

“He on’y sez them womis over an’
over again."™ Neily says, cather
stumbiing over her words, “an sure
it’s neot -ON! mereiful eavens, biess
Ug an’ save us' Ol, Misther Damer—
Sir Harry Damer—now, sir, sure it
isn’t getting out o Your bed this
eowld day you’d be, sir!” she urges,

ure eiad oaly in a dre

stands there etarin wildly at them
both. o

“Wheo's that 2 he demands, with a
rapid, hollow utteranece, which is as
dreadfully ehanged from his plea-
sant voiece, with its soft genial
tones as is the wasted shrunken
figure, the palijd visage, the sunken,
fevered eyes, the pitiful wreek of
manhoed from ‘handsome Harry Da-
mer’I ”»”

At fifty years of ag>, a wretiched
invalid, with disordered brain and
nearly worn-out bady. .

“Who’s that ?” he rciterates, point-
ing at Gillian with a shaking finger
a8 she draws buck, pale and terri-
fied, for there is madness in the
gleaming cyes under the lined, hag-
gard brow, with the disordered locks
of faded, grayish hair clinging damp-
ly to the hollow temples.

“Sure, nobody now. sir,
Deane come t
Sir Harry,»

but Miss
inquire how ye are,
Mrs. Hagarty says,

j Soothingly, barring the door with her

rotund figure.

But he hardly seems to hear her,
ar even to see Gillian now. as lie lcoks
up and down eag rly, restlessly.

“I want to go out,” he says. sud-
gee
him ”

And then his mood changos agnin
and he lifts up his hands with a
dreadful cry of despair—a  hoarse,
wailing, beseeching ery. terrible to
hear in a man’s voice, from o man's
lips. -

“I want to go out ! [ want to g0 out
and ses him. He won't com” here, he
won't enter my doors. [ want to see
him. Oh, myv son! my son! Oh, my
own boy, George. My own son! [
want to se> him, I want t; =ee him:*

CHAPTER XLI.

At the sound of that terrible ery,
thoge terrible words of remorse and
despuir, Gilian stands speechless and
stirless, riveted, W it were, to the
floor. in the shock of the pain and

camazement they had given her. But

she says, shuffliog out of .

i
1

l

|

"and the mother but

a8 Nelly Hagarty succeeds in wently
hustling her unhappy patient baeck
into hig room agatn, she hurries back
to ehut the door, and to shut Gillian

“Go away, miss, mr denr ! Go
Away, now. asthore!” she mutters,
hastily, H~'s very bad sometimess
Poor Mrs. Lacy had a power 0" thrub-
ble wud him herself, an’ he's got th’
unaigy fit on him now '

(To be Continued.)
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UNPARALLELED

FAMILY RECORD $
W

The oddest family that the world
perhaps ever saw once dwelt in old
ITpswich, Suffolk county, England. It
was in the reign of Willinm IIL that
this family lived, und the records of
Ipswich verify ths story. ['rom the
strange peculiarities attaching to
this family it earned the cognomen
of the “odd family.” The surprising
vecurrences, hoth good and bad, af-
feeting these people happened on the
“oad day of the month,” and each
member of the family had somethingg
peculiarly odd in person, behavior
and manner, as the fuliowing deserip-
tion will show :

The npumber of letters in their
naumes were all odd numbers. The
father’s name was Peter and the
mother’s Rabah. There were seven
children, aill boys, and named in the
foliowing order : Solomon, Roger,
James, Mathew, Jonas, David and
Ezekiel. The father had but one lege
one arm. Sclo-
ipon was born biind of the left eye,
and Roger [ost his right eye by acci-
dent.. James had his left ear pulled
off in a fight, and Mathew was born
with only three {ingers on his right
hand ; Jonas had a stump foot, and
David was humpbacked.

Al of 'the boys were very short ex-
cept David and Ezexiel, the |ntter he-
inpr 6 feet 2 inches in height when 19
Years old. The humpback David and
the stump-footed Jonas married two
of the prettiest girls in Engiand, who
were alse very rich and well connect-

b S The S0 TR UL ¥

ed. But the rest, strange as it may |
seem. neither city nor country las-|

sies looked unon with suificicnt favor
Lo marry any of them.

amd the wife's huir white, and all the
boys had red hiir. The odd father of
these seven cd toys accidentally fel!
into a aeep pit and starved and froze
to death before b ing disecovercd. The
ol wife with the white hair after-
ward refused t > eat and in five days
diedi. The death of the husband and
wif: eecurred in the yYear 1701.

in the year 1703 Iizekiel enlisted in
the “Grenadier ‘;uards,” and, though
wounded in battle in 23
pluees, recoverwd sufficiently to be
#ent home. In the year 1713 Roger,
James., Mathew, Jonas and David

‘died omn the same day, each living

away from the other in different
places. In the year 1723 Solomon and
Ezekie! were drowned together while
crussing the River Th mos.

Thir odd family history ean be
fully substantiated by the records of
old Ipswien

.hmshing Gillian beck, !

different |

«’i Mmhm 1

He sez nethen’—day nor night—

|

|

|

!
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t Lineson Which theChurch should Move ‘

. ol o

‘Lue luier peporis v awlaaup rot-
ter's discusmion of Prolubitioa and
allied questivas show thas che tele-
stnmary hardly did him
Here

lew extracts
from the address:

“I am telu that a drunken man,
for is not respens.bie as a
memh.tmdnrtuehsw. {ar the
commission of a erime. We have
been educated in America along the.
line of morat faliacy. The attitude

aet.

In John B. Gough’s pict fres in his
temperance agitation the drumkard
Was always a vietim, a victim of
the rumseiler, always a victim—al-
most a martyr. That is false senti-
ment ag the other is falso law. The
drunkard is not to be regarded with
the compassion meted to the man who
tommits an act under the influence
of temperury emotion, The whole
theory of Gough’s teaching was
false and rotten.

The next error is prohibiton. Wher-
ever it has triumphed it has educated
& race of frauds and hypeerites. In
the State of Maine, where it has had
its way, there is sold a preparation
which is culled sarsaparilla, which
contains 17 per cent. of alcohol. An-
other similar preparation contains 37
per cent. of ajeohol. And another
preparation sold there, a bitters as
it iy called, contains 61 per cent. of
aleohof. A good claret contains 10
per cent. of alcohol. And a great
number of the advoeates of Prohibi-
tion in those States, which have
enacted it Into law, are large con-
sumers oi these and similar prepara-

tions. ) In Prohibition States of the
West it has become a grotesque
farce. These things eat out the

foundations of morals.

“Well, we are going to persist in
this course here in New York; screw
up the front doors on Sumiay, open
the back gate, nurse hypocrites,
cpen the way to the continuance of
police klackmail: aad we're goiag to
call this manl.ness and Christian,

We are told tliat nations are stupefy-
ing themselves with drink and that
the only remedy is to cut off the
beverage. These people hive not tried
to find out what the beverage stands
for. The man whom we buried at
Yonkers to-day, Mr. Wilam Coch-
ran, has deac more for temperance
than any ten men here by building
a great inn. There arc 1,000 mem-
bers in a club there nOW, There
is the” line along which the charch
must learn to move.

The man who says we have got
to wipe out the &8aloons in New York
—I can’t jalk with bim. 1 must insist
on sagity amt I hoki that he is not
sane.

“To begin witly, the salooa fills a
real need in this city of haif-home.,.
less people. Many very respecta-
ble persons here are homeless parts
of the year. You don’t realize, again,
the enormous number of half-homed
people hLere.

“A man poes to the saloon heeause
he gets more for his five cents there
than anywhere else. Tho man who
wants to water his horse goes there.
Men go there for public comforts.

‘A law  requiring public comfort
stations to be erected every Yew
blocks in the crowded sections of the
city was passed and pigeonholed a
few vears ago.

“Then, the <aloon is a democratic
Institution. Nearly all reformers
start out and say, ‘We are going to
do something for these people.” And
the moment you say that you damn
the project. Thn working people of
this country won't have anything
dene for them : yvou've got to do it
with them.

*If a man s down to his last nickel
he goes to a saloon. He hasn't got
$5 for the Young. Men's Christian
Assoclation nor dues for St. George's
Club, and [ haven't got room for him
there. 85 he goes to the saloon,
where he gets lots for his nickel.

“We have no right to force by legal
measures our methods or theories on
the community-. N

“The method of the Master was
to leaven. Iecan't conceive of a man
weli informed saying that we are
going to turn our day into the cop-
tinental Sunday. ‘The working peo-
ple of this country are not molng
to let their Sundav go. Would to
God we could get the rich people of
New York to keep the day as the
working people do. ‘The American
Sundav is not going down. It is for
the Church to make it the Lord's

i dﬂ-y-"

Paris Favers the Jaunty Coatee.

In Paris the popularity of the
blouse is for the moment overshad-
owed by the short, jaunty coatee,
which the French c.l) a vestee-habit.
This is a well-fitting short coat of
some rich brocade or velvet, cut
away in froat and sloping off into
2 rounded basque or coat tails be-

! hind. It fastens over with two double-
The Kusband's hair was jet black

breasted revers and a handsome dia-
mond button on the bust, revealing
a Iace jabot at the throat and below
a tight-fitting, straight-rronted,
pointed stomacher of ecloth of gold
or rich embroidery. Such a coat.
wiich may be worn in the house with
a pale grey o cream cloth skirt, or
for theatre or resta urant wear with
a Iace or silk skirt, is newf and at-
tractive-looking, especially so on a
well-rounded fipare.—New York Com-
mercial Advertiser.
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