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. 'P've just got to, Damiel ! ’ persisted Miller, raising
his voice. ‘1've lived with it. I can't die with it.’

Holman turned abruptly away. The circle about the
bed opened to let him pass, then closed again. His
wile, wiinessing the incident, wished she might sink
thoough the floor. Obstinate and self-willea as she
knew Daniel to be, how could he have the heart to re-
fuse anything to a dying man, and with so many‘people
[oohing on ?

Eben Miller himself did not seem to be in the least
dispitited or surprised. Always a man of eccentric
humor, a queer smile hovered around bis ;s as he
spobe Lo his daughter :

* Prop me up on the pitlows, Jean, and give me a
taste of that stufi the doctor left.’

She arranged the pillows deftly, then lified the glass
to his moulh. The strengihening draught caused the
flames of Diie To leap high. The odd smile glinted
from his eyes, his utlerance grew clearer.

¢ Frionds, I've called you here to tell you some-
thing. Away back in the '60’s I got the credit [for
doing a brave deed. 1 never descrved it. It's frue I
lugged Brown into camp the day he was wounded at
Fort Donelson, but another man picled him wp from
where he fell in the feld, under fire, and got a bullet
through bhis arm for doimg il. He'd got him to the
rear when he himsel! sank down, faint from loss of
bload, right where I was standing. TFriends, I—I've got
to tell it. I wasn't running away, but that first hattle
maxde me sick—sich all over—and I had just dropped
down and let the boys pass on, meaning to follow them
as sooh as I could stifien up. ‘In the rush and  the
smoke and the hellowing of Lthe guns, nobody had time
to look at his neighbor, and when 1 s{aggered inlo the
camp with the Colonel, they thought I'd done the whole
thing. The man whose arm was hurl hept still. Next
day, when I found my name had gen- into the reports,
I was for telling the truth, but he stood out against it
—the man who had really done it. We hadn't much
time for disputing or sohitting hairs those days. I
fought through—to the end—of the war—and 1 think my
worst eremy—il I haie one—can’t say—I d.dn't—make
a good fight)

ITe mosed his hand feebMv, and agsin his davghter
hastened to eive him of the strengthening draught.
After a little he went on:

" When T came back you all made a hero of me, and
after a while I gof used to 1t and hicd it. 1t was fine
fun sitting on platforms at pebiic meefines and riding
in carrtages with the Colonel at the lead of proces-
sions. Tt the =ight of—that other man—overiogld
and nezlected—Yept me from petting too vaingloricus.
I tried hard—1 hnnestly did, (olonel—to get him to
shoulder the credit,  Af{ first he said be'd talen vour
girl frem you, and he allowed it would be rubhbing it in
to lay yvou and-r the oblimati'n of sivi'ng ymr life
ITe said he'd only half sated it anybow, whea le 1each-
ed me.’

The Colonc]l, who held fas{ {o Miller’s hand, was
Iooking into the face of a strrp-tisaged woman  with
whitening hair, calmly, thoughtfully, as a man who hag
btecn barpily married for thiriv vears can afiord to lood
at his old sweetheart, WMrs. Molman gared beck wild-
eved, with somethine Like terror pripping ak her heart
Acrnss ihe room, out of the range of sision, 2 man
stood with folded arms resting on a winBow-sash, bhir
eves, unsceing, turned toward the street

Amain the tonic was offered the dvinz man, huft he
refused it. Ilis voice was failing, however ; he held stea-
dily on :

‘ Lately we've had it hot and heavy. Tle's areued it
didn't mattar now for him, ard it’d he a bad examnle
for the children, dewiroying tiheir faith and upsctting
tte fine example U've been 1o lhem. But T beliep it'l!
teach them a lessor wotrth more-~{o hnow the truth
Bestdes, it matters to me T1'ie heen a thief the better
part of my lif~ T’ve stolen another man's reputatinn,
apd T’'m rot poing to die with if on me. Colonel, De
ecoraliorn Dav  comes rext weelkr, Promise me—yon’ll
ta~e him—in vour carriage~Daniel Holman—the may
wha saved vour life '’

There was a stir in the room—a movement toward
the lorelr man at the window. whese lead had  dron
red on his folded arms. The Colonel rose from  his
rha:r and limped across ihe room, hut the first to reach
the lonely figure was a woman, who put  her arm
sround  his  shoulders and pressed her wrinkled cheeck
wet with tears. against his own,

On Memorial Day TDaniel Holman rode in the Coln
rel's éarriare.  But at the head of the wrocession rede
Fhen Miller in a carriage with nodding plovmes, and the
kind hands of those who hadl forgiven and loved on hea
red B's last resting place with flowers.—* Ave Mawia’

Woods' Creat Peppermint Cure,
for Coughs and Colds never fails. 1s gd.

NOT ACCORDING TO SAMPLE

. We were scattered albout the smoking-room of the
liner in various postures of restfyl negligence. We had
a big passenger  list, and  there were some odd fish
aboard, so we fell to talking about the peculiarties of
some of our fellow-travellers.

Prentice, the purser, broke in dogmatically :

YA man's face and manner are samples of pgoods
within. 1%e been on the North Atlantie run for years
a,pri ~een u few people, and I never knew a man  who
didn’t carry the sample of humself either on his lace of
in his; demeanor.’ ’

‘1 difier wilth you, Prentice,’ said McGregor, a sun-
tanned Scotchman, who managed the affairs of a fruik
company in the (arribean, and who had taken a flying
trip to his native land. * I've been knocking  abouk
the world for some forty years, and I am hot 1abelling
a man gocd, bad, brave or cowardly on sight, I'va
keen budly fooled once or twice.'

*

. . It happened fifteen years agd,’ began McGregor,
lightinz a f.esh cigar, * and I was chiel cook and bottle-
wasner  on a ramshackle old tub of a steamer plying
between Mexico and Colombian ports. That is to 5AY,
1 was a mixture of supercargo, purser, and Iruit buyer
wh b we reached port. 7That voyage was a memorable
one, for, besides five passengers in the cabin, I had five
tons of guhpowder in the forehold, and the powder paid
a better freight than the passengers, for i1t was belng
smuggled for the use of some Colombian gerilemen who
intended lessening ihe crop of some other Colombian
gentlumen whom they styled the government. It's about,
one of these passengers that my so-called story revel-
1es. There were two Mexicans who, when they were
not eating or sleeping, were rolling and smoking  cigar-
ctles | a pompous ¢ld Englishman who was trying to
get to Demcrara, and who had an opinion about avery-
thing and wanted evervhbody to chuck sheir own ideas
overboard anl adopt his. Ile hadl his valet with him.
The filth passenger was a padre or priest, Father Am-
brosc. Ile was the most submissive, humble, no-ac-
count so.t of 2 man I ever met. 1le was very thin and
pock-marked in the fate ; besides, he carried one shoul-
der higher {han the other. Nalure had been unkind to
Fatler Ambrose. Ile wore a rusty old soutane that
loo'ed as if it had carned retiremment and a rension,
and he perpetually  carried in his hand a thumb-worn
dirty Little hook which he calfell his hreviary. Ile gen-
crally read this book when on deck, but even when he
was not reading it he seemed afraid to raise his oyes
from his feet  Not onece, yes, once, but that comes
later, dbd te look me tn the face,

»

“17e reemcd afraid {o assert himself even in defeuce
of s Choreh, for the old inglishman was a bigoted
Low Churchman, and several times had ecriticised the
Catholic Chirch severely in the padre’s presence with-
ol ¢(lerting a word from Father Ambrose, I felt a
contemi b fer the man., I never refished your milk-and-
water characters, and 1 thought here was a man who
becainc a priest becaure he was unworthy to be  any-
thing else among men.

‘1 cowe of good old Covenanter stcck myself, but
I'se no precwdice azainst {he Catholic priesthood, I’ve
bren most of my life in countries where they are as
thick es hananag, and I've learned to respect them huge-
ly.  There's a strange paradoxical mixtute of submis-
v0n to aulhority and possession of authority ameng
them that is wonderful. 1 have seen a padre who would
ineontinently «tart out for the uttermost ends of the
earth al the command of his rrovincial without daring
ci(n to think about il ; rush into the street and snatch
iwo Mexicans apart ready to carve each other with
their matche!s, shake his finper under ineir noses and
send them slinking awav. T'l tell you, gentlemen, the
Tatin race mu<t be Catholic or nothing ; no other reli-
gion can pessitly fit it. I've spouted these wise re-
marks to show I was not prepdiced agajnst Padre Am-
brose hecanse he was a priest, but hecause he seemed an
unwarthv one for such a high calling.

Y I's all account of the blooming fasting  these
priests do,” said our cantrin, pointing to the padre, ** 1
s1ppose that poor bempar has had nothing to eal bl
bananas and garlic all his life till his spirit is killed.
1t he'd eaten a round or two of mood Fnglish  roast,
beef overy day Le'd be a di*ﬁerent style of a man.”

‘We were half-way te Colombia when one sulfry
merning onc of the steam pipes blew off with a bang
and ‘illed a stoker. We didn't mird this so mueh, as
stakrrs  are cheap and plenty ; but we were disabled.
The engineer tinkered at the machinery, which was fit
for serap iron, and gave it un. Then some one velled
that the boat was afire, and the engineers and stokers
came flying up on deck, for they all knew ahout the
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