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alone? Do I not see him conquer
that crowd and bring them to
regard justice; and, when innocence
is on trial, he alone still believes
that innocence, and in the simple
strength of his manhood pours forth
the burning eloquence that takes
captive every heart. And when
that eloquence has done its work
and the captive is for a moment
free, like a fluttering bird, do I not
see him still cling to that forsaken
child, bearing it through night and
day to a place of safety, and then,
with the courage of a hero, facing
death for the sake of that little one?
Do you think amid all this gilded
throng I can meet a more noble,
a more gifted, a more heroic one?
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She placed her arms about his
neck, stroked his brow and cheek,

drew his face close to hers, and
touched his mouth with the ruby
fire of her own.

’

“I do love you dearly” she said.

“You are my hero.”

CHAPTER XIX.

said
Paddie, was Charlie had told the
whole story, “that such a weird
little fellow should turn out to be a
brilliant woman! What a lucky

“How strange it seems,”

man you are!”’

“It makes me tremble, when |
think it over,” said Charlie. “I
can hardly realize that she’s safe
now.”

“To be sure that <he is, we’ll call
over,” said Will.

Blanche was glad to see them,
and they talked over old times.

“Here are the tramp’s papers
that we found dead,” said Charlie.
“You may find them of worth.”

“Oh, I don’t want to look at
them,” said Blanche.

[ would,” said
They may reveal some-

“Nevertheless,
Charlie.
thing.”

“Then, of course, | must read
them,” said Blanche: “for [ have a
woman’s curiosity. By the
it’'s so funny. Gooch called this
morning. He didn’t know me,
though— that is, he didn’t seem to.
He might have guessed it, and
kept it to himself. He showed me a
paper in which there was an
advertisement of Ralph Kenneday
or his heirs. It must
father or grandfather. Gooch said
he’d look it up, I wonder why he
takes so much interest.”

way,

mean my

The next day when Charlie eal-
led, Blanche burst excitedly forth:—

“I've found it out.
ful and

It’s wonder-
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and rosy. He looked at Paddy and |
Charlie and Will, his eyes twinkled,

and then he burst into a

laugh.

“By Jupiter!” said Paddy, “I can

hardly believe my eves; but that’s

the Rev. William Theophilus Pip-
pina',”

“I beg your pardon,”said thjolly
groceryman, with another cachin-
“Not the Rev. William
Theophilus Pippins, he’s dead, but
Billy Pippins, at your service, Will

nation.

you take some cabbage, gentlemen,

—~the best in the market,—or beets

or turnips?”’

“Whence

said Paddy.

this transformation?”’

“The last time [ saw
you, you were as melancholy as a
gip cat.  Now, you are fat and fair.
What in the name of nature has
happened to you?”

“That’s just what’s happened, and
nothing more,” sail Pipping, laugh-
ing harder than ever. “That last
shot of Ingersoll tumbled us from
grace to nature, and here [ am,
Billy Pipping con-
verted, too, and weighs a couple of
hundred pounds. He’s a farmer
now, getting on splendidly, and he
swears by Ingersoll.”

“Really, I congratulate you.
Why, the last time I saw you, you
were long-haired and lean, and
looked as if you had gone to seed
generally; and now you are fresh
and happy and active, and doing
the world some good.”

Bobbins got

“That’s my honest purpose,”
said Pippins. “l was a fool to
study that confounded theology,
and starve myself almost to death.
That was a square shot of Ingersoll.
It just set us to thinking. Bobbins
was raving for a while, but he
couldn’t get the ideas out of his
head. Finally he caved in. Since
then he’s been happy. 1 followed
You ought to see Bobbins,

merry |

' hard

He'll give you a welcome grip.”

“We must visit f:i“t.”.-aiti I'Aiill_\'.
“Take a vacation, Billy, and we’'ll
start to-morrow.”

“I’ll be ready,” said Pipping, and
with that he went gayly off to wait
upon some new customner,

“I’ll be blowed,” said Paddie, “if

this isn’t about the funniest, to
think that a lank theological stud-
ent has turned out to be
What a salvation

”ll rruh t'ur Bnhhillrﬁ!”

a decent
grocery clerk.
for him!
Charlie.
“After the old style, we'll call him
a ‘miracle of grace,” ‘snatched as a

“Hurrah again!” said

Once he
elder, now

brand from the burning’
was a poor devil of an
he is a respectable digger of the soil.
That kind of
for something.”

regeneration 1s g'm'l

“By the way, we must drop in on

Jimmy. Now’s the time, I guess
he’s tinished his morning devotions,

and is ready for a little philosophy.

They found Jimmy, or Demorest,
quietly smoking, having just waded
through some ponderous commen-
taries,

“I can’t find much sense in them,”
!Baid he; “but I have to fix things
up somehow, be reasonable, and at

'the same time Biblical, but I have

to sweat to do it We ministers
have a

We are continually

'who bave a grain of sense
time,
bothered.”

“I dow’t understand about your
going into the said
Charlie. “I thought you were as
liberal as we.”

ministry,”’

“I am. I can’t believe these old
doctrines, but I must do something.
I can’t lie idie. I am so constituted
that, if I don’t express myself in
the pulpit, I can’t express myself
anywhere. I must be dumb, and
what talent I have goes to waste.”

“Can’t you write? Can’t you go
into literature, or lecture, or start a
liberal church?”

“No. I should make a dismal
failure of all these things. I
haven’t talent enough ior literature,
where the best minds in the world

are engaged. Really, I haven’t a
particle of originality. I can’t
create. I can simply express.
Lecturing is played out. Only the

most powerful or fortunate men can
succeed there. IfI start a liberal
church, I am just as much bound
asI am now. I must satisfy all
sorts of hobbies and whims, and
make pretences and be hypocritical.
I might just as well be a Methodist
as undertake to do any of this half-
way work. The fact is, I am a
child of feeling; and the past has a
wondrous power over my heart. |
cannot tell you how I am thrilled
by the old songs and ceremonies.
They possess me likea spell. Don’t
blame me because I preach. Ido
it to find some expression for my
passionate heart, to pour forth my
longings, my hopes, my dreams,
and thus, if possible, to serve men.
Believe me, I do not do it with a




