
2

I)E PROFUSDIS.

I liow my head to the judgment
That I chose when I chose to offend

For who can desire the beginning
And hope to escape the end?

I curse not Heaven that I suffer,
Nor plead for relief from the blow

For God cannot change the harvest,
From the fruit of the seed that we sow.

But I breathe a prayer that haply
May reach to the edge of the throne-T- hat

the just deserts of offending
May for the offence atone;

And, that after the anguish and torture
Of the 6elf enkindled lire,

I may be refined forever,
From the dross of each base desire.

The Transcript.

IN PURSUIT OF WEALTH.

An Experience of Mr. Alexander 9Iann
When Seeking Ills Fortune In North.
Carolina.

CONCLUDED.

Mann decided that the next house
must be considerably further on, for he
heard his fellow-wayfare- rs stumbling
along down the track for what seemed
an interminable time. Then the sound
ceased and a moment later he heard a
man's voice saying,

"Dogged if I see what he's gwine to do
down here. Mighty little chance v

The rest of the sentence was lost in
the slamming of a door, and then silence
reigned.

"I have not yet found out what the
advantages of this place are," said our
traveller meditatively, "but one of its
disadvantages is very evident. Certainly
I shall never be able to talk about my
neighbors with any degree of comfort in
a place where ordinary conversation can
be heard a mile or so away."

Then sitting down upon a packing case
which lay near the track, without at all
realizing that in doing so he was taking
liberties with the Pineville railroad sta-

tion, Mann took a good long look at the
house where he expected to pass the
night. The moonlight wras doing the best
it could for this gaunt and shabby struc-tur- e,

but that was not much. Its tender
radiance softened, but could not disguise
so much ugliness. For there were three
stories of it cheap lumber, covered with
whitewash instead of paint, and sur-

mounted by tiles instead of chimney-pot- s

and the innocent landscape wildly
waved its arms of pine and gritted its
teeth of sand in anguish at having to
bear such a monstrosity upon its bosom.

So, at least Mr. Mann was pleased to
interpret the tossing of pine boughs in
the breeze, and a gentle grating sound
coming from all directions around him,
which a less poetic fancy might have at-

tributed to the scraping back and forth
of the tips of dry wire grass upon the
sand.

"Three stories," he muttered, picking
up his bag and umbrella and preparing
to scramble up through the deep sand to
the front door of the hotel, "three sto-
ries, I wonder if every room is full and
they have all come down here to raise
grapes and poultry and silkworms. If
they have, 1 shall try mushrooms."

Xo one answered his modest rap upon
one of the double doors, through whose
upper panels of glass he could see the
dimly-lighte- d interior, and so he walked
in and looked about.

The broad hall in which he found
went through the middle of the

house, and was entered from the rear by
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a single door. The floor was covered

with a carpet which did its best to tone
down the irregularities of badly matched
boards. The walls were not plastered,
but sheathed, and on this backing of up-

right boards was pasted a wall-pap- er of
amazing floral , design, which on the
shrinking and drawing apart of the
boards, had split at intervals of about
eight inches all up and down both sides

of the hall. There was a marble-toppe- d

table in the centre, and on this an argand
lamp, with its globe tipped rakish ly on
one side, and an extremely knowing ap-

pearance, which indicated that this being
up late o' nights was no new thing in its
experience.

No one stirred as he came down the
hall, but the lamp tipped him a friendly
flicker, very much like a wink, as if. in
the absence of thf landlord, it was un-

dertaking to do the honors. Now, there
was nothing in the world quite so disa
greeable to Mr. Alexander Mann as being
roused from sleep in the middle of the
night, and as he was of a sympathetic
disposition there was nothing lie more
disliked doing than rousing other people
from their accustomed slumber. Accord-

ingly he put down his luggage with
great care, and looked about for some
spot where he could stretch himself out
and repose until morning without dis-

turbing anybody.
There was a gaunt lounge on one side

of the hall. On it Mann threw his light
overcoat and was preparing to encamp
for the night, when a drowsy voice from
somewhere said,

"What do you want?"
"Want to lie down," replied Mann.
"All right," said the voice, "catch!"

and a pillow came flying out from one of
the broad caverns that opened into the
hall, just missed Mann's head, and landed
in the middle of the lounge. He felt for
it and found it warm.

"Well, now," he soliloquized, "this is
genuine hospitality. Took it right out
from under his own head and threw it at
mine. I wonder if he'll send along the
mattress and bedstead in the same way."

He sat down on the lounge and began
to take oft' his shoes, meditating on the
vicissitudes of the day, when he became
aware of a spirited controversy in the
room whence had come the flying pillow.

"Baxter, do get up! " said a woman's
voice. "It isn't the lawyer at all, and
you've made one of your everlasting
blunders. It's a stranger, and you'd bet-

ter go out and see who he is, and apolo-

gize for throwing that pillow."
Baxter's bass was then heard in grum-

bling protest,
"Yes, it is Mr. Wilkinson, I know from

the way he walued, and the way he sat
down on that lounge. Couldn't any
stranger sit down on it without its going
all to pieces under him."

There was a loud crash in the hall, and
the man's voice exclaimed,

"Thunder! I guess that isn't Wilkin-
son, after all."

The man who wasn't Wilkinson gath-
ered himself up from the collapsed
lounge and found facing him a jovial
looking giant, in flannel shirt and trous-
ers. They gazed at each other solemnly
for a moment and then burst into hearty
laughter.

"Well, sir," said the giant, wiping his
eyes and trying to smooth out his con-
vulsed features, "you must think we are
mighty warm hearted people down here,

from the way we welcome strangers,
shoot 'em with pillows, oh, aw haw
haw ! and then bury 'em under lounges,

oh, aw haw haw ! Great Stott!
Gr-r-e- at Scott!"

Nothing was vouchsafed in the way of
explanation, and indeed nothing was
necessary. Mann could easily perceive
that this unceremonious reception had
been intended for somebody besides him-

self. A good understanding was quickly
established between him and Mr. Baxter
Smith, who was, like himself, an adven-

turous pioneer from the North, and was

in charge of the hotel only temporarily,
until certain other enterprises of his

were in a more forward state, he declared
with a somewhat mysterious air.

"Chickens or silkworms or grapes, or
all three together, I'll warrant," was
Mann's mental comment.

"Bur, there will be time enough in the
morning to talk business matters," said
Baxter Smith briskly, "the thing to do
now is to get you a bed. Just wait a jill'y

and I'll lix you all right."
Thereupon he plunged through the

wall-pap- er in the opposite direction to
that from which he had first appeared,
and presently returned with two young-
sters, one under each arm, very pretty,
but also very sleepy and somewhat cross.
These he managed to dispose of to his
own satisfaction, if not to theirs, for he
came back smiling more radiantly than
ever. Then taking the lamp, he con-

ducted his guest to the just vacated bed.
"There," said he, "I guess you'll be

comfortable here for to-nig- To-morr-

we'll fix you up a room somewhere
else."

To Mr. Mann's protest against driving
the children out of their bed he would
not listen at all.

"Oh, they are all right. No need to
worry about them. A mattress on the
floor is no hardship to their young bones.
Why, sir, if it wasn't for the pigs wan-

dering about I could put 'em to sleep
rs, on such a lovely night as

this, upon a pile of pine straw under
these old trees, and they would be all
the better for it. I tell you what, this is
a climate you can trust both day and
night. I hope you will sleep well, Mr.
Mann. Good night, sir."

Mann was a trifle squeamish, so that
he did not immediately go to bed, after
bidding his host good night, ljut drow-
siness soon overcame his objections to
settling down into the warm nest which
awaited him. When his head touched
the pillow he was fast asleep at once,
and dreaming that the Pineville hotel
was an enormous mushroom, which was
his by right of discovery, and from the
sale of which he was about to realize a
snug fortune.

Susie. "Papa, what makes a man al-

ways give a woman a diamond engage-
ment ring?"

Her father. "The woman." The, Jewe-

lers'1 Weekly.

"I asked the tramp why he never took
a bath."

"What did he say?"
"Said he was too proud to beg for

soap." Chieuyo Record.

Diggs. "Simpkins certainly has a
wonderful memory."

Biggs. "Why do you think so?"
Diggs. "He never leaves his umbrella

anywhere." Chirayn News.
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