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don’t you remember [t?" she asked TALMAGICS SERMON. :v‘:h ;.:.'-. Ay, the nostril shall dis-
Ditaously of Mrs. Aciund | SRR over his Hresence. He comes upon us

like zpice gales from heaven. Yea, his
Larments smell of lagting and all-per-
‘[ ¥azive mynrh,
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“I don’t,” she answered; “but I do re-,
member you was so took up with him.
But, bless you, Arthur Phillips worn't

{
-

that plain ., Would that you all knew nls swoet-

n“m"hdumime.'{, i ? O 5 S aess i e sy ness! how fscon you wouid turn from

“Not his real name?” 'l other altractions! If the philoso- o I

“No, my dear. He never married you p‘he’r leape gt of :hhl;-lh hln = trenzy :“"‘." e

" no good: t I'm sure! I ought of joy, and clappe s hands ana o
?:v:: to -_1:: l:o.u a n‘:r: off with +| rushed thrdugh the streets, because he ;“”."- :"dm" l;‘r Is lisheveled, and
him. He come and sald your uncle (Copyright 159 by Louls Klopsch.) had found the solution of a mathemat: ;"" M front of some\fine residen

Among the grand adoraments of the | ical problem, how will you feel leap- | Where I have an errand. \I feel not fit

was {ll, and he was to take you tc|
bim; but, when he put you in the car- | elty of Paris is the Church of \Notre
rlage and drove off, my heart misgave Dame, with its great towers and elab-

to go Ih as I am, and si

h .
ng from the fountaln of a savior's R EEPSHE

mercy and pardon, washed clean and

CHAPTER XL—(Continued,) “Not Mrs. Acland?”

“I am glad you are going to have a’

, Mrs,

you E) heaven. We need to be wi
change,” volunteered Margue: - [ Acland, please?” erite asked the [ me, for I see there was another man Orate rose windows,'and sculpturing of [ made whit, as snow, when the question
iy, 1 hobe you don't mlndnn:; u-; qA:UUo'n"lllh i u:-.::nv:’n:mnc., ad- | with him; and I'm thoraly pursuaded, | the last judgment, with the trumpeting | nas been sorved. “How can my soul | D¢€d to be rehabilitated bet

sl Into the Ivory palaces.. Eter

| of workmanship, who writes well, dir | ters of and | Silvery music rippling on the beach of | 1o o hundred and twenty satrapies with |\
b 5 all manner of pr Do you | the arches. The mere thought of it al- | h
plays a moral as well as an aesthetic| 2!} inhale the odors? Ay, ay, “They | et eresy 0€, 1" you say, | Llree presidents over thelr governors, |
| beauty in his work, no matter what his e OROIB IR A YRy vl 18 my brain, and you say: | papie b ng set over all as grand |
smell of myrrh, and aloes, and cassia, | “Oh, if I'could only have walked ovor |
| subject; for to overcome the difficulties

ing so, but you look quite 111; I noticed

directly I saw you."

“I am in trouble, Miss Lilbourne and
I'm afraid change of

that's the trut
air won't cure it.

“Oh, how sorry 1 Am.” Her eyes
filled with sympathy. “What a world
too?
You ought not to vex yourself so about
my affairs, i you have trquble of your

of trouble it Is! You In troubl

own."

“My trouble is harder to bear than
because It 1s of my
It Is the shadow of a |

yours,” he sald,
own making.
fault committed long ago.
'And repented of?
“Heaven only knows how deeply!”

she asked shyly.

‘Ab, then It will be all right,” she |
asserted brightly, “if you are ready to

‘T dld you a grevious wrong—1I | “All—a!
|

my dear, that that other was Mr. Bran-
don hisself all the time—disguised,you
know.  I'never seen you agaln, my
dear, A1}l this minute. But tnat after-
noong@hen Mr. Brandon came raging
and Meuting and wanting to knaw
Wwhere you was, I thought directly that
he was only putting it on, and knowed
fast enough where you was all the
time.  Well, my dear, I s'pose It I'd
‘a done my duty I'd 'a gone tp the per-
lice; but I am a poor woman, with my
llving to get, and [ don’t want no scan-
dals about my house; and then, you
see, I hadn't nothing to say—no evi-
dence, nor nothing of that kind. So
1 just kep' qulet; but it's bin on my
mind ever sinc

“Mrs. Acland

vancing toward her visitor, and look-
ing earnestly at her face.

“My stars—she don't remember me!"
sald the woman agaln. “Why, my
dear, ‘taln’t four years ago since you
saw me every day of your life for six_
week: .

“Did 1—d1d 1?” cried Marguerite, her,
head In a whirl of excitement. “Oh,
Mrs. Acland, tell me about It—do!
Do you come from Devonshiry gr Cora-
wall?”

“Torquay, my dear, to be sure, You
mean to say you've been and forgot
that, too

“I've forgotten everything,” replied
Marguerite, trembling with eagerness.
“I've been very Il and forgotten all
[mm of things: but I:do believe you're

sald Marguerite, sol-

the saddle which delivered the prince
imperial to death when his lite depen..-

I bad brain fever.”

Y
//g'_ g i l} !
5
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€d on-its strength may be called im-

in Its use, so there is no evil in a’ book.

A man who has a clear finished style

%\3"[

of language and to make of it his ser-

truth, may bear no moral, but to me it
meant much.

A woman with a passionate love for
the beautiful In all forms, a love which
expresses_itself in her surroundings,
was asked by a friend to whom “auld
lang syne” had granted the priviiege
of impertinence, “Why have you so
many pictures of the nude? “Be-
cause,” was her response, “to me pic-
tures of the human figure speak so

and rising dead; its battlements
©of quatre-foll; its sacristy, with ribbed
celling and statues of saints, Bat there
Was nothing In all that bullding which
more vividly appealed to my plai re-
publican tastes than the costly ye
ments which lay in oaken pregies
\ Fobes that had been embroidered with
801d, and been worn by popes and arch-
Dishops on great occaslons. There w.
a robe that had been worn by Plus
VIL at the crowning of the first Na-
| poleon. There was also a vestment
that had been worn at the baptism of
Napoleon 1. As our gulde opened the
oaken presses, and brought out these
vestments of fabulous cost, and lifted
them up, he fragrance of the pungent
aromatics {n which they had been pre-

of this imperial glory, king of Zion,
king of earth, Kking of heaven,
forever! His g

not dust-bedra;

wardrobes from which they have been
taken must have been sweet with clus-

oft of the ivory palace:

myrrh pressed into the cup of his cru-
cifixion. The natives would take a
stone and bruise the tree, and then
It would exude a gum that would satu-
rate all the ground beneath. This gum
was used for purposes of merchandise.
One piece of 1t, no larger than a chest-
nut, would whelm a whole room with

| odors. 1t was put in closets, in chests,

In drawers, in rooms and fts perfume
adhered almest interminably to any-
thing that was

ce saved?
4

ivory palaces.”

Your secand curlosity Is to know
why the robes’ of Jesus are odorous
with aloes,
of opinlon Rbout where these

the herb. Suffice It for you and me to

world over, and when Christ comes
odor, they suggest to me the bitternegs
Oof a Savior'y sufferings. Were thefo
ever such nights as Jesus lived through

nights on the mountains, nights on

pillars of ivory, and windows of ivory,
and fountains that dropped into basins

the snowy floors.
flashing on the

Brackets of light

such floors! It I could have thrown

French, the Windsor castle of the Eng-
lish, the Spanith Alhambra, the Rus-
stan Kremlin, are mere dungeons com-
pared with it! Not so many castles on
either side the Rhine as on both sides
of the river of God—the Ivory palaces!
One for the angels, insufferably bright,
winged, fire-eyed, tempest-charioted:
one for ‘the martyrs, with blood-red
robes from under the altar; one for
the King, the dteps of his palace the
crown of the church militant; one for

Naked, frost-bitten, storm-
hed soul,| let Jesus this hour throw
around thee the “garments that smell
of myrrh, and aloes, and cassia out of

There 1s some difference
aloes
Tow, what is the color of tne flower,
what Is the| particular appearanca’ of

kaow that dloes mean bitterness the

¥ith garments bearing that particular

lustrous surroundings, |

let the surges of thy pardoning\merey
roll over us! I want not only to\wash
my hands and my feet, but, like Some
skilled diver, standlng on the pler-
head, who leaps Into a wave and co:

went In, €0 I want to ga down,
I want to come up. O Jesus, wash m
In the waves of thy salvation!

up ata far dlstant polnt from where By ‘
and 50

. And here I ask you to solve a mys-
tery that has been oppressing me for
thirty years. I have been asking, it of
doctors of divinity who have been |
studying theology for half a century, |
and they have given me no satisfactory |
answer. I have turned over all | the |
books in my library, but got no solution |
to the question, and today 1 come mdi
ask you for an explanation. By what

Cyrus,
day, ha

b & hitherto depended\largely |
jon the Medes for his military strength, |
did not at once take the throne of\Bab-.

> moral because it was badly made, A et st ieigsled; hn;x( :(‘\:l:x:m a l.: of ivor .);m rooms ml.u had c(‘llullg:: | ylon, but velled his final purposs by |\ 28 Ne York Avepue. Wi
j ( there is no evil In a healthy physical d a d L 8 as of Y. Oh. white and overmastering | putting on it for the moment D.\Nus‘ \

organism, no evil In any osgan of a | €Y MUS have been pressed : hundred | beauty Jreen tree branches aweeb- | (he Mede, Cyrus bigmos B o

Biealthy bods, though there may be eviy | ¥€A5S amid the flowers of heaven. The | Ing the white (urbs. Tapestrs tout s Elamite,

| =
| The new empire was now Wivided in- |
|

| vizier. - That an allen of a petty race |

like the Jews should thus' be made |

The king of Babylon, like Oriental |
kings generally, and like the Pharaohs, |
claimed descent from the gods, and de- ‘
manded divine honors as thus of thelr |
order, so that the monstrous pride of |
the despot readily permitted this. ser-
vile and blasphemous flattery, and he
Iesued the decree suggested. To refuse
obedience was to dle. Would Danfel
save his life and high dignity by fors

They felt sure he would lhlnk}

.

atone!” the very perion I've been wanting 8o | emnly, her hands clasped under her | served fiied (he LI O OB (T 7y s (8 i desert? Who | logic was Christ induced to exchange.| \
“Ab," he erled pithully, “but sup- | long. Tell me—who are you?" chin, “you say I was In your house six | ness that waa almost oppressive. Noth. ever had such a hard reception as [ the Ivory palaces of heaven for the
Pose ome can’t atone? That is the | “The landlady of 5, Ponsdon Cres- | weekh, and that you saw me every Ing that had been done in stone more Jesus had? A hostelry the irst,.an un- | crucifixion agonies of ret s & st
Bardest lesson the world teaches, Miss | cent, my dear, where your uncle | day.: tividly impressed me than these things | T A dver and terminer another, | take the first thousand million years |
Lilbourne. It is so easy to wrong an- | brought you, four years ago come es, my dear.” that had been fn cloth. and embroidery | 2% U i liing mob the last [ in heaven (o study out that probien:
other, but so hard—so terribly hard to | November. = Ah, my dear, I remember | pig. it " garlke you that here | and perfume. L today I open the [ %[ there a kpace on his back as wide | meanwhile, and now, taking it as the | |
set.the wrong right again.” [l all so well! A poor, nervous think [ was anything odd about me?  DId It of this text, and I look upon | 15 thefe & fingers where he was not | tenderesh, mightiest of all facts that | ing in the hair'bulbs) | \
Sho looked at him earnestly. Ho | yOU were, starting at every sound: and [ ever oceur to you thar | s out of my of Chrlst and &n INEt |\ ieis™ \Was there s space on his | Christ did come; that he came with | \ ores color to gray
Was the last man Arom whom she Your uncle scemed so hard on you, it mind?" them, flashing with eternal jewels, the brow an inch square where he was not | spikes in his feet: came Nith thorns in | or white hajr.\ It.doe: ot
would have expected words like these, | Went to my heart, It did The woman's look of consternation | whole house is filled with the aroma of Cut of the briers?  When the spike | bls brow: came with  spam iy his | *\ Y
Proud, self-contained, 4 man of the| Marguerlte sank Into a chalr, her was evidently genuine. No, she had | these garments, which Csmell of | o ¢ the instep, did it not go clear | heart, to save you and to save me,
world he had hitherto appeared; yet, | face turning so deadly pale that Mrs. | pover thought of that. “A poor littlo | myrrh, and alocs, and out ur’ to the hollow of the foot od s0 loved\the world that he gave |/
Dow It seemed as If he were asking | Acland thought she was going (0 aInt. | nervous thing. ha been her idea, | the ivory palace. B : ddep.  bitter = j,,,, only begottdn Son, that whoscever
her—little Marguerlte—for pity and | HUFIYing to the sldeboard thé woman | much cowed. subdued, and bullled bY | 1y my text the king steps forth nl~[ Alocs! aloes | betieveth in him'should not periah, but
counsel selzed the carafe of water and sprin- [ 5, overbearing uncle. robes rustle and blaze as he advances O | ing\ life” Oh, 'Christ, |
“Have you asked the person whom | Kled some on the soft dark halr and (To be continued.) His pomp and power and glory over- ording (0 my text, he comes “out | Whelm all our souks with thy comps. |
you wronged to forglve you? sho | c0ld forehead . e—————— master the spectator.  More brilllant | o the Ivory paisses N (e, o |[HORY S G S summer |
Questioned with a certaln solemnity “Thanks— thanks; [ B e ART AND MORALS. Is he than Queen Vashti, moving amid | jp ¥ou do not know, I will tell you now, |8raii with the harvesting sickle of thy
UNo." was the almost inaudivle re- | sald Marguerite, rallying—"much b A Whwpte Verdict ta e atuen pis| (0 Perstan princes: than Marle An- | (401 oo of e batat of olden time | 8race! Ride through\today +the cop. |
ply. ter, Ihnx:k you. Ijmn,ll-«u‘n It wl-\-' k L ““ 5 . : He Aue tolnette, on th ¥ when Louls XVL. | were adarned with Ivory and Sol- | queror, thy garments \ smelling “of | \
“Ah!" she sald softly, “that's what | too much for me, just for a momen ETLIE S put upon her the necklace of 800 dis 2 e e ‘m)‘rrh, and aloes, and \assia, out of \
I would do! Please don't think me | the thought that I was to, hear what | A work of art eannot in itself be im- :,“,,.,,f‘ e o Boleyn, the day ﬂ"m'.:.,f:":“::'*"“;’ ’\“,'Hi.,',':”v:’m:"{ ‘"12 the Ivory palaceat | N
| | impertinent—I know I am not at all| I have longed and prayed to hear for | moral. It a book Is well O 1 D e e e her to his | elephants. were o ision i 2l N |
| | competent to advise you." so many months. Go on—tell me!" | good. . If it is badly written it is A e | pomp for- | per’ o m‘:}:’: “:I:‘(:',:”f"‘:;‘ ::’nl';; DANIEL IN THE LION'S DEN. |
1 “That Is what you would have me You mean to say you have forgot [ That is the final test in writing., A gotten while we stand in the presence | of |vory 3 O G e ne!
¥ 407" he asked. “You would have me | 1t alite book Is immoral only in the sense that ¥ the world-conquerok of the |
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"“wuﬁ‘(/ i vant, his stool, his weapon, requires a Your first curiosity Is to know why || LA ““;’ (03 @ ‘-’“|”7 1 1 could | yycoguitan, to whom the proudest dig- |
i i) magifestation of will power which js| the robes of Christ are odorous tith | ha  heard the drip and dash of those | nitarles of the empire must yleld prece. |
7 ltselt moral, and the ery of “art for| M¥Irh. This was a bright-leafed Abys- | fountains!™ You ehall have Something | yopce, kindled the bitterest Jealouslen, | Contaming nve spienaia
art’s sake” Is not so empty a shiboo-| S1B1an plant. It was trifoliated. , The Lot e (i o oy ot CHEISt | wieh culminated In  intrignoy and | l‘mwm\&';
leth as the Philistines declare it. | Grecks, Egyptians, Romans and Jews nerod ON0 ETL LD "I at place he | g1 to get one so hated disgraced and |
- To those who' attribute to a book | DOUBht and sold it at a high price. The | came, and to that PiaC e DIODOSES O | b1 (5 Geath, The scens Baciry e :
J{ | NI qualities belonging to the reader, who | fIrSt present that was ever given (o transport you. for his karments smell | o ‘was to trap the old king Into mak- ada; 4F 0 M.\V. Melnas, No. 1
il Al ‘uuﬂ'w“u;ﬂhhl condemn the object for the weakness | ChTISt was a sprig of myrrh thrown on | Of e and ploes, and cassla, autiof | o Sy, 2 NIPhe € thirty days no one | FIogk;, Deirolth, Mick:  James \Griowy
il I of the subject, the following fable his Infantile bed in Bethlehem ang the | the S ST U e el S SRR S from any god |
which has for its highest virtue jts 1ast Eift that Christ ever had was |Beaven must be! The Tuileries of the or man, except from Darius himself, 1
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. clearly of the divine in man that 1| anywhere near it. So » ad th swearing his fidelity In tne past to Je-\ | convi \ \ [\
“HE GLANCED UP, SAW -HER, AND RAISED HIS HAT sometimes forget there are those who| When in my text 1 read that Christe ST n“‘lh?)l’.‘;‘l’hf;;f“‘:”:‘e '::]‘“‘;")‘: hovah? WESTERN NEWSPAPER UNION,
have not yet risen above the animal,” | Barments smell of myrrh, 1 immediate- ),u:, “niuuml P iy, oo, mrD me, | there were worse things than death, ||\ DETROIT, MICH, \
cannot undo it now, but I repent. For- | The woman ghascen suwe oy \he | —Selt Culture. Iy concludé the exquisite sweetness, of plucked from the burning. Oh, the | 30 foremost of these, apostasy. And | L\
glve me > | &irl's clasped hands, — — S ' 50 it was.

“Yes,!" she replied, with a nod of her
Ppretty head, I would say that.”

“And suppose by that confession I
lowered myself in the eyes of the per-
son whom before all others in
world I desired to stand well with?"

"1 think,” she answered shyly, won-
dering at the strange Intensity with
which he questioned her—*1I think you
bear that as a penance

His strange eyes looked down at her
Sweet, ingenuous face with'a gaze she
could not understand.

“I shall think over your advice,” he
sald earnestly, “and try to follow 1t
Will you give me your best wishes?”

“Yes,” she replied, her face suddealy
flushing. He moved away from her—
he felt that his self-control was de-
serting him; he must go—and in-
stantly,

“Goodby,” he sald hastily, usabie to
Talse his eyes to her face. “I must
apologize for—for staying so long.”

He left the room abruptly, before
ahe had time to reply. Actuated
indescribable impulse,
window to
UP, saw her, and raised bis hat with 5
- smile of pleasure, Indlcating
with one hand the marguerites in his

ton. e. She drew back as he dis-
Appeared, holding Ler hands
head.

“What did that remind me ot?" she

to  her

X uering than Charlemagne's, more elo- w then hurrled to the pit, and with
slowly. “Oh, what did it remind | when I see the advertisement, I just ;:' ;T:r'::.'.n:r:l;h::hpil:ky |:w:pn :“e'“ l‘hln Clcero’s. ll‘!hrobs with all :::":111;:-’.' ::: l.h: y.,.u“;,:,.\:“o:f :Z broken voice called down to Daniel, fn
thoooir I feel as though I had gont | ran up to St. Bonitace: yuy 0 A5 S0 1O ot b She told [life. It weeps with all pathos. It | the cemetery. it made 1o difference to | case his God had been able to deliver
My & simllar experience before. | and me, we searched the register. And him, as he threw it there, it could re- | 5Toans with all pain. It stoops with all | them, for they etepped from the home | him from the lions. To his great joy
£tepied quite natural to be looking | here's the copy of 't, miss, yo 1 Prousht | main until he got ready to plek it up. | condescenalon. It breathes with all | here to the home there, right Into the | he found that Jebovah had Giemy by
Su of the window and waving my | with me to make sure. She would never touch It And there | Perfume. Who like Jesus to set & | yury oapcer sis is well with them, | his servant (Heb. 11:33), and that he
_,-. She broke Into a lttle | Marguerite ralsed her ©7€8 10 tho | it remains, & memorial to an {ncom- | broken bone, to pity a homeless or- | All 1g well. was unhurt. . Then followed, with Orl-
laugh. 0 'o“:l':‘l -u: be losing my u;;:':n:elr::. two signatures, one |'PAHONItY of disposition.” phan, to nurse a sick man, to take a It is not a dead weight that you life | ®1tal completeness,the royal vengeance

Ly makes the bed up soft with velvet
Narguerite Lilbourne, i, who died (e apet Surgson of | With Eraves, to make a queen uato | jeit A1 BEU UD Hoft with velvet | SOl ol wher. but thelr i Blt, and,

Two days later, on bor the v $aDk: abe dld not remen | Dubiin, who died e 1pes e temark- | God out of the lost woman! to catch | Pere very gently. ‘Pt ther ey Conr® | while Dasiel was taken out aad.relp-
Sfler a walk, she was told that & wom. | ne o 200 12 the least. Tt touched | ahte for nis prata on b with hlmself. | the tears of human s0rrow 1n a | wili never aehe agatn oo ot Dliiow of (1818 Iy mere than | e
0 was waifing to sse her. Do chord of memory. Till now she In hiy fee book he had many such lachrymatory that shall never be ballelujahs. Send up word that the | they were m;f .'g . d“‘,a‘

Imaglaing 1t 10 be a patient come | (he pe*hed & YagUe idea that with | candid entrles or (o following: “For (broken? Who has such an eye to see | proceasion is coming. Ring the bells: | B0 hope of de verance, for in y
for Uaiment or  cough tore the name of the man she had married ing Ineffectual advice for deafness, | our need, such a lip to kiss away our Ring! Open your gates, ye ivory pal- were instantly tlorll ; D_"_O‘t'n—m.
went straighe into the  dintag.soams | 1014 SO 8.800d of recolection. But ) ha lelling him he was | sorrow, such a hand to snatch|us out | e bel 0 your loved ones are | Cubningham Geikle in S. S. Times,
434 was at once confronted by & re- | "y ol thihan [ was, | gulnea.” “For | of the fire, such a foot to trample our | e, They are just as certalnly there, .
spectably. woman, evidently ‘Arthur Phillips—Arthur - Phillips,” | nothing that I know of except that he | enemies, such a heart to embrace all having died in Christ, as that you are “"c e e
provinelal, she repeated hopelessly am certain | probably thought he did not pay me our necessities? I struggle for some here. There is only one 'thing more Sir Thomas O’Connor Moore, ,

“There,” said the woman triumph.- | | 2Ver Knew any one of that name.~ | enough last time, 1 guinea » Metaphor with which to express him; |they want. Indeed, there is ons thing | bas been fllh“;': l'.';': lf: é::: b‘:
aatly, the Instant Marguerite appeared | She leaned her chig or her hand. - fe'spmot like the bursting forih of & |in heaven they have ot gof. Thes | ived In w b
="I's her—I knew it was. I knew | The effort to Temember was palnfully Not His Kind. tull orchestra; that is too loud. He is want it. What is It Your company. | cause he m“k "°H Dl,: m' "F"l &
T should know  her first minute | | Intense, From the Philadelphia Record: Ab- not like the sea when lashed to 482 | But, ob, my brother, unless you change | cents a week. . o . h‘d :":cz
clapped eyes to her face. Well, miss, | “There Was  somebody,” she salq | “F, HAYcede—Ye say this is a combl- | by the tempest; that Is too bolsterous. | your tack you cannot reach that has. | bolder of the title, which dates
70U and me's met before, aln't we? | slowly, “who used w’— %2214 | nation bed an' sofa. He is not like the mountain, its brow | bor. You might as|well take the South- | to 1801,

“Have we™ said Marguerite. least, 1 10 Jook o8t of tar ﬁ' At Clerk—It is, sir. wreathed with the lightnings; that is | ern Pacific railroad, e.pecting in that =

“Doi't you remember me, my dear?” | for him called him somy maaOY | Abner Haycede—Wal let me look at too solitary. Give us a softer type, a |direction to reach| Toronto, s to 80| ¥remch Soldiers Becoming Smalier.
asked the woman, atly  elsap- | not Arthur. A short na, “““'m" one that ain't made by a’combination. | gentler comparison. We have seemed |on In the way aome of you are going, | At the semi-annual drawlng In Pans
polnted. ke Phl: but it wisn't PhiL T sbociy LI OPPOsed ter encouraging them alf | be s pic: with|our eyes, and to hear | and yet expect to reach the Ivory pala- |of conseripts for the French army iy
; " Know 1t 10 T hears . 1 oiar. oM rusts by purchactu  thetr . goods, | o *ith our ears. and to touch him | ces. Your loved onds are looking out of | number of recruits was i1 por. oont

A1 heant 1. T think. | 0N rgout, i with our hands. Ob, that today he | the windows ot beaven now, and yet | smaller than one year ago.
1

the |

o he didn't marry you, after all?
she said, with some show of surprise
| “Oh, bLegin at the beginning!" said
Marguerite, blushing.  *Tell me all
about it, please.”
| . “First, you must know,” began the
| Bood woman, “that I always thought it
wasn't all right, for this reason—that,
though the young man used to come
courting on the sly, when your uncle
was out, he used to write letters to
him, for I seen one myself, I did. I
always misdoubted that young man,
though you did set such store by him;
and I says to my cook, as I remember

A Knotty Problem.

“Biscome 1s a peculiar fellow."

“I don’t know him.”

“You would find him amusing, He
moved out on the lake shore for the
summer and bought a Jersey cow. Then
he hired a small boy to drive her up
from the pasture every afternoon, One |
day the boy fell sick and Biscome
didn’t know what to do about the cow. |
He sald to himself when he looked at |
her in the morning, ‘She'll certainly
forget to come home If the boy jsn't |
there to call her attention to the fact |
that she has a home.’ Then he looked |
Tory well, ‘It any one's being deceived, | ¢ the cow some more and pretty soon
It's the child herself, and not her un- he stumbled on what seemed to him a
cle’ I says. So, my dear, I kept the brilliant idea.”
address of the letter 1 gsee, thinking, [ . ‘e
‘One day it'll come In useful’ And “You must judge for yourself, He
Sore enough it did!  But It was very | g o kpot In the cow's tail to remind
strange. Here was I never been out her that thefe was something she
of Torquay this twenty year, and Just [ ustne forget.” — Cleveland . Plain
fixed In my mind to comelup by the Denie
‘earsion, when I see this In the pa- )

“God Bless Our Hom.

“In a home In the country, not. far
from town,” says the Catlettsburg
(Ky.) Independent, “there may be seen
quite a pile of sewing lying on the
floor, nearly in the middle of the room,
that has been undisturbed for more
than six months. At that time the
head of the house wanted a chalr, and,
seeing but one handy, he dumped to

d-
I allus guessed it had
been done at St. Bonlface,” she said
in triumph; “so when I see that ad-
vertisement, I says, ‘There's trouble,
and I must speak up tnd tell what I
know." I won't deny that I always
liked Mr. Phillips,” she added paren-
thetically; “and chiefly because you al-
ways cheered up so when he come. So,

under the other—“Arthur Phillips,” Candor of & Dublin Sar,

I know that to many he is only like
any historical person; another John
Howard; another philanthropic Ober-
lin; another Confucius; a grand sub-
Ject for a painting, a herolc theme for
4 poem; a beautiful form for a statue;
but to those who have heard his voice,
and felt his pardon, and received hls
benediction, he is music and light, and
warmth, and thrill, and eternal fra-
grance—sweet as a friend sticking to
you when all else betray; lifting you
up while others try to push you down;
not so much like morning-glories, that
bloom only when the sun s coming up,
nor like “four-o'clocks,” that bloom
only when the syn is golng down, but
like myrrh, perpetually aromatic—the
same morning, noon and night; yes-
terday, today, forever. It seems as it
we cannot wear him out. We put on
him all our burdens, and afict him
with all our griefs, and set him fore-
most In all our battles; and yet he is
ready to lift, and to sympathize and to
help. We have so imposed upon him
that one would think in eternal affront
he would quit our soul, and yet today
he addresses us with the same tender-
Dess, dawns upon us with the same
smile, pities us with the same com-
passion.

There is no name like his for us. It
Is more imperial than Caesar’s, more
musical than Beethoven's, more con-

prodigal back without any scolding,
to lllumine a cemetery all ploughed

ivory palaces

Today it seems to me as if the win-
dows of those palaces were illumined
for some great victory, and I look and
see, climbing thie stalrs of ivory, and
walking on floors of ivory, and look-
ing from the windows of ivory, some
whom we knew and loved on earth,
Yes, I know them. There are father
and mother, not elghty-two years and
seventy-nine years, as when they left
us, but blithe and young as when on
their marriage day. And there are
brothers and sistefs,merrler than when
we used to romp across the meadows
together. The cough gone. The can-
cer cured. The erysipelas healed. The
heartbreak over. Oh, how fair they
are in the ivory palaces! And your
dear little children that went out from
you—Christ did not let_one of them
drop as he lifted them. He did not
wrench one of them from you. No.
They went as from one they loved well
to One whom they loved better. If I
should take your little child and press
its soft face against my rough cheek,
I'might keep it a little while; but when
you, the mother, came along it would
struggle to go with you. And so you
stood holding your dying child when
Jesus passed by In the room, and the
little one sprang out to greet him, That
is all. Your Christian dead did not go
down into the dust, and the gravel,
and the mud. Though it rained all that

when you carry a Christlan out. Jesus

|

There was no longer a temple at Je-
rusalem, but the spot where God had
once sat between the chdrubim was
still sacred, and plous Jews prayed to-
wards it, as Mahommedans still pray
toward Mecca, and modern Jews to-
wards the ark in their synagogues. Oa
learning the decree, Daniel made no
change in his worship, but opening hls
window as usual, In the sacred direc-
tion, prayed towards the holy hill of
far-off Zion (I Kings,8:42, 48; Psa. 5:7;
Jonah, 2:4). His offense, at once re-
ported to Darlus, disclosed the trick
played on the old king to get his favor-
Ite out of the way, but a fatal rule that
no law once proclaimed could be
changed left him no escape. Danlel
must die. Bl

Like the Assyrian king, those of
Babylon had huge pits in which were
kept the wild bulls or lions for a }ion
hunt; and Into these pits special crim-
inals were thrown,to be gored or eaten,
This we learn from the tablets. In
Danlel’s case the pit of lions was chos-
en, and into this the prophet, now at
least eighty years old, was cast, the
étone door of the pit being secured by
the seal royal.

Sad at heart, Darfus spen{) the hours
till next morning in great trouble, and
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on those who had overreached him.
Not only they, but their wives and




