CHAPTER Il —(CoxtIixten,)

Ralph had invited a couple of young
gentlemen with their sisters up from
the city, and Miss Ireton came over to
the Rock with a gay parly of her own
riends. Boating, pienicking, hunting,
fishing and strolling in the woods filled
up the davs, and in the evening they
had dancing and music and conversa-
tion, reion professed a greal at
tachment for Agnes. bt toward Marina
she was alw: aety, though suffi-
clently gracio:

18 to aveid attracting at-
tention.

Ralnh saw plziily whither his mother
was drifting. Eh her heart
upon his making imogene hiis wife, She
had never told h in inst so many
words, but ner every aef spoke her de-
gire, Ralph loved his mother, and he
most devouilly wished to know whelher
he loved Miss Iraton. Sometimes
she =al heside him, her faced drooped,
her eves downeast, her fragrant breath
warm on his face, he fayeied she was all
the woild te him, and thenm a sinzle
tone of Marina’s sweet volce wonld dis-
mory of Imogene’s pres-
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One sunny aflerncon®he party at the
Rock weni for a ramble down the
shore. Imogene, swinging her

hat on her arm, walked by the eide of |

Ralph. Growing far down in a cleft

of a rock, she spied a bunch of purple |
with

flowers. She claped her hands
childish glee.

“What lovely blossoms!
foct shade of purple! How I wish 1 had
them for my hair!
ugly by comparison!” And she tore
the odions things frem her massive
braids and crushed them in her hand.

Muarina, too. was looking down at the
coveted flowers. Ralph stepped toward
them, Lynde Graham and Mr.
siein heth spoke together,

“Don’t go, Trenholme!
gerous!”

Ra'!ph langhed.

“Gallant gentlemen,
ger where a lady’s gratification is con-

It

cerned!
allowed the privilege of risking so little
for so much!”

Aliss Ireton blushed with
Marina's eves were downcasi.

Ralph swung himself over the cliff.
Both the girls advanced to look over.
He gathered the blossoms, put them in
his bosom, and prepared to return. But
he placed his foot on an insecure stone;
it gave way, and he was precipitated
downward.
somewhat, his [fall,
looked over the brink

triumph.

those who
dared

but
hardly

hope that there was anything but death |

beneath!

Miss Ireton fell back, pale and trem-
bline. Agnes lost all consciousness in
a swoon, but Marina leaned over, and
called Into the depths, with her clear,
soft voice:

“Mr. Trenholme!”

She always called him so now. Il
was no Jonger Ralph, as of old. There

was on reply. She rose up, pale as death. {
| been seo wretched, thinking you carea

but there was ne tremor in her voice
as she said:

“Dr. Graham, we must get him up.
®here are ropes and a boat a few rods
aboye.”

Graham was off for them and back
again in 2 moment. The gentlemen
looked at each other inquiringly. There

straw |

Such a per- |

Ver- |

to think of dan-
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| me on the clifi=,

looks dan- |
| confiience of a child.

1 count myself fortunate to be |

A clump of spruce broke, |

| are my light.

was -no way to reach Trenholme, save !

by descending the face of the
Marina took an end c¢f the rope
made it fast around her waist.

cliff. |
and |
| bounded lizghtiy from rock

They read her purpose in her eyes |

and strove to dissnade her, but she

answered, calmly:

“No, I can go best of all. Your

I - - -
| that had for yvears waved over tlie cast
ern gables, rent and riven into splini-;

strength will be needed to draw us beth |

up. AndI have lived among these cliffs
from childhood.”

They oifered no further resistance, |

but lowered her carefully down.

She |

touched the hand of Ralph Trenholme |
—it was warm. Her heart gave a great |

bound.

She knew that he lived. She !

disengaged the rope and put it about !

him, and in rapid succession both were
drawn up to their friends.

Trenholme was only stunned, and the
motion revived him.
feet, and took the flowers from his
bosom. Some deep purpose glowed in
his eyes. He turned to Marina, who
stood a little apart.

“They are children of the salt spray,
like yourself, Marina,” he said. “Wear
them and do me honor.”

She colored slowly, bowed her grace-
ful head, and fastened them in her
curls. Imogene's eves flashad danger-

i thong

He rose to his |

' ber, which was in the east wing, on the |
second floor, and whoese bay windows |

passing the conservatory on his way to

the little rooin occupied by the girls |

in common, he heard his name called:

“Mr. Trenholme.”

He knew the voice at once, and went
to Imogene.

“Isn’t it a perfect night?” she said,
looking out into the clear moonlight.
“It is so sweet, it makes me restless,
I wish you would go and walk with
Will you?"” She put
her hand on his arm and looked up at
him with her matchless eyes.

He dropved her hand gently from his
airm.,

“Thank wvou,” he said quiectly.
wonld afford me much pleasure, but 1
have engaged to play a game of chess
with Marina. I will send Verstein or
Dr. Graham to you.”

What a lock she flashed upon him!

4

Her eyes fairly shot lightning, her face |

was like a thunder-cloud. She closed
her small hand slowly; the action was

significant, but the voice in which she |

replied was eosl and even:

“Oh! of ecourse I would not interfere
with any previous engagement. You
need not trouble either of the
zentlemen,
20 {0 my rgom
ouzhi
revios."”

And she swept awav.

to have gone this morning,

CHATPTER 1IT.
=i HEIR  game  of
) 1' chess over, Tren-
%) iolme drew Marina

ont
ern
from
paih leading to the
cliffs. They walked
on silently, as peo-
ple do whose hearts
beat as one—walk-
ed on, her hand in
his, unheeding that the sweet night had

upen

piazza, and

My heliotropes are | changed, and that the cold wind was |
; | glooming the sky with black eclouds.

They sat down together on a broken

; fragment of rock that seemed to lean
to the murmur of the sea. |
! Trenholme put his arm around Marina.
“My child.” he said, “youn have known |

out, listening

me a long time. Do you trust me?”
She looked up into his face with the

“Yes, Ralph, as I trust no other.”

“I am glad.
my wife. 1 love yvou.
I think, ever since the sea cast youn up
al my feel, and now I want you wholly
my own."

She did not reply, only looked at him,

in a little tremulovs flutier of wonder,

her innocent heart shining through

| her eves.

“Marina, I am waiting for to
speak.”

“But, Ralph, I have no name,” she

you

| sighed.

“I have given you mine once, now
I offer it to you for all vour life!”

“Bat your mother?”

“My mother is proud, but zhe laves
me. And she will love my wife. Ma-
rina, answer me, dear.”

“What shall I say?”

“Tell me if you love me—if you trust
me enocugh to give yourself into my
keeping?"

His face was bent to hers. She put
her arm timidly around his neck.

“I do love you, Ralph,” she said softly,
“more than all the world! And [ have
for Miss Ireton!”

“My little Marina! Miss Iraten
magaificent, but I do not love her. You
Nothing shall diviie us.”

He took her in his arms, and pressed
hiis lips to hers.

Just then the storm burst over them.
The thunder ecrashed, the lightning
gleamed blood-red athwart the heay-
ens. Trenholme caught Marina up, and
to rock up
the circuitous path to the house. Jusi
across the end of the piazza lay ¢
fallen form of the old syeamore tre

is

ers by a fiery thunderbolt.
she saw it.

“0 Ralph! Ralph!” she cried, cling-
ing to him, “it is an omen!”

He kissed her, to soothe her fears.

“My darling! it is nothing. The Jight-
ning likes an old tree, and this has kept
guard here for ages.
hit. To-night I shall speal to myv
mother. Sleep well, dear; remember
vou belong to me."”

He left her at the door of her cham-

| had always been shaded by the great

|
|

ously, but her voice was cool as she !

said:
“Dear me, how pretiy! But purple is
hardly becoming to a blonde, though

no one- ohjects to purnle and goid, I

believe.”

After that, Ralph devoted himself to
Marina, and not all the blandishments
of the black-eyed syren could win him
from his allegiance.
tried palpably to brinz him
had premised to teach Marina a new
move in chess, that night, promised in
the hearing of Imogene. As he was

o

1
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Once only. she !
He |

|

| tree now fallen.

Neither Ralph nor Marina had seen,

crouching under the fallen trunk. the |
weird form that looked at them out cf

great, revengeful eves, that clutched
its white hand through the gloom, mut-
tering hoarsely:

“My hour will come! and then
ware!"

Marina erept into bed, trembling at
the fierce raging of the storm, yet filled
with a strange delizht. Her lips yet

thrilled with his kisses: she held he;':

hands {enderly to her heart, bscause
his fingers had pressed them.

Rzaiph “went into his mother's little
private boudeir. He found her sitting
there alone, as he had expected.
‘went at the subject at once:

“Mother, Marina is to be my wife,

gther !
On second theught, T must |
and finish a letter waich |
A

the west-

thence to the |

Because I want you for |
I have loved vou, |

1 Or

Marina;

zrew pale as death and shivered when ;f

Do not give it a |

be- i

Ie |

What zhe had so lopgz dreaded had
{ COme,
“Well?" ghe said, a litYe haughtily.
“I ask vou (o accept her as a daugh-
", and to love her, if not for her own
| cake, at lesst for mine. And sie de-
Lerves even your love, In justice to her
inerits.”
“Partiality may infiuence your opin-

l She stared and grey pale as death.

1 ¢

fon in regard to Marina's virtues; Lt
I have nothing to urge against her
character. T helped to form it myself.
| Ralph, I have feared this for a long
i:imr-. but I heped fer a different result.
I am frank with vou. I had set my
"m-an on geeling you the husband of
t Immogene Ireton. She is beantiful, she
i yoar equal in wealth and rank—andd
more, she loves you!"

“Mother!”

“I know you think. my son, that cne
woman saould never betray another’'s
’sc-r-rrﬂs. And perhaps she should not.
But [ hoped this fact might have an
inflience with vou.”

“And it has not. T love only Marina
—none other. And she loves me.
[ Mother, will you accept her as I ask
l_“ﬂ“‘,’“

“Ralph, how can I?
I believe in blood.
{has not even a name!”
{ “She will have mine. It is an honor-
‘able one. No fairer lady has ever borne
jit; the world mows many noble
{#nd beautifyl women have Dborne it
worthily."”
“Will nothing move yvou,
*NMothor
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Marina T have not
maoiher, but in mar-
be first always.”
on one knee hefore
head in her lap, just
en a child he came
to have his little troubles soothed away,

“Mother, dear, hless me, and promize
te love Marina.”

He looked up inte her [ace, and the

n conguered., His were
| those of his dead {ather. o henl over
him and kissed his forehead, her
wet with tears.
{ture, and went away from her content.
The next day at dipner, the eagagoe-
ment was anpounced.
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CHAPTER 1IV.

B ‘ti““@i w| HE p!'l‘pil.ra:if):].}]l‘.u!'
Pk i the wedding of the
Ieir of Trenholme

house were oa a

magnificent

Mrs.

having once yield-

ed, wonld do
generous thing, and

Marina would be

married with al!

the pomp and cere-

rony that she
wonld have given te Agnes ia the sameo
CUsn,

The genile bride took very little in-
terest in the preparation. She liked
hest to sit out on the clifis with Ralph.
i her hand in his, her sweet eves lsok-
ine ont to sea from whenee she came
to him. And the blissful sum:mesr
days went by, and brouzht nigh the

50

tapart for the Ebridal.

Miss Ireton had been profu=e in her
conzratulations, and it was by Marian's
ow: request that she came over to Lthe
Rock a weeck befere the wedding day,
to assist in various items of the bride's
troussean. And she was to be bhrides-
maid and remain until they kad se:
forth on their wedding tour.

The twentieth arrived, clear and
clondless and bland. A large party had
assembled at the Rock two or three
days previously, and was made still
larger by constantly arriving reinforce-
nients. The ladies-in-waiting had
dressed the bride and left her to her-
self. The hour-hand on the great clock
in the hall pointed to ten. It was the
hour set for the ceremony. The bishop
came ferward in his robes. Mrs. Tren-
holme spoke {o the bridesmaids as they
stoed in a group before her,
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PREPARATION OF MEATS.

i Methods by Which the Frenchh Dutchers
| A
Excel in Their Cullidg,

Butchers' meat (in France) is pro-
i, divided and arranged in
in snch 2 manner

ig. 9

thrn

thet it never
rare Lai
one to see o slain on tounter, banol
fioor. The
procably
this freedom
opi Maria Parloa, in an asticle
lon “The Secience of ™rench Cockiag.”
{in the f.adies’ Home Journal, says the

= i o ol — 3
=zuzgzests slanehter. It
fcr
uni-

o

nd

moile of killine the
has so o

moisinre a

, mals meth ng

wom

animals
as might be inferred from the
of moisture, but they are killed in such
a manner that veins and arteries are
temptied quickly and theroughly., Af.cr
| this the animal is bouffee, that is, filled
i with wind. The larze arieries are
| pressed oven and the points of large
bellowe are inserted into them. While
th> bellows are being worked a man
beats all parts of the carcass with a
flat stick. This is to distribute the air
in ali parts of the flesh.
is done very rapidly. The inflating of
the animal in this manner give=z a rull-
er and firmer appearance to the meat,

and, I fancy, empties the veins and ar-|

ieaipes more effectually than they would
o herwise be. The French
little ice, and meats are kept only a few
days at the most.

use

but the veal
It is valued npora

i can beef,
| anything we have.
highly
notcher. But no matier w

| when it comes to the hands of the cook
\ it is so prepared that she has but little
' to de to it except to cook it.
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Five charters were askad of t%

U. last month ia Ohio.

mind !
Forzive me if I gseci nunduti- |

like |

Ile understood the gos- |

sca e |

Trepholme |

the |

'twentieth of September, thie time set |

:

! world, or how scant our
|
|

are niot bied before being killed, |
absence |
All this work |
VEY |

asy other product of ihs;

“THE PRODIGAL SON.”

| THE LATEST SERMON BY REV.
DR. TALMACGE.

—Luke xv:22 —Hehold What Manper
of Love the Lord Ilas Cast Upon Us
That We Aiay Ile Called Sons.

» WILL not rehearss
the familiar story
of the fast young
man of the parable.
You know what a
splendid home he
left, You know

he had. And you
remember how af-
ter that season of
vagabondag and
resolved to go
and weep out his sorrows on
the bosom of parental forgiveness.
Well, there is great excitement one day
In front of the door of the old farm-
house. The servants come rushing up
and say: “What's the matter? What
Is the matter?” But before they quite
| arrive, the old man eries out: “Put a
: ring on his hand,” What a sceming ab-

surdity! What can such a wretched
mendicant as this fellow that is tramp-

ing on toward the house want with a

ring? Oh, he is the prodigal son. No
+ more tendiag of the swine-trough. No
i nere longing for the pods of the earob-
| tree. No moere blistered feet. Off with
{ the rags! On with the robe! Out with

the ring! Even so does God receive
| every one of us when we come back.
| There are gold rings, and pearl rings,
i and emerald rings, and diamond rings;

but the richest ring that ever flashed

on the vision is that which our Father
| puts upon a forgiven soul.

I know that the impression is abroad
among some peonle that religion be-
means and belittles a man; that it takes
all the sparkle out of his coul: that he
has to exchange a roistering independ-
esice for an ecclesiastical straight-
! Jacket, Not so. When a man becomes
a Christion, he does not go down, he
starts upward. Religion multiplies
one by ten thousand. Nay, the multi-
plier is in infinity. It is not a blotting
out—it is a polishing, it is
an arborescence, it is efflores-
cence, it is an irradiation. When a
man comes into the kinzdom of God he
s not sent into a menial service, but the
Lord God Al.ighty from the palaces of
ficaven calls upon the messenger angels
that wait upon the throne to fly and
“put a ring on his hand.” In Christ
are the largest liberty, and brightes
joy, and highest honor, and richest
adornment. *“Put a ringz on his hand.”

I remark, in the first place, that when
Christ receives a soul into his love, he
puts upon him the ring of adoption.
i While in my church in Philadelphia,
there come the reprecentative of the
Howard Mission of New York. lie
brought with him eizht or ten children
of the street that he had picked up, and
he was trying to find for them Christian
| homes: and as the little ones stood on

prodigality he

[
1
|
1
|
i
!

{ the pulpit and sangz, cur hearts melted
within us. At the close of the service a
great-hearted wealthy man came up
| and szaid, “I'll take this little bright-
eved’girl, and I'll adopt her as one of
my own children;” and he took her by
the kand, lifted her into his carriage,
and went away.

The next doy, while we were in the
church gathering vup garmen:s fer the
poor of New York, this little child came
back with a bundle under her arm, and
she said: “There’s my old dress; per-
haps some of the poor children would
like to have it,” while she herself was
in bright and brautiful array, and those
who more immediately examined her
gaid she had a ring on her hand. It was
a ring of adoption.

There are a great many perzons who
pride themselves on their ancestry, and
they glory over the royal blood that
pours through their arteries, In their
line was a lord, or a duke, cr a prime
minister, or a king. But when the
Lord, our Father, puts upon us the ring
of his adeption, we become the children
of the Ruler of all nations., “Behold
wiat manner ef love the Father hath
bestowed upon uza, that we should be
| ealled the sens of God.” It matters rot

how peor our garments may be in this
read, or hoew
! mean the hut we live in, if we have the
ring of Christ's adoption upon our hand
we are assured of eternal defenses,

Adopted! Why, then, we are Lroth-
crs and sisters te all the good ef earth
and heaven. We have the f{amily
name, the family dress, the family kevs,
the family wardrobe. 7TLe Father lcoks
after us, robes us, defends us, lilesses
us. We have royal blood in our veins,
{ and ihers are crowns in our line. If we

are his children, then princes arcd prin-
cesses. It is only a question of time
when we get our coronet. Adopted!
Then we have the family secreis. “The
secret of the Lord is with them that
t fear Him.” Adopted!

i
| 3§

when our Father shall divide the riches

! mansions and palaces
{ earthly ancestry. Thei
nal glory is our coat-of-arms. This
| ring of adoption puts upon us all honer
i and all privilege. Now we can take the
words af Charles Wesley, the prince of

yymn-makers, and sing:

Tne best of beef in !
France does not compare with Ameri-!
is superior to |

ur friends above,
ed the pricze
of love

terrestial 2ing
BN

servanis of our King,

1 ang carth, are oae.

ve been told that when e

any of the

1 svn In ang kin
L are 1D any Kic

| Golden Text: "Fut » Ring an Mis Mand® |

what a hard time

Then we have |
! the family inheritance, and in the day |

of heaven we snall take our share of the |
and temples, |
| Henceiorth let us bcast no more of an |
nsignia of eter- !

| 20 with your head cast dewn?
| not think you got religion, my brother.,
| Thizs is not the effect of religion.

reiizion is a joy.

t yrets
| terpreis

| the jar of earthly ¢

| furcace of trial

by enemies, they have only

to give a certain signal and the mem- | woula you not like this hour to come

bers of that organization will flock
around for defense, And when any
man Lelongs to this great Christian

Lrotherhood, if he gets in trouble, in'

trial, in persecution, in temptation, he
has enly to chow his ring of Christ's
edoption, and all the armed cohorts of
heaven will come to his rescue.

Still further, when Christ takes a soul
into his love he puts upon it a mar-

i riage ring. Now, that is not a whim of

mine: (Hosea {i: 19) “I will betroth
thee unto me forever: yea, I will betroth
thee unto me in righteousuess, and in
judgment, and in loving-kindness, and
in mercies.”” At the wedding-altar
the bridegroom puts a ring upon the
hand of the brile, signifving love and
faithfulness. Trouble may come upon
the household, and the carpeis may go,
the pictures may go, the piano may go—
the last thing that goes is that marriage
ring, for it is considered sacred. In
the burial hour it is withdrawn from
the hand and kept in a casket, and
sometimes the box is opened on an an-
niversary iday, and as you look at that
ring vou see under its arch a long pro-
cession of precious memories. Within
the golden circle of that ring there is
room for a thonsand sweet recollections
Lo revolve, and you think of the great
contrast between the hour when, at
the close of the “Waidding March,” un-
der the filashing lizhts and amid the
aroma of orange hlossoms, you set that
ring on the round finger of the plump
hand, and that hour when, at the clese
of the exhaustive watching, when you
knew that the soul had fled, you took
from the hand, which gave back no re-
sponsgive clasp, from that emaciated fin-
ger, the ring that she ad worn so long
and worn go weil.

On some anniversary
up that ring, and you repolish it until
all the old lustre comes back, and yon
can see in it the flash of eves that long
ago ceazed to weep. Oh, it is not an un-
meaning thing when I iell youthat when
Christ receivea a sonl into his keeping
he puts on it a marriage ring. lie en-
dows vou from that moment with all his
weaith, You are one—Christ and the
goul—one in sympathy, one in affection,
one in hope.

There is no power on earth or hell to
effect a divorcement after Christ and
the soul are united. Other kings have
turned out their companions when they
got weary of them, and sent them adrift
from the palace gate. Ahasuerus ban- |

o
-

day vou take

ished Vashti; Napoleon forsook Jose-

nhine; but Chrigt is the husband that
is true forever. Having loved you once,
he loves you to the end. Did they not
try to diverce Margaret, the Scotch girl,
from Jesus? They said: “You must
give up your religion.” She said: *'I
can't give up my religion.” And so
they took her down to the beach of the
sea, and they drove in a stake at low
water mark, and they fastened hor to it,
expecting that as the tide came up her
faith would fail. The tide began to
rige, and came up higher and higher,
an:d to the girdle, and to the lip, and in
last moment, just as the wave was
washine her soul into glory, she shouted
the praises of Jesus.

0Oh, no, you cannot separate a soul
from Christ! It is an everlasting mar-
riage. Dattle and storm and darkness
cannot do it. Is it too much exultation
for 2 man, who is but dust and ashes
like myself, to cry out this moment: “I
am persuaded that neither height, nor
depth, nor prinecipalities, nor powers,

the

~nor things present, nor thinzs to come,

nor any other creature shall separate
me from the love of God which i3 in
Jesus Christ my Lord?” Glery be to
God that when Christ and the soul are
married they are bound by a chain—a |
golden chain—if I might say so—a |
chain with one link, and that one link
the golden ring of God's everlasting
iove. |
I go a stop further, and tell you that |
when Christ receives a soul into his love
he puts on him the ring of festivity. |
You know that it has been the custom '
in all ages to bestow rings on every
happy ocecasionz. There is nothing
more appropriaie for a birthday gift
than a ring. You delight to bestow
sitch a gilt upon your childien at such a
It means joy, hilarity, festivity.
when this eold man ¢f the toxt
wanted to teil how glad he wags thaf his
oy had got back, he expressed it in this
way., Actually, before he erdered s
dals to Le put on his bare feet; before
he ordered the fatted calf to be killed
OlI-

time.

e
yo
‘4l

to appeacze the bLoy's hunger, he ¢
“Put a ring on hisg band.”
time w Christ

vhen
Jdoy of ior-

manded:

Ch, it is a merry
and the soul are united.
aivensss! What a2 splendid thing it is
to feel that gll is right between my God
and myself. a glerious thing it
is to kave God just take up all the sins
of my life and put them in one Lundle,
and then fling them into the depihs of
the sea, never to rise again, never to
be talked of again. Pollution all gone.
Darkness all illumined. God recon-
ciled. The prodigal home, “Put a
ring on his hand.”

Every day I find happy Christian peo-
ple. I find some of them with no seec-
ond ccat, some of them in huts and ten-
ement houses, not one earthly comfort
afforded them; and yet they are as hap-
Py as happy can be. They sing “Rock
of Ages"” as no other people in the world
sing it. They never wore any jewelry
in their life but one gold ring, and that
was the ring of God’s undying afizction.
Oh, kow happy religion makes us! id
it make you gloomy and sad? Did you
I do

What

True
“Her ways are ways
and her are

e ds
PaLis

of plezsantness,
izion lightens all
moecths all our

seord for ¢

front of the

the

festal beils. In

whint
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up from the swine-feeding and try this
religion? All the joys of heaven would
come out and meet you, and Cod would
cry from the throne: *“Put a ring on
his hand.”

You are not happy. Isealt. Thereis
no peace, and somelimes yon laugh
when you feel a great deal mere like
crying. The world is a cheat, It first
wears you down with itd follies, then it
kicks yvon out into darkness. It comes
back from the massacre of a million
souls to attempt the destruction of your
soul to-day. No peace out of God, but
here is the fountain that can slake the
thirst, Here is the harbor where you
c¢an drop safe anchorage.

Would you not like, I ask you—not
perfunctorily, but as one brolther might
talk to arother—wonld you not like to
have a pillow of rest to put your head
on? And wonld you not like when you
retire at night to feel that all is well,
whether you wake up to-morrow morn-
ing at 6 o'clock, or sleep the sleep that
knows no waking? Would you not like
to exchange this awful uncertainty
about the future for a glorious assur-
ance ol heaven? Accept of the Lord
Jesus to-day, and all is well. If on your
way home some peril should cross the
street and dash vour life eut, it would
not hurt you, You would rise up im-
mediately. You wonld stend in the ce-
lestial streets. Yoo wonld be among
the great throng that forever worship
and are forever heppy. 1If this night
some sudden diseasze should come upon
yvou, it would not frizhten you. If you
kne'v you were going vou could give a
calm farewell to your benuiiinl home
on earth, and know that you are going
right into the companionship of thous
who have already got bhevond the teil-
ing and the weeping.

You fee! on Saturday night difforent
from the way vou feel any otlier night
of the week, You come home from the
bank, or the store, or the office, and yon
say: “Well, now my week's work Is
done, and to-morrow is Sunday.” It
is a pleasant thought. Tkhere is re-
freshment and reconstruction the
very idea.
if, when we get through the day of our
life, and we go and lie down in our bed
of dust, we can realize: *““Well, now the
work is all done, and to-morrow is Sune
day—an everlasting Sunday.”

in

Oh, when, thou city of my God,
Shall 1 thy courts ascend?

Where congregations ne'er break up,
And Sabbaths bave no end.

There are people in this house to-
day who are very near the eternal
world. If you are Christians, I bid yon
be of good cheer. Bear with yon our con-
gratulations to the bright city. Aged
men, who will soon be gone, take with
you our love for our kindred in the bet-
ter land, and when you see them, tell
them that we are soon coming. Only a
few mora sermons to preach and hear.
Only a few more heartaches. Only a
few more teils. Only & few more tears,
And then—what an entrancing specta-

]

cle will cpen belore us!

where all is light,
Beautiful an %, clothed in white,
Beautiful strains that ncever tire,
Peautiful harps-through all the cioleg
There shall I Join the chorus sweet,
Worshiping at the Savior's [eel.

Beautiful heaven,

And so I approach you now with a
general invitation, not picking out here
and there a man, or here and there a
woman, or here and there a child; but
giving you an unlimited Iinvitation,
saying: “Come, for all things are now
ready.” Ve invite you to the warm
heart of Christ, and the inclosure of the
Christian church., I know that 2 great
many think that the church does not
amount to much—that it Is obsolete;
that it did its work and Is gone now, so
far as all usefulness is concerned. It
is the happiest place I have ever been in
except my own home,

God's spirit will not always strive

With hardened, sgelf-destroying man;

Ye who persist his love to gricve

May rever hear his voice again.

May God Almighty this honr move
apon your soul and bring you back from
the husks of the wilderness to the
Father’s house, and set you 2t the ban-
quet, and “put a ring on your hand."

Great Lilver Nugco:z.

Attention has lately bezn ealled to
a nugget of native silver wy raing
065 ounces troy, one of the sixiy that
huve been found at tho *Greenwood *
group of minex in the etate of Mich-
oacan, Mexico. The other nuzcets
weighed from one to thirty.-live peunds
eincn. The large nueeey is entively
worn, except in cavities whera some
of the crystals are rounded and the
form is still visible. It is almest nure
silver, scarcely a trace of any gun
rock being discernible. This
men was found on the surfaes, and, in
its original state it is said to have
veiched twelve pounds more. Iiis
one of the most remarkable nuzcets
of silver ever found. The geological
formation 1s limestone with outcrup.
vings of limonite. —Great Divide

The Seventeenth.

It is a seriovs matter in Armenia
should a maid-a atiain her seven-
teenth year with no prospect of
marrizge. for so surely as the festival
of *t Fergius comes round she is
obliged to fast three days and then eat
salted fish, without the right 1o quench
her thirst unless some kind swain be
found who will promise to take her
and be her *master.”

An Abused W ife.

Married daughter—Oh dear, spch
a time as [ do have with that hoshsuad
I dog’t have a minute's
peace when be's in the house. e is
: Ii"'.l.fii..-'_' me t0 heip him do

thine or olhar.
do=23 he want now?
3. Lo 1:';L::15)
i a needla
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far no onae has had enorsh as-
ze t0 suggest that the pow
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