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CHAPTER 1.

T is always a
thankless woffice 1o
give advice in these
matters,” said Mre.
Charles Romaine,
discreetly. “Your
brother and I have
decided not to at-
tempt to influence
you in any way,
Constance; not to
bias your judgment
in favor of or against Mr. Withers, You,
a# the one most nearly interested in
ihe conseguences of your acceptance
or refusal of his offer, should surely
be able to make up your mind how to
treat it and him.”

“I should be, 2s you say,” responded
the sister-in-law. “But I cannot.”

She was a handsome woman, in the

prime of early maturity, whose [ace
seldom wore, in the presence of others,
the perturbed expression that now be-
gloomed it.
. “That does not affect the fact of your
duty,” answered Mrs. Romaine, with
congiderable severity. “There are times
and circumstances in which vacillation
is folly—criminal weakness. You have
known Mr. Withers long enough to
form a correct estimate of his charac-
ter. In means and in reputation he is
all that could be desired, your brother
says. Either you like him well enough
to marry him, or you do not. Your sit-
uation in life will be bettered by an
alliance with him, or it wiil not. These
ave the questions for your considera-
tion. And exeuse me for saying that a
woman of yvour age should not be at a
loss in weighing these.,”

Again Constanee had nothing ready
except a weak phrase of reluctant ac-
quiescence. “1 feel the weighi of your
reasoning, Margarct. You cannot de-
spise me more than I do myself for my
childish hesitancy. Mr. Withers—any
gopsible and heonorable man deserves
different treaument.
way clear before me I would walk in
it. But, indeed, I am in a sore dilem-
ma.”” She turned away, zs her voice
shoolt on ihe last sentence, and affect-
ed to be busy with some papers upon a
stand.

Mrs. Romaine was just in all her
dealings with her husband’s sister, and
meant. in her way, to be kind. Con-
stance respected her for her excellent
sence, her honesty of purpese and ac-
tion—but she was the last of her
friends whom she wounld have select-
ed, of her free will, as the confidante
of such joys and sorrows as shrink
from the touch of hard natures—refuse
to be confessed to unsympathizing ears.
Her heart and eves were very full now,
but she would strangle sconer than
drop 2 tear while those cold, light orbs
were upon her.

In consideration of the weakness and
ridirulous sensitiveness of her compaa-
jon. Mre. Romzine forbore to speak the
disdain she felt at the irresolution and
distress she could not comprehend. “Is
Mr. Withers personally disagreeable to
she deinanded, in her sirong con-

ek

yvou?"”
tralto voice.

“1 jiked him tolerably well—very
weli, in fact, until he told me what
brought him here so regularly,” Con-
stancp stammered. “Now I am embar-
rassed in his presence—=so uneasy that
I wish sometimes I conld never see or
hear.of him again.”

“More shyness!” said Mrs. Romainz.
Such as would be pardonable in a
girl of seventeen. Ina woman of seven-
and-twenty it is absurd. Mr. Withers
is highly esteemed by all who know
him. Your disrelish of his society is
caprice, unless''—the marble gray eyes
more searching—"unless you have a
prior attachment?”

Constance smiled drearily. “I have
pever been in love in my life, that 1
inow of.”

“Ton are noze the worse for having
escaped an infatuation that has wreck-
ed more women for time and for vter-
nity shan all oither delusions combined.
A rational marriage—founded upon
mutual esieem and the belief that the
sorial and meral cordition of the par-
ties .ic the coniract would be promot-
ed thereby—is the only safe union. The
voung, inexperienced and headstrong,
repudiate this principle. The mature
in age know il to be true. But, as 1
have said, it is not my intention to dl-
rect your judgment. This is a momen-
tons ora in your life. T can only¥ hope
and pray that you may be guided

arizht in your decision.”
Left to herself to digest thiz morsel
of pious encouragement, Constance

drew a low seat to the hearth regis-
ter, clasped her hands upon her knees,
apd tried, for the bundredih time that

ay, to weigh the facts of her position
fairly and impariially.

She had been an orphan for eight
years, and a resident in the house of
ber elder brother. Her senior by meore
ihan a dozen years, and in the excit-
ing swing of saccessful mercantile life,
he hid little leisure for the study of
his sister's tastes and traits, when she
first became his ward, and conceived
the task to be an unnecessary one, now
that she was to be a fixture ia his fam-
ily, and appeared to get on smoothly
v ith his wife. In truth, it never oc-
curred to him to lay a disturbing finger
upon the tiniest wheel of the domestic
machinery., His respect for his spouse’s
exccutive and administrative abilities
was cxceeded only by her confidence in
her own powers. She was never jrasci-
ble, but he knew that she would bave
borne down calmly and energtically
any-attemp: at interference in her op-

If T could see the | &
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erations as minister of the interior—
the ruler of the establishment he, by a
much-abused fizure of speech, called
his home, A snug and elegant abode
she made of it, and, beholding Con-
stance well dressed and well fed, habit-
ually cheerful and never rebellious, he
may be forgiven for not spending a
thought upon her for hours together,
and when he did remember her, for
dwelling the rather upon his disin-
terested kindness to a helpless depend-
ent than speculating upon her possible
and unappeased spiritual appetites.

For these, and for other whimsies,
Mrs. Romaine had little thouzht and no
charity. Life, with her, was a fabrie
made up of duties, various and many,
but all double-twisted into hempen
strength and woven too closely for a
shine of fancy or romance to strike
through.

She had coincided readily in her hus-
band's plan to take charge of his young
sister when her parents died. “Her
brother’s house is the fittest asylum for
her,” she had said. *“I shall do my
best to render her comfortable and con-
tented.”

She kept her word. Constance’s ward-
robe was ample and handsome, her
room elegantly furnished, and she en-
tered society under the chaperonage of
her sister-in-law. The servants were
trained to respect her; the children to
regard her as their elder sister. What
more could a penniless orphan require?
Mrs. Romaine was not afraid to ask
the question of her conscience and of
heaven, Her “best” was no empty pro-
fession. It was lucky for her self-com-
placency that she never suspected what
yvears of barrenness and longing these
eight were to her protege.

Constance was not a genius—there-
fore she never breathed even to her-
self: “I feel like a seed in the cold
earth, quickening at heart, and longing
for the air.” Her temperament was
not melancholic, nor did her taste run
after poeiry and martyrdom. She was

well-educated woman, too sensible not
to perceive that her temporal needs
wcre conscientiously supplied, and too
afiectionate to be satisfied with the
meager allowance of nourishment
dealt out for her heart and sympathies,
While the memory of her father's proud
alfection and her mother’'s caresses
was [resh upon her she had long and
frequent spells of lcnely weeping—was
wont to resign herself in the seclusion
of her chamber to passionate lamenta-
tions over her orphanage and isola-
tion of spirit. Routine was Mrs. Ro-
maine’s watchword, and in bodily ex-
ercise Constance conformed io her
quiet despotism—visited, studied,
worked and took recreation by ruale.
The system wrought upon her benefi-
cially so far as her physigue was con-
cerned. She grew from a slender, pale
girl into ripe and healthy womanhood;
was more comely at twenty-seven than
at tweniy-one, .

CHAPTER II

UT all this time she
was an hungered.
She would cheer-
fully have refund-
ed to her brother
two-thirds of her
liberal allowance of
pocket money if he
had granted to her
with its quartergy
payment a sentenCe
of fraternal fond-
ness, a token, verbal or looked, that he
remypmbered whose child she was, and
that the same mother love had guard-
ed their infaney. Her sister-in-law
would have been welcome to withhold
many of her gifts of wearing apparel
and jewelry had she bethought herself
now and then how gratefuly kisses
fall upon young lips, and that youthful
heads are often sadly weary for the
iack of a friendly shoulder, or a loving
bosom, on which to rest. She did not
accuse her relatives of willful unkind-
ness because these were withheld. They
interchanged no such unremuncrative
demonstrations ameng themselves.
Husband and wife were courteous in
their demeanor, the one to the orher;
their children were demure moiels of
filial duty at home and industry at
school; the training in both places be-
ing severe cnough to quench what fee-
ble glimmer of individuality may have
been born with the coffspring of the
methedical and practiecal parents, Con-
stance found them extremely uninter-
esting, notwithstanding the natural
love for children which led her to court
their companionship during the earlier
weeks of her domesticaticn in their
house. It was next to a miracle that
she did not stiffen in this atmosphere
into a buckram image of feminine pro-
prietv—a prodigy of starch and virtue,
such as would have brought calm de-
light to the well-regulated mind of her
exemplar, and effectually chased all
thoughts of matrimony from those of
masculine beholders. Had her discon-
tent with her allotied sphere been less
active, the result would have been cer-
taih and deplorable. She was, instead,
popular among her acquaintances of
both sexes, and had many friends, if
few lovers. This latter deficiency had
given her no concern until within two
vears. At twenty-five she opcned her
eyes in wide amaze upon the thinning
ranks of her virgin associates, and be-
gan seriously to'ponder the causes that
had left her unsought, save by two very
sillyand utterlyineligible swains, whose
overtures were, in her esteem, pre-

sumpiion that was only too ridicnlous

i and then another swallow, and so on.

knowledge of the world helped her to
a solution of the problem. “I am poor
and dependent upon my brother’s char-
ity,” she concluded, with a new and
stifling uprising of dissatisfaction with
her condition. “Men rarely fall in love
with such—more rarely woo them.”
She never spoke the thought aloud, but
it grew and strengthened untfl it re-
ceived a startling blow from Mr. With-
ers' proposal of marriage.

He was a wealthy banker from a
neighboring city, whom business rela-
tions with Mr. Romaine drew to his
house and into his sister’'s company.
His courtship was all Mrs. Romaine
could desire, His visils were not too
frequent, and were paid at stated inter-
vals, as befitted his habits of order and
punctnality. His manner to the lady
honored by hig preference was replete
with stately respect that was the an-
tipodes of servile devotion, while his
partiality for her society, and admira-
tion for her person, were unmistakable.
He paid his addresses through Mr. Ro-
maine as his fair one’s guardian, offer-
ing voluntarily to give his beloved
whatever time for deliberation upon the
proposal she desired.

“You had better think it over for a
week,” advised her brother, when he
had laid the case duly before Con-
stance. “It is too serious a matter to
be settled out of hand.”

After that, neither he nor his wife
obiruded their counsel upon her until
the afternoon of the seventh day. Then
Mrs. Romaine, going to her sister's
chamber to communicate the substance
of a telegram just received by her hus-
band to the effeet that Mr. Withers
would eall that evening at 8 o'clock,
was moved to grave remonstrance by
the discovery that she whom he came
to woo had no answer prepared for
him. Constance was no nearer ready
after the conversation before recorded.

“] cannot afford to be romantic,”
she had reminded herself several
times. “And who knows but this irra-
ticnal repugnance may pass away when
I have once made up my mind to ae-
cept him? This may be—in 2ll likeli-
hpod it is—my last chanee of achiev-
ing an independent position. It has
been a long time coming, and my
charms will be on the wane soon. True,
a marriage with Elnathan Withers is
not the destiny of which I have dream-
ed, but then dreams are but foolish va-
garies after all. Life is real and ear-
nest.”

(TO BE COSTINGED)

A ZOOLOGICAL DIVERSION.

An Elophant That Used to Play a Clever
Trick on Visitors.

The elephant at the Jardin des
Plantes, at Paris, used to play his vis-
itors a trick, which could not have
been thought of but by an animal of
muech intelligence. His house opened
upon an inclosure called the Elephant’s
park, containing a pond, in which he.
would lay himself under the water,
concealing every part of him except the
very end of his trunk—a mere speck
that wonld hardly be mnoticed by a
stranger to the animal’'s habits.

A crowd would assemble around the
inclosure, and, not seeing him in it,
would watch in expeectation that he
would soon issue from the house. But,
while they were gazing about, a c¢n-
pious sprinkling of water would rall
upon them, and ladies and gentlemen,
with their fine bonnets and coats,
would run for shelter under the tfrees,
looking up at the clear sky and wonder-
ing whence such a shower could come,

Immediately afterward, however,
they would see the elephant rising
from his bath, evincing, as it seemed,
an awkward joy at the trick that he
had played. In the course of time his
amusement became generally known,
and the moment the water began to
rise from his trunk the speciators
wonld take flight, at which he appeared
exccedingly delighted, getting up as |
fast as he could to see the bustle he
had eauszed.—Pittsburg Dispateh.

to be insulting. Her quick wit and%

USES OF ICE WATER.

In HMealth Tt Shoanld Not Be Used for
IDrinking Puarposes.

In health no one ought to drink ice
water, for it has occasioned fatal in-
flammation of the stomach and bow-
els, and sometimes sudden death. The |
tempptation to drink it is very great in
the summer. To use it at all with
safety the person should take but a
single swallow at the time, take the
#lass from the lips for half a minute,

It will be found that in this way it be-
comcs aizacreeable after a few mouth-
fuls. On the other hand, ice itself may
he taken as frecly as possible, not cnly
without injury, but with the most strik-
ing advantage in dangerous forms of
disease. If broken in sizes of a p2a or
bean and swailowed as freely as prac-'
ticable, without much chewing or
crunching between the teeth, it will
often be efficient in checking wvarious
kinds of diarrhea, and has cured vie- !
lent cases of Asiatic cholera. A kind
of cushion of powdered ice kepi to the
entire secalp has allayed vielent inflam-
mation of the brain, and arrested fear-
ful convulsions induced by too much
blocd there. In croup, water as cold
as ice can make ii, applied freely to the
throat, neck and chest with a sponge
or cloth, very often affords an almost
miraculous relief, and if this be fol-
lowed by drinking copiously of the
same ice-cold element, the weited parts
wiped dry, and the child wrapped up
well in the bed clothes, it fails into a
delightful and life-giving slumber.—
New York Ledger.

Enttonless Campalgnd.

In Canada no campaign buttons, rib-
bons or badges can be worn between
nomination andpolling day. The carry-
ing of flags as a party badge is also for-
bidden. The penaliy is a fine of $100
or three months in priscn, or hod,—
* Boston Journal,
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OR. TALMAGE'S SERMON.
30008000000e

Washingion, D, C., Nov. 8, 1896 —
Clear out of the ordinary style of ser-
monizing is this remarkable discourse
of Dr. Talmage. His text is: Rom. 9:
3: “I could wish that myself were ac-
cursed frem Christ for my brethren,
my kinsmen according to the flesh.”

A tough mpassage, indeed, for those
who take Paul literally. When some
of the old theologians deczlared that

they were willing to be damned for the |

glory of God, they said what no one
aelleved. Paul did not in the text mean
he was willing to die forever to save
ais relatives, He used hyperbole, and
when he declared, I eould wish that
myself were accurserd from Christ for
my brethren, my kinsmen according to
the flesh,” he meant in the most vehe-
inent of all possible ways to declare
his anxiety for the salvation of his
relatives and friends. It was a pas-
sion for souls. Not more than one
Christian out of thousands of Chris-
tians feels it. All-absorbing desire for
the bettermen of the physleal and men-
tal condition is very common. It
would take more of a mathematician
than I ever can be to calculate how
many are, up to an anxiety that some-
timea will not let them sleep nights,
planning for the efficiency of hospitals
where the sick and wounded of
body are treated, and for eye and
ear Infirmaries, and for dispensaries
and retreats where the poorest may
have most skilful surgery and help-
ful treatment. Oh, it is beautiful and
glorious, this widespread and ever-
intensiflving movement to alleviate and
cure physical misfortunes! May God
encourage and help the thousands of
gplendid men and women engaged in
that work. But all that is outzide of
my subject te-day. In behalf of the
immortality of a man, the inner eye,
the inner ear, the inner capacity for
gladness or distress, how few feel any-
thing like the overwhelming concen-
tration expressed in my text. Rares
than four-leaved clovers, rarer than
century plants, rarer than prima don-
nas, have been those of whom it may
be said: “They had a passion for
souls.” You could eount on the fin-
gers and thumb cf your leit hand all
the names of those you can recall, who
in the last, the eighteenth century,
were 80 characterized, All the names
of those you could recall in our time
as having this passion for souls yon
can count on the fingers and thumbs
of your right and left handas. There
are many more such consecrated souls,
but they are scattered so widely you
do not know them. Thoroughly Chris-
tian people by the hundreds of millions
there are to-day, but how few people
do you know who are utterly oblivious
to everything in this world except the'
redemption of souls? Paul had it when
he wrote my text, apd the time will
come when the majority of Christians
will have it, if this world is ever to be
lifted out of the slough in whieh it has
Leen sinking and floundering for near
nineteen centuries. And the better-
ment had better begin with myself
and yourself. When a committee of
the “Society of Friends™ called upon a
member to reprimand him for breaking
scme small rule of the society, the
member replied, “I had a dream in
which all the Friends had assembled
to plan some way tc have our meeting-
house cleaned, fer it was very filthy.
Many propocitions were made, but no
conclusion was reached until one of the
members rose and said: ‘Friends. 1
think il each one would take a broom
and sweep immediately around his own
seat, tne meeting-house would be
cican."” So let the work of spiritual
improvement begin around our own
soul. Scme one whispers up from the
righi-hand side of the pulpit and says:
“Will you please naine some of the per-
sons in our times who have this pas-
sion for souls?” Ch,no! That would
be invidious and imprudent, and the
mere menticning of the names of such
persons might cause in them spiritua

pride, and then the Lord would have
no mere use for them. Some cne whis-
pers up fror the left-hand side of the
pulpit: “Will you not then mention
among the people of the past some who
had this passion for souls?” Oh, yes!
Sammuel Rutherford, the Scotchman eof
three hundred years ago, his imprison-
ment at Aberdeen for his religious zeal
and the public biurning of his bock.
“Le Rex,” in Edinbore, and his unjust
arraignment for high tireason, and oth-
er persecutions purifying and sancti-
fyving him, so that kis works, entitled
“Trial and Triumph of Faith™ and
“Chrict Dying and Drawing Sinners to

Himeself," and, above all, his two hun-

hiiz to be dragged before Lord Jefiries,

“sniveling Presbyterian,” and impris-
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who howled at him as “a rescal” and | © b !B WY opinion. Loy
| turn and wzit for the Char

| dred and fifteen unparailoled letters,
showed that he had tbe passion for
souls. Richard Baxter, whcae “para- !

oned him fer two ysams—Baxter, writ- |

gicus books, his “Call to the Uncon-
verted” bringing upcounied ithouzaads
into the pardon of the Gospel, and his
“Saint's Dverlasting Rest” opening
heaven to a host innumerable. Rich-
ard Cecil. Thomas-a-Kemps, writing
his “Imitation of Christ” for all ages,
Harlan Page, Robert McCheyne, Net-
tleton, Finney. And more whom I
might mention, the characierisiic of
whese lives was an overtowering pas-
sion for sonis. A. B. Earl, the Baptist
evangelist, had it. L. S. Inskip, the
Methodist evangeiist, had it. Jacob
Knapp had it. Dr. Bachus, president
of Hamilton Coliege, had it, and when
told he had only half an hour to live,

said, “Is that €0? Then take me cut
of my bed and place me uvpon my
vime in

knees and let me spend theat

calling on God for the salivation of ine

i ing one hundred and sixty-eight reli- |

! ia their own family or neighborhood,
and here and there you think of one, |

What unction they had in prayer!
What power they had in exhortation!
If they walked into a home every mem-
ber of it felt a holy thrill, and If they
walked into a prayer- meeting the duil-
ness and stolidity instantly vanished.
One of them would wake up & whole
church. One of them would sometimes
electrify a whole city.

But the mest wonderful one of that
characterization the world ever saw or
heard or felt was a peasant in the far
east, wearing a plain blouse like an In-
verted wheat sack, with three open-
ings, one for the neck, and the other
two for the arms. Hig father a wheel-
wright and house-builder, and given to
various carpentry. His mother at first
under suspicion because of the circum-
stances of his nativity, and he chased
by a Herodic mania out of his native
land, to live awhile under the skadows
of the sphinx and Pyramid of Gizeh,
afterward confounding the LL.D.'s of
Jerusalem, then stopping the parox-
yem of tempest and of madman. His
path strewn with slain dropsies and
catalepsies and ophthalmias, transfig-
ured on one mountain, preaching on
another mountain, dying on another
mountain, and ascending from another
mountain—the greatest, the loveliest,
the mightiest, the kindest, the mosL
self-sacrificing, most beautiful being
whose feet ever touched the earth. Tell
us, ve deserts who heard our Savior's
prayer; tell us, ye seas that drenched
him with your surf; tell us, ye multi-
tudes who heard him preach on deck,
on beach, on hillside; tell us, Gelgotha
who heard the stroke of the hammer
on the spikeheads, and the dying groan
in that midnight that dropped on mid-
noon, did anyone like Jesus have this
passion for souls?

A stranger desired to purchase a
farm, but the owner would noi sell it
—would only let it. The siranger hired
it by lease for only one crop, but he
sowed acorns, and to mature that erop
three hundred years were Rnecessary,
That was a practical deception, but 1
deceive vou not when I tell you that the
crop of the soul takes hoeld of unend-
ing ages.

I see the antber of my text seated in
the houze of Galus, who
him at Corinth, not far from the over-
hanging fortress of Acro-Corinthus,
and meditating on the lengevity of the
soul, and getling more an:d more agi-
tated about its value and the awful risk
some of his kindred were running con-
cerning it, and he writes this lutter
containing the text, which Chryvso-
stom admwed so much he had it read
to him twice a week, and among other
things he says these daring and start-
ling words of my text: “I could wish
that myzelf were accursed from Christ
fer my brethren, my kinsmen, azeord-
ing to the flesh.”

entertained

Now, the object of this sermon is
to stir at least ome-fourth of you to
an ambition for that wlich my text
presents in blazing voeabulary, namely,
a passion for souls. To prove that it
iz possible to have much of that spir-

it, I bring the consecration of 2,990 for-

eign missionaries. It is usnally esti-
maied that there are at least 3,000 mis-
sionaries. I make a liberal allowance,
and admit there may be ten bad mis-
sionaries out of the 3,000, but I do not
believe there is one. All English and
American merchants jeave Bombay,
Caleutta, Amoy. and Pekin as soon as
they make their fortunes. Wny? Be-
cuuse no Burepean or American in his
senses weuld stay in that climate af-
ter monetary inducements have ceased.

Now, the missionaries there are put
down on the barest necessities, and

most of them do not lay up one dellar |

in twenty vears. Why, then, do they
stay in those lands of intolerable hea:,
and ecbras, and raging fevers, the ther-
mometer sometimes playing at 1390 and
140 degrees of cppressiveness, twelve
thousznd miles from home, hecause of
tiie unheal!thy climate and the prevail-

ing immoraiities of those regions com- |

pelled to send their children to Eng-
land, or Secotland, er America, prob-
ably never to see them azzin? O,
Blessed Christ! Can it be anyvihing
but a passicn for souls? It is easy to
understand all this frequent deprecia-
tion of foreign missionaries when yon
krow that they are all opposed to the
cpinm traffie, and that interferes with
commerce: and then the missionaries
are moral, and that is an offenze o
many of the merchants—nor all of
them, but many of them—who, abzent
from all bome restraint, so im-
meral that we can mzke only faint z:-
litsion to the monsirosity of thelr
shominations. Ch, I weuld like o ke at
the gate of heaven wien (hoze mission-
aries go in, to see how they will have

tne pick of corcnets, and thrones, and
o

are

bes: sireets of heaven.
had pulnits and
entering heaven,
to take oul
ian work-
ers who, amid physical cufferings and
mental privation and envirooment of
agualor, have done their weri; and on
the principle that in proportign as cne
has been seif-sacrificing and saffering
for Christ's sake on earth will be their
celestia]l preferment.

Who is that

who have casy

hayvo
iay

young women on

|

!
|
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the |

worst street in Washingion, New York, |

cr London. Bible in hapd. and a iittle
packaze in which are small vials

ci

medicines, and another bundie in which |

are biseuits? How dare she risk her-

self among those "‘roughs,” and where |

iz she geinz? She is one of the queens
of heaven. hunting up and
1)

sick

nungry, ard before night ghe will have
r

Ej

the
read Christ's “Let not your heart be
troubled” in eight or ten places, and
c<d cut from those vials the righ:
number of
cn fced to
3 have had

drope to case pa-n, and giv-
a family that would other-
- - -

nathing to eat taday,

x o

world.” And so he diad upon his and izken the measure of a dea
knees., Tlien have heen others that she may prepare for L a sarcud,
whose nanes have been known oaly Dev every act ef Kinduess (et 1ae Lody

accompanied with a benediction for the
soul. You gee nothing but the filthy
street along which she walks and tha
rickety stairs up which she climbs, but

she is accompanied by an
unseen cohort of angels with
drawn swords to defend  her,
and with garlands twisted for
her victories, all up and down

I tell

the tenement-house districts
vou there was not so much excitement
when Anne Boleyn, on her way fo her
coronation, found the Thames stirred
by fitty gllded barges, with hriliiant
flags, in which hung small bells, rung
by each motion of the wind, noblemen
standing in scarlet, and wharf spread
with cloth of gold, and all the gateways
surmounted oy huzzahing admirers,
and the streets hung with erimson vel-
vet, and trumpets and cannons sound-
ing the jubilee, and Anne, dressed in
surcoat of silver tissue, and brow,
gleaming with a circlet of rubles, and
amid fountains that pored Rhenish
wine, passed on to Westminster Hall,
and rode in on a caprisoned palfry, its
hoofs clattering the classic floor, and,
dismounting, passed inlo Westminster
Abbey, and between the choir and high
altar? was crowned queen, amid organs
and choirs chanting the Te Deums—I
say, there was not much in all that
glory which dazzles the eyes of his-
tory when it is compared with the
heavenly reception which that minis-
tering spirit of the back alley shall re-
ceive when she goes up to coronation.

In this world God never does his
best. He can hang eon the horizon
grander mornings than have ever yet
been kindled, and rainbow the sky with
richer eolors than have ever been
arched, and attune the oceans o more
majestic doxologies than have ever yet
been attuned: but as near as I can tell,
and I speak it reverently, neaven is
the place where God has done his best,
He can build no greater joys, lift no
mightier splendors, roll no loftier an-
thems, march no more imposing pro-
cessions, build no greater palaces, and
spread out and interjoin and wave no
more transporting magnificence. I
think heaven is the best heaven God
can construet, and it is all yours for
the serious asking. How do yon like
the offer? Do you really think it is
worth aceepting? If pray for it.
Get not up from that p~w where you
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are sitting, mnor move one inch
from where you are standing,
‘hefare you ot a full title

for it, written in the bloed of the Son
of God, who wounld have all men come
to life present and life everiasting. 1t
vou have been in military life vou
know what soldiers call the “long roll.”
Ali the drums beat it because the ene-
my is approaching, and all the troops
must immediately get into line. What
seurrying around the camp and putting
of the arms through the straps of the
knapsack, and saying “Good-bye” to
comrades you may never meet againd
Some of yvou Germans or Frenchmen
may have heard that long roll just be-
fore Sedan. Some of you Italians may
have heard that long roll just hefore
Bergamo. Some of yeu Nortihern and
Southern men may have heard it just
before the Battle of the Wilderness.
vou know its stirring and solemn
meaning; and =o I sound the long roil
today. 1 beat this old Gespel drum
thkat has for centuries been calling
thousands to take their places in line
for this battie, on one side-of which
are all the forces heatific and on the
other side zil the forees demoniac. Here

the long roli-call: “Who is on the
Lord's side?” “Quit yourselves like
men.” In solemmn column march for
God, and happiness, aud heaveu. So

giad am I that I do not have (0 “wish
myself accursed,” and my
heaven that you may win your heaven,
but that we may have a whole conven-
tion of heavens—heaven added to heav-
en, heaven built on heaven—and while
I dwell upon the theme I begin 1o cxpe-
rience in my own poor self that which
I take to be something like n passion
for souls. And now anto God the only
wise, the only zond, the culy great
be glory forever! !

throw away

Amen!

FLASHES OF FUN.

He—My life without
lonely ore, The
RGW busy you will have to pe.—L

He—Have yvou any reazon for douhbt-
inz what I say?—She Yes, I have. He

-What is it? She—I dan’t believe you.
—Puck.

Tourist {presenting his opened Baed-
eker to the coachman) driver, I
want to see the first four pages.—Flie-

gende Biaettier

you

Heiress—But think

Here

“It’s all gver.” As the woman ut-
tered ihese words she dropped to the
floor. The baby had spilied the ink.—
West Union Gazette,

Tesz.” “I
I've [ots of things io buy
I've nothing to do to-morraw-
I'll g0 then."—New York Sun.

“Is Miss Cahgois in?" inquired the

“Let's zu shopping to-day,
can't, Bess:
to-day.

cailer. “That depends on Are
yez DMisther Jonez?" eaid Bridget.
“Yes."™ *“She’s gon” ou:” Harper’s
Bazar.

Miss Wilbur at home?
Canny—Weil, g0 up-
wihen she wil! he at
Yis, sorr.—Har-

Canny—Is
Noral—XNo, sorr.
stoirs and ask her
home.

Der’s

Norah (going}
Bazar,
Suaday School Teacher—What is the
Christianity? The

inrow stone —

lvading doctrine of

Laundryman — Kid

smashee giass—no can catchee—for-
T.ynm—pPack,

“What office are von =zfter this
time?" “None at all.” “Then. what
a7e you running for?” “Because [ don't

i wanrt to be conszicucus!” Atlonta
| Constitution.

“Jokey ie in hard luck?" “Wh the
imatter?” “He has lost that last rear’s
crop of fogtbell jokes which he iniend-
ed working off o hizs editor.”—Phila-
Ielakiz Nerih American.

Sorme American ravesd stoDping
at Hziifax agZreed 10 make nNO pur-
ckas n i ¥ =i sieres whery
Ui 5 roney was refused,




