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CHAPTER X1.—(CoNTeunn. |
Upon returnhug to his senses he told

me, with great excitement, that he had
again seen Madeline; moreover, this
time he had seen a man with her—a
man who had placed his hand upon
her wrist and kept it there; and so,
according to Carriston’s wild reasoning,
became, on account of the contucl, visl-
hle to him,

He told me he had watched them for
some moments, until the man tighten-
ing his grip on the girl's arm, endeay-
ored, he thought, to lead her or induce
her to follow him somewhere. At thls
juneture, unaware that he was gazing
at a vision, he had rushed to her assist-
anee In the frantic way 1 have de-
seribed—then he awoke,

He algo told me he had stndied the
man's features and general appearance
most carefully with a view to future
recognition, All these ridiculous state-
ments were made as he made the for-
mer ones, with the alr of relating sim-
ple, undeniable facts—one speaking the
plain, unvarnished truth, and expecting
full credence to be given to his words,

XIL

T was too absurd!
too sad! It was ev-
fdent to me that the
barrier between
his hallucinations,
dreams, vislons, or
whatever he choss
to call them, and
pure Insanity, was
now a very slight
and fraglle one.
But before 1 gave
his case up as hopeless 1 determined to
make another strong appeal to his com-
mon sense, ! told him of hig cousin’s
visit to me—eof his intentions and prop-
osition. 1 begged him to congider whal
consequences his extraordinary beliefs
and extravagant actions must eventu-
ally entall. He listened attentively and
calmly.

“You see now,”’ he said, “how right 1
was in attributing all this to Ralph
Carriston—how right 1 was to come 1o
you, a doctor of standing, who can
vouch for my sanity.”

“Vouch for your sanity! How can |
when you sit here and talk such arrant
nonsense, and expect me to belleve it?
When you jump from your chalr and
rush madly at 4

some vigionary foe’
Sane as you may be In all elge, any
evidenee I could give in your faver
must break down in cross-examination
if an inkling of thege things got aboul.
Come, Carriston, be reasonable, and
prove your sanity by setting about this
search for Miss Rowan In a proper
way."

He made no reply, but walked up and
down the room apparently in deep
thought, My words seemed to have
had no effect upon him. Presently he
seated himself; and, as if to avold re-
turning to the argument, drew a hook
at hazard from my shelves and began
to read., He opened the volume at ran-
dom, but after reading a few lines
seemed struck by something that met
his eyes, and in a few minutes was
deeply immersed in the contents of the
book. 1 glaneed at it to see what had
s0 awakened his interest. By a curlous
fatality he had chosen a book the very
worst for him in hisg present frame of
mind—Gilchrist's recently published
life of William Blake, that masterly
memolir of a man who was on certain
points as mad as Carriston himeelf, |
was about to remonstrate, when he lald
down the volume and turned to me,

“Varley, the painter,” he said, “was
a firm bellever in Blake's visgians,'

“Varlev was a bigger fool than
Blake,” 1 retorted. “Fancy his sitting
down and watching his clever but mad
friend draw epectral heads, and believ-
ing them to be genulne portralts of
deal kings whose ferms condescended
to appear to Blake!”

A sudden thought seemed to strike
Carriston, “Will you give me some
paper and chalk ™' he asked. Upon be.
ing furnished with these materials, he
veated himself at the table and began
to draw. At least a dozen times he
sketched, with his usual rapldity, some
object or another, and u dozen |imes,
after a moment's consideration, threw
each sketch aside with an alr of dis
appointment and began a fresh one
At last one of his attempis seomed to
come up o his requirements. 1 have
It now, exactly’™ he cried, with joy
even trivmph-in his volee. He spent
wome Lime in putling fnishing touches
to the suceessful sketeh, and then he
handed me the paper,

That s the man | saw Just now
with Madeline,” he sald. “"When | find
him | shall fnd bher.” He spake with
all sineerity and conviction. | leaked
st the paper with, | am bound (o say
& greal amount of curiesity

No malier from what vislonary
potiree Carviston had drasn his luspie
ation, his sheteh was vigorous and nal
ural snough. | have already wmentlonsd
i wondertul power of drawing per
tralls from memary. oo was willing @
grant that he might bave reproduced
e antline of seme face whioh had
s whoge struck him Yol why should
i have been this ene”  Mis drawing
tepresenind the thive quarter faew of &
WAk an endlanary man  appareutly be
tween forty and Bty sonrs of age. I
aas g voarse Peatured ) lavored faee
WA & raEaesl Ul of balr round b
im B owas ne the faee of & gentie
@an, por even Lthe Phacw of a gently nus
e man. and the artist
sunning strokes. had made It wear o
wrally and sullen look.  The sheloh, &

Wy oA few |

I write this, lies before me, so that |
am not speaking from memory.

Now, there are some portralts of
which, without having seen the origl-
nal, we say, “What splendid likenesses
these must be.” It was so with Carris-
ton's sketch, looking at it you feilt
sure It was exactly like the man whom
It was Intended to represent. So that,
with the certain amount of art knowl-
edge, which T am at least supposed to
possess, it was hard for me, aller ex-
amining the drawing and recognizing
the true artist's touch in avery line, (o
bring myself to accept the fact that i
was but the outcome of a diseased lm-
agination. Aw, at this very moment,
1 glance at that drawing, I scarcely
blame mygelf for the question that
faintly framea |tself In my Innermost
heart. “Could. it be possible-—could
there be In certain organizations pow-
ers not yet known- not yet properly
Investigated 7

My thonght—supposing such a
‘thought was ever there -wus not dis-
couraged by Carriston, who, speaking
as If his faith in the bodlly exiatence
of the man whose portralt lay in my
hand was nnaseallable, said:

“1 noticed that his general appear-
ance was that of a countryman-—an
English peasant; so in the country |
shull ind my love, Moreover, it will
be eany to identify the man, as the top
Joint is missing from the middle finger
of his right hand. As it lay on Made-
line's arm | noticed that,”

I wrgued with him no more, 1 felr
thai words would be but wasted,

XIII.
/ DAY or two after |
had witnessed what
I must eall Carris-
ton's second weiz-
ure we were favored
with a visit from
the man whose ser-
vices we had se-
cured to trace Mad-
eline, HSince he
had received hig in-
structions we had
hewrd nothing of his proceedings until
he now called to report progress in per-
son, Carrleton had not expresged the
slightest euriosity as to where the man
wias or what he was about. Probably
he looked upon the employment of this

ful than a salve to my consclence, That
Madeline was only to be found through
the power which he professed to hold
of seeing her In his vislons was, [ felt
certain, becoming a rooted belief of
his, Whenever | expressed my sur-
prise that our agent had brought or
sent no information, Carriston
shrugged his shoulders, and assured me
that from the first he knew the man's
researches would be fruitless, How-
ever, the fellow had called at last, and,
I hoped, had brought us good news.

He was a glib-tongned man, who
spoke in a confident, matter-of-fact
way., When he saw us, he rubbed his
hands as one who had brought affairs
to a successful issue, and now meant
to reap praise and other rewards. Hlis
whole bearing told me he had made an
important discovery; so | begged him
to be seated, and glve us his news.

Carriston gave him a careless glance,
and stood at some little distance from
us, He looked as if he thought the im-
pending communication searcely worth
the trouble of listening to. He mighi,
indeed, from hie looks, have been the
most disinterested person of the three,
He even left me to do the questioning.

“Now, then, Mr. Sharpe.” | sald, “let
us hear If yon have earned vour
money."”

“1 think so, sir,” replied Sharpe,
looking curlously at Carriston, whe,
strange to say, heard his answer with
supreme indifference,

“I think | may say | have, sir,” con-
tinued the detective; “thae is. if the
gentleman can identify these articles
us belng the lady's property.”

Thereupon he produced, from a thick
lettercase, a ribbon, in which was stuek
a silver pin, mounted with Scoetch peb-
bies, an ornament that 1 remembered
having seen Madeline wear, Mr. Sharpe
handed them to Carriston. He exam-
ined them, and | saw his cheeks fush
und his eyes grow bright,

“How did yon come by this?"' he
erled, pointing to the silver arnament.

“I'Il 1ell you presently, sir. Do you
recognize 11

“I gave It 1o Miss Rowan myself.”

“Then we are on the right track.” |
wried, Joyfully. “"Ge on, Mr. Bharpe.”

“Yes, gontlemen, we are certunly on
the right track. but after all W lsn't
my fanlt if the track don't lead exactly
where you wish, You see, whem |
heard of this my sierious disappoarance
of the lady | began 10 concoet Iy awn
theary, | sald to myseM. when o youns
and beantiful 2

‘Confounsd your thoories' cried Car
ristan, Aevewly Cho uln with your tale

The man gave his interrupier & sphie
ful glanes Well, sir,” he sald, “us
YOu gave me siriet  Instroctlons e
waleh a vertain gentleman clossly, |
wheyed those instruviions. of course
although | konew | wos o & fonl s w0
rand
' Wil vou go an™' srted Curtisles
VM you know where Mise Howan W
| say 0 vour meaney will be paid you ihe
| moament | Bud hey

bdunt sy | hnew snacily where (o
| fud the lady by
| you ahah Wme 1o

Tell youd tule bou
shortly an ponsible
s evvilable friv
! [T R

P ool s hnow

WWE war Wl e
| saldd. aeeing hal
d was preparing fe

private detective ag nothing more use-,

“l fonnd there was nothing to be
gained by keeping watch on the gentle-
man you mentioned, sir, so I went to
Scotland and tried back from there.
As soon as I worked on my own lay |
found out all about it, The lady wen
from Callendar to Edinburgh, from Ed-
inburgh to lLondon, from London to
Folkestone, and from Folkestone to
Boulogne."”

I glanced at Carriston. All hig calm-
ness seemed to have returned, He waw
leaning against tne mantel-piece, an<
appeared quite unmoved by Mr.
Sharpe’s clear statement as to the
route Madeline had taken.

“Of course,” continued Mr. Sharpe,
"1 was not quite certain I was tracking
the right person, although her descrip-
tlon corresponded with the likeness
you gave me, But as vou are gure this
article of jewelry belonged to the lady
you want, the matter Is bevond a
doubt.”

“Of course,” I suld, geeing that Car-
riston had no intention of speaking.
“Where did you find t?"

“It was left behind in a bedroom of
one of the principal hotels in Folke-
#tone, |1 did go over to Boulogne, but
after that 1 thought I had learned all
you would care to know.™ 4

There was something in the man’s
manner which made me dread what
wag coming. Again 1 looked at Car-
rigton, His lips were curved with con-
tempt, but he still kept silence,

“Why not have pursued your inqui-
ries past Boulogne?” | asked.

“For this reason, sir. 1 had learned
enough, The theory 1 had concoctel
wus the right one after all, The lady
went to Edinburgh alone, rignt enough;
but she didn't leave Edinburgh alone,
nor did she leave London alone, nor
she didn’t stay at Folkestone—where |
found the pin—alone, nor she didn't go
to Goulogne alone, Bhe was accompa-
nled by a young gentleman who called
himself Mr, Bmith; and, what's more,
she called herself Mrs. Smith, Per-
haps she was, as they lived like man
and wife.”

Whether the fellow was right er mie-
taken, this explanation of Madeline's
disappearance seemed to give me what
I can only compare to a smack in the
face, | stared at the speaker in speech-
less astonishment, If the tale he told
#0 glibly and cireumstantially was true,
farewell, go far as I was concerned, to
belief in the love or purity of woman.
Madeline Rowan, that creature of a
poet’s dream, on the eve of her marriage
with Charles Carriston, to fly, whether
wed or unwed mattered ittle, with an-
other man! And yet, she was but a
woman. Carrlston- cr Carr, us she only
knew him--was in her eyes poor, The
companion of her flight might have
won her with gold, Such things have
been,  Still-

My rapid and wrongful meditations
were ent short in an unexpected way.
Suddenly 1 saw Mr, Sharpe dragged
hodlly out of his chair and thrown on
to the floor, whilst Carriston, standing
over him, thrashed the man vigorously
with his own agh stick—a convenlent
wedpon, so convenient that I felt Mr.
Sharpe could not have selected a stick
more appropriate for his own chastige-
ment, Bo Carriston seemed to think
for he lald on cheerfully some elght
« ten good cutting strokes,

Nevertheless, belng a respectable doe-
tor and man of peace, I was compelled
1o interfere. 1 held (M4rriston’'s arm
whilst Mr. Sharpe struggled to his feet
and, after collecting his bhat and his
pocketbook, stood glaring vengefully
at his asgailant, and rubbing the while
such of the wales on his back as he
conld reach., Annoyed as 1 felt at the
unprofessional fracas, I conld scarcely
help laughing at the man's appearance,
1 doubt the possibility of anyvone look-
ing heroic after guch a thrashing.

TO RE CONTINUEW )

Hardships of Telegruph Poles.

“Yes,” sald Joseph Donner, super-
intendent of telegraph for the South-
ern Pacific railroad, “telegraph poles
along the line have a hard time. Par-
ticularly is this &0 out west, where the
poles are costly and stations arve few
and far between. Now out in Ari-
zona desert the poles are played the
deuce wtih generally. There is a sort
of woodpecker that picks the posts ab-
solutely to pleces, thinking there may
be insects inside the wood. They hear
the humming and haven't aense
enough to know what causes it. Then
near the hills the black bears imagine
that each pole contains a swarm of
boes and they climb to the lop and chew
the glass insulators to pleces; but the
sand storms are the things that create
the most havoe, When the wind blows
strangly the sand is drified at a rapld
rate and the gralus eut away the wood
al a learful rate It was a4 common
thing to have an oak pole worp (0 &
shaving In o day's time, while | have
aoen poles jJust ground o the sarises
of the earth during a siagle sorm
Things are so bad ot there that the
company decided W substitinie  wieel
poles for the oak and cedar. bt that
didn't remedy the evil 4t all. The sand
Just ware away the metal on cach side
of the pale until the conler was a8
sharp as a resor. and all the Indians
used 10 shave themanlven 0B the odge,
We fnally managed o By things Jamt
palnted the poles with salt pliteh. The
plich vaught the sand. and now every
pole bs aboul 1we fewl IRk and as salid
e & rekY- New Orleans Times
e icow ral
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TALMAGE'S SERMON. |

“WINGS OF SERAPHIM" LAST

SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

i
]

Twain He
Twaln He

“With
With

From the Text:

Covered Hin Face,

Covered Mis Feet, nod with Twauin He |
Did ¥y

N A hospital of lep-
rosy good King 'z-
ziuh had died, and
{ the whole land was
shadowed with sol-
emnity, and theo-
logical and pro-
phetic Isalah was
thinking about re-
ligious things, as
one is apt to do in
time of grest na-
tional bereavement, and forgetting the
presence of his wife and two sons who
made up his family, he has a dream,
not like the dreams of ordinary char-
acter, which generally come from indi-
gestion, but a vision most instructive,
and under the touch of the hand of the
Almighty, i Al

The place, the anclent temple: build-
ing grand, awful, majestic. Within
that temple a throne higher and grand-
er than that occupied by any czar or
sultan or emperor. On that throne, the
eternal Christ., In lines surrounding
that throne, the brightest celestinls,
not the cherubim, but higher than they,
the most exquisite and radiant of the
heavenly Inhabitants: the seraphim,
They are called burners because they
look like fire. Lips of fire, eyes of fire,
feet of fire. In addition to the features
and the limbs which suggest a human
being, there are pinions, which suggest
the lithest, the swiftest, the most buoy-
ant and the most aspiring of all unin-
telligent creation— a bird. Each seraph
had silx wings, each two of the wings
for a different purpose, Isalah’s dream
quivers and flashes with these pinlons,
Now folded, now spread, now beaten
in locomotion. *“With twaln he cov-
ered his feet, with twain he cov-
;rod hig face, and with twain he did
"u

The probability is that these wings
were not all used at once, The seraph
standing there near the throne over-
whelmed at the insignificance of the
paths his feet had trodden as com-
pared with the paths trodden by the
feet of God, and with the lameness of
his locomotion amounting almost to
decrepitude as compared with the di-
vine velocity, with feathery vell of
angelic modesty hides the feet. “With
twain he did cover the feet.”

Standing there overpowered by the
overmatching splendors of God's glory,
and unable longer with the eyes to look
upon them, and wishing those eyes
shaded from the Insufferable glory, the
pinions gather over the countenance,
“With twain he did cover the face,”
Then as God tells this seraph to go to
the farthest outpost of immensity on
message of light and love and joy,
and get back before the first anthem,
it does not take the seraph a great
while to spread himself upon the alr
with unimagined celerity, one stroke
of the wing equal to ten thousand
leagues of air. “With twain he did fly.”

The most practical and useful lesson
for you and me—when we see the ser-
aph spreading his wings over the feet,
Is the lesson of humility at imperfec-
tion. The brightest angels of God are so
far beneath God that he charges them
with folly. The seraph so far beneath
God, and we so far beneath the seraph
in service we ought to be plunged in
humility, utter and complete. Our feet,
how laggard they have been in the di-
vine service. Our feet, how many mis-
Our feet, in
how many paths of worldliness and
folly they have walked.

Neither God nor seraph intended to
put any dighonor upon that which Is
one .of the masterpieces of Almighiy
God—the human foot. Physlologist and
anatomist are overwheimed at the won-
ders of its organization, The Bridge-
water Treatise, written by Sir Charles
Bell, on the wisdom and goodness of
God as illustrated in the human hand,
was a resull of the $40,000 bequeathed
in the last will and testament of the
Earl of Bridgewater for the encour-
agement of Christian literature, The
world could afford to forgive his ec-
centricities, though he had two dogs
seated at his table, and though he put
six dogs alone in an equipage drpwn
by four horses and attended by two
footmen., With his large bLequest in-
ducing Sir Charles Bell to write so
valuable a book on the wisdom of God
in the structure of the human hand,
the world could afford to forgive bis
oddities. And the world could now af-
ford to have another Karl of Bridge-
water, however ldiosynerstie, If he
would Induce some other Bir Charles
Bell to write a book on the wisdom and
goodness of God i the construction of
the human fool. The articulation of
tts bones, the lubrication of e Jolnts,
the gravefuiness of its lnes, the in-
genulty of Ms cartilages, the delieacy
of s veins, the rapldity of s muscn-
ar contraction. the sensitiveness of s
B v

I sound the pralses of the human
fout, With (hat we bhalt or climb or
march. 1t is the foundation of ihe |
physienl fabrie. 1 e the base of &
Ciod - polsed column. WHE it the war-
rlor braces himaell for battle. With it
the wrntor planis himsell for sulogium, |
With it (he taller reaches hs work |
With i the vutraged stamps his 8-
diguation s loas af lreparable dis
arter. s health an invaluable squips
wment. 1! you want o kpow s value,
sk the man woose fust paralysis hath
shriveled ar machinery hath crushed,
OF surgean's Anife balh  amputaied
The Bible bonars I Bapovinl care
“haet thow daak thy fesd aaainst &
Sloke, “he will st suler thy oot 1o
bemaved, " UURy feet shall not slumale
Bapeclal charge.  Koep thy fool when

thou goest to the hoge of
Especial peril: “Their feet shall slide
in due time.” Connected with the
world's dissolution: “He shall set one
foot on the sea and the other on the
earth.”

(iive me the history of yvour foof,
and I will give vou the history of your
lifetime, Tell me up what steps it

hath gone, down what declivities, and
in what roads and In what directions,
and 1 will know more about you than
I want to know,
dure the serutiny. Our feet not always
in paths of God. Sometimes in paths
of worldliness. Our feet, n divine and
glorious machinery for usefulness and
work, so often making missteps, so
often going in the wrong direction.
God knowing every step, the patriarch
saying, ""Thou settest a print on the
heels of my feet,” Crimes of the hand,
crimes of the tongue, crimes of the eye,
crimes of the ear not worse than crimes
of the foot. Oh, we want the wings of
humility 1o cover the feet. Ought we
not to go into self-abnegation before
the all-searching, all-scrutinizing, all-
trying eye of God? The seraphs do.
How much more we? “With twain he
covered the feet,” “ ~

All this talk about the dignity of
uman pature |s braggadoclo and sin.
r pature started at the hand of God
regal, but it has bheen pauperized.
There Ig a well in Belgium which once
had very pure water, and |t was stoutly
masoned with stone and brick; but
that well afterward became the center
of the battle of Waterloo. At the open-
ing of the battle the soldiers with tielr
sabers compelled the gardener, WillTam
Von Kylsom, to draw waler out of the
well for them, and It was very pure
water. But the battle raged, and three
hundred dead and half dead were flung
Into the well for quick and easy burlal;
80 that the well of refreshment be-
came the well of death, and long after,
people looked down into the well and
they saw the bleached skulls but no
water., 8o the human soul was a well
of good, but the armies of sin bave
fought around it, and fought across it
and been slain, and it has become a
well of skeletons, Dead hopes, dead
resolutions, dead opportunities, dead
ambitions. An abandoned well unless
Christ shall reopen and purify and fill
it as the well of Belgium never was.

God.™ | 1

' fingere,
None of us could en-
| You say 11 i» five hand-breadths, or it

ght :ph  cannot lock ana
bashed upon him. Involuntarily the
wings come np. “With twaln he cov-
ered his face™ ® ¢ @

As you tuke a pinch of salt or powder
between your thumb and two fingers,
s0 Isajlal Indicates God takes up the
earth. He measures the dust of the
earth, the original there indicating that
God takes all the dust of all the con-
tinen's betwern the thomb and twe
You wrap around your band
n blue ribbon five times, ten fimes.

| I* ten hand-treadihe. So indicates the

| prophet Gl winds the blue ribbon of

{the sky sround his hand, “"He meteth
out the heavens with a span” You
know thut balunces are made of & beam
| #uspended in the middle with two ba-
| #ins &t the extremity of equal heft, In
| that way what! & vast heft has been
lweixhni But what are all the bal-
(ances of earthly manipulation com-
| pared with the balances that lsalah
| saw suspended when he saw God put-
tiug into the scales the Alps and the
| Appenines and Mount Washington sad
{the Sierre Nevadas. You see the earth
| had t¢ be ballasted. It would not do
to have too much weight in BEurope, or
too puch w?bl in Asla, or too much
weight in Africa, or In America; so
when God made the mountains he
weighed them, The Bible distinetly
says #0. (lod knows the weight of the
great runges that cross the continents,
the tons, the pounds avolrdupois, the
ounces, the grains, the millegrammes
~=juet how much they weighed then.
and just how much they weigh now,

and the bille in a balance.”

See that eagle in the mountain nest,
It looks se sick, so ragged-feathered,
60 worn-ont and so half asleep. Is
that eagle dying? No. The ornithol-
oglet will tell you It is the moulting
seagon with that bird. Not dying, but
moulting. Yeu see that Christian sick
and weary apnd worn-out and seeming
about to expire on what is called his
death-bed. The world says he Is dy-
ing. 1 say it Is the moulting season
for bie soul—the body dropping away,
the celestlal pinions coming on. Not
dylng, but moulting. Moulting out of’
darkness and sin and struggle into
glory and ioto God, Why do you not
shout? Why do you sit shivering at
the thought of death and trying to bold

Unclean, unclean,

Another seraphic posture in the text:
“With twain be covered the face.”
That means reverence Godward, Never
80 much firreverence abroad In the
world ag to-day. You see it in the de-
faced statuary, In the cuiting out of
figures from fine paintings, in the chip-
ping of monuments for a memento, In
the fact that military guard must
stand at the grave of Lincoln and Gar-
fleld, and that old shade trees must be
cut down for firewood, though fifty
George P. Morrises beg the woodmen
to spare the tree, and that calls a corpse
a cadaver, and that speaks of death as
going over to the majority, and sub-
stitutes for the reverent terms father
and mother, “the old man” and “the
old woman,” and finds nothing Im-
pressive in the ruins of Baalbec or the
columns of Karnac, and sees no differ-
ence in the SBabbath from other days
except it allows more dissipation, and
reads the Bible In what Is called higher
eritielsm, making it not the Word of
God but a good book with some fine
things in it
much abroad. How many take the name
of God in vain, how many trivial things
gaid about the Almighty. Not willing
to have God in the world, they roll up
an idea of sentimentality and human-
itarianism and Impudence and imbecil-
ity, and ecall it God, No wings of rever-
ence over the face, no taking off of
shoes on holy ground. You can tell
from the way they talk they could have
made a better world than this, and

that the God of the Bible shocks every |

sense of propriety. They talk of the
love of God In a way that shows you
they belleve it does not make any dif-
ference how bad a man s here, he
will come in at the shining gate. They
talk of the love of God in a way
which shows vou they think It
is a general jail delivery for all the
abandoned and the scoundrelly of the
universe. No punishment hereafter for
any wrong done here,

The Bible gives two descriptions of
God, and they are just opposite, and
they are both true. In one place the
Bible says God Is love. In another
place the Bible says God is a consum-
ing fire, The explanation is plain as
plain can be. God through Christ is
love. God out of Christ is fire. To
win the one and to escape the other
we have only to throw ourselves body,
mind and soul into Christ's keeping.
“No," says Irreverence, “1 want no
atonement, | want no pardon, 1 want
no intervention: 1 will go up and face
God, and | will challenge him, and |
will defy him, and | will ask him
what he wants to do with me” 8o
the fAnite confronis the infinite, 50 a
tack hammer tries to break a thunder.
bolt. #0 the breath of human nostrils
defies the everlasting God, while the
hierarchs of heaven bow the head and
bend the knee s the King's chariot
goes by, and the archange! turns away
because he cannol endure the spleador,
and the chorus of all the empires of

heaven comes in with full  diapason,
“Huoly, holy, haly!*

Reverence for sham, reversnee for
the ald merely booause it s ald, rever.
onee far stupldity, however learned,
revereiee for Incapacily hawever fne-
Iy inauguraied, | have pnone  Bul we
want mare peverenee for Ged, more

Ysrhee for the sactamenis, more |

reversiee for the Wible, morm prever-
elee fur the puie, mare reversioe for
ihe ol Hevervios o charoieristle
of all great walures You hear it in
the roll of ihe Wwasior orgtories. You
sew Wi the Naphaels and Tilans and
Ohiriandatos  You atudy 1 I the ars
ehitectinie of the Aholiabs and Christe
pher Wrsas Do mol be Rippant about |
God, e st ke about death. !
nol make fun of the Bible Do not des |
ride the Biermal. The hrighiest and
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Irreverence never so |

back and wishing you could stay here
forever, and speak of departure as
though the subject were filled with
skelelons and the varmish of coffine,
and s# though you preferred lame foot
to swift wing?

O people of God, let us gtop playing
the fcol and prepare for rapturous
flight, When your soul stands on the
verge of this Jife, and there are vast
precipices  beneath, and sapphired .
domes above, which way will you fiy?
Wil you ewoop or will you soar? Wil
you fly dowi rd or will you fly up~
ward? BEverthing on the wing this
day bidding ng aspire, Holy 8pirit on
the wing. Angel of the New Covenant
on the wing. Time on the wing, flying
away from us. BEternity on the wing,
flying toward us. Wings, wings, wings!

Live #o near to Christ that when
you are dead, people standing by your
lifeless body will not sollloquize, say--
ing: “What a disappointment life was .
to him; how averse he was to depart-
ure: what a pity it was he had to die;
| what an awful ecalamity.”
gtanding there may they see a sign
more vivid on your still face than the
vestiges of palp, something that will
indicate that It was a happy exit—the
clearance {rom oppressive quarantine,
' the cast-off chrysalid, the moulting of
the faded and the uscless, and the as-
cent from malarial valleys to bright,
phinlng wmountain-tops, and be led teo
say, as they stand there contemplating
| your humility and your reverence in
| life, and your happiness in death:
“With twain he covered the feet, with:
twain he covered the face, with twalms
he did fly.” Wings!' Wings! Wings!

Brave Children. ﬂ
The Denver Republican quotes an
interesting story of childish heroism,
related by Mr. Spearman, attorney for

clalms, o taking such testimony, he
says, | frequently hear interesting stor-
fes concerniug early frontier life. 1 re-
member oue case in particular, one of
the most remarkable exhibitions of
courage in an eight-year-old boy that
1 have ever heard of, It occurred near
the town of Beaver, In Utah. A ranch
was attacked by Indians, and A man
who was visiting the ranchman w
killed, and for & while It seemed as
the whole party, wife and ehildren:
would full & prey to the savages. The
house wis surrounded by the Indlans,
and the people within defended -
selves us best they could; but
ranchman. watching his opportunity,
lowered his little boy and his daughter,
who was but twelve years of age, from
the back window and told them to try
and make their way to the canon  and
follow B dowi o Heaver, where they
could obtain help. The childrem sue~
eeeded 0 reaching the canom unob-
served. wnd with presence

bravery whioh | think "m‘
a child of thal sxe, the boy told
sister 1o follew one side of the
s b would follow the other,
that in cese the Indians should
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Lone of tham the other might et
[ Oharrved The childien got sately
| Beave wher & parly wd

Whish hastened 10 the resene of the

beaioged AL |h~m of
Inw e zmmmmg
e e e heuse Al missing

voloes. (he winrt savages
(hal they hadl gune anid endesvored 1o
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