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o sald,

~ one of my oldest comrades!

. due to his own exertions.
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CHAPTER X.
HE beer being
done, the Doctor
chafed bitterly
while Jean-Marie
finished his cakes.
“I burn to he
gone,” he sald,
looking at his
wateh. “Good God!
how glow you eat!”
And yet to eat
slowly was his
own particular prescription, the main
eecret of longevity!

His martyrdom, however, reached an
end at last; the pair resumed their
places in the buggy, and Desprez, lean-
ing luxuriously back, announced his
intention of proceeding to Fontalne-
bleau.

“To Fontainebleau?” repeated Jean-
Marte.

“My words are always measured,’™

said the doctor, “On!”
3 The doctor was driven through the
' glades of paradise; the air, the light,

__the shining leaves, the very movement

{ of the vehicle, seemed to fall in tune
with his goldén meditations; with his
head thrown back, he dreamed a se-

_ rles of sunny vigions, ale and pleasure

_ dancing in his veing. At last he

- spoke,

. “I ghall telegraph for Casimir,” he

. “Good Casimir! a fellow of the
lower order of intelligence, Jean-
Marle, distinetly not creative, not poet-

" fc; and yet he will repay your study;

. hig fortune ls vast, and is entirely

He is the

very fellow to help us to dispose of

our trinkets, find us a suitable house
in Paris, and manage the details of
our installation, Admirable Casimir,

It was on
his advice, 1 may add, that 1 invested

 my little fortune in Turkish bonds;
when we have added these spoils of the
mediaeval church to be our stake in
the Mohammedan empire, little boy,

| we shall positively roll among doub-

" thee.

' loons, positively roll! Beautiful for-
est,” he cried, “farewell! Though
called to other scenes, I will not forget

Thy name {8 graven in my
heart, Under the influence of pros-
perity 1 become dithyrambie, Jean-Ma-
rie. Such is the impulse of the natural
primeval man. And I—well, I will not
gsoul; such was the constitution of
refuse the credit—I have preserved my
vouth like a virginity; another, who
should have led the same snoozing,
countrified existence for these years,

. another had become rusted, become
stereotyped; but I, I praige my happy

. constitution, retain the spring unbrok-

i en.

Fresh opulence and a new sphere

‘; of duties find me unabated in ardor

0

. rie—it may probably have

. and only more mature by knowledge.

" For this prospective change, Jean-Ma-

shocked
you. Tell me now, did it not strike
you as an inconsistency? Confess—it
is yseless’ to dissemble—it pained

© you?"'

“Yes,” said the boy.

©  “You see,” returned the doctor, with
sublime fatuity, “I read your thought!
Nor am I surprigsed—your education is
not yet complete; the higher duties of
men have not been yet presented to
you fully, A hint—till we have leisure
—must suffice. Now that I am once
more in possession of a modest com-

_petence; now that I have so long pre-
pared myself in silent meditation, it
becomes my superior duty to proceed
to Paris. My scientific training, my
undoubted command of language, mark
me out for the service of my country.
Modesty in such a case would be a
snare, If sin were a philosophleal ex-
pression, 1 should call it sinful. A man
must not deny his manifest abilities,
for that is to evade his obligations., I
must be up and doing: I must be no
skulker In life's battle.”

CHAPTER XI.

O HE rattled on

coplously greas

'" the jﬂ Iny

of his inconsisten-

¢y with  words;

while the bay lis-

tened silently, his

eyes fixed on the

horse, his mind

seething, It was

all lost eloguence,

no array of words

rould unsettle & bellal of Jean-Ma-

rie's; and he drove Inte u

flled with pity, horror, Indignation,
and despair.

In the town Joan-Marie was kept a

Mfixture on the driving-seat, to guard

he ireasure; while the dovtor, with

singular, sHghtly tpsy airiness of

ner, Buttered in and out of cales,

low when (hey set | ted encess 08 suvh & glurtous day
sgaln; the ahadonn of Lhe forest | he made & manial memorandum (0 bee | propared working drasings of his plas
he must ot & secund e, bee | gud will submit (hem
eoime the vietim of w deieiviious habd | af street «leaning

cntended acroes (he brand while |

ihe pone

‘most at the same mument

trating odor of the evening wood had
already arisen, like a cloud of incense,
from that broad fleld of tree-tops;
and even In the streets of the town,
where the air had been baked all day
between white walls, it came in whiffs
and pulses, like a distant music. Half-
way home, the last gold flicker van-
ished from a great oak upon the left;
and when they came forth beyond the
borders of “‘the wood, the plain was
already sunken in pearly grayness, and
a great, pale moon came swinging Bky-
ward through the filmy poplars.

The doctor sung, the doctor whistled,
the doctor talked. He spoke of the
woods, and the wars, and the deposi-
tion of dew: he brightened and bab-
bled of Paris; he soared Into cloudy
bombast on the glories of the politi-
cal arena. All was to be changed; as
the day departed, it took with it the
vestiges of an outworn existence, and
to-morrow’s sun was to inaugurate the
new, “Enough,” he erled, “O this life
of maceration!” His wife (still beau-
tiful, or he was sadly partial) were
to be.no longer buried; she should
now shine before soclety, Jean-Marie
would find the world at his feet; the
roads open to success, wealth, honor,
and posthumous renown. “And oh,
by the way,” sald he, “for God's sake
keep your tongue quiet! You are, of
courge, a very silent fellow; it is a
quality 1 gladly recognize in you—#l-
lence, golden silence! But this Is a
matter of gravity. No word must get
abroad; none but the good Caslmir
is to be trusted; we shall probably dis-
pose of the vessels in England.”

“But are they not even ours?’ the
boy sald, almost with a sob—Iit was
the only time he had spoken,

“Ours in this sense, that they are
nobody elge’s,” replied the doctor. "But
the state would have some claim, If
they were stolen, for Instance, we
gshomld be unable to demand their res-
titution: we ghould have no title; we
should be unable even to communicate
with the police. Such is the monstrous
condition of the law.* It is a mere in-

*Let it be go, for my tale!
stance of what remains to be done, of
the injustices that may yet be righted
by an ardent, active, and philosophi-
cal deputy.”

Jean-Marie put his faith in Madame
Desprez; and as they drove forward
down the road from Bourron, between
the rustling poplarg, he prayed in his
teeth, and whipped up the horse to
an unusual speed. Burely, as soon as
her character, and bring this waking
they arrived, madame would assert
nightmare to an end,

Their entrance into Gretz was her-
alded and accompanied by a most fu-
rious barking; all the dogs in the vil-
lJage scemed to smell the treasure in
the noddy. But there was no one on
the street, save three lounging land-
scape painters at Tentalllon’s door.
Jean-Marie opened the green gate and
led in the horse and carriage; and al-
Madame
Desprez came to the kitchen threshold
with a lighted lantern; for the moon
was not yet high enough to clear the
garden walls.

“(lose the gates, Jean-Marle!” cried
the doctor, somewhat unsteadily alight-"
ing. "Anastasie, where is Aline?”

“She has gone to Montereau to see
her parents,” sald madame,

“Here, quick, come near tqQ me; I
don't wish to speak too loud!" he con-
tinued. “Darling, we are wealthy!"

“Wealthy!"” repeated the wife.

“l have found the treasure of Fran-
chard,” replied her husband. “See,
here are the first fruits; a pineapple,
a dress for my ever-beautiful—it will
sult her—trust a husband’s, trust a lov-
er's taste! Embrace me darling! This
grimy episode Is over; the butterfly
unfolds its painted wings. To-morrow
Casimir will come; In a week we may
be in Paris—happy at last! You shall
have diamonds. Jean-Marle, take it
out of the boot, with religious care,
and bring it plece by plece into the
dining-room. We shall have plate at
table! Darling, hasten and prepare
this turtle; It will be a whet—it will
be an addition to our meagre ordinary,
I myself will proceed to the cellar. We
shall have a bottle of that little Heau-
Jolais you like, and finish with the
Hermitage; there are still three botlles
left. Worthy wine for a worthy oe-
caslon.”

“The turtle, my adored, the turtle!”
eried the doctor: and he pushed her
toward the kitchen, lantern and all

Jean-Marie stood dumbfounded. He
had pletured to himsell o different
scene & more lmmediate protest. and
his hope began to dwindle on the

pot.

CHAPFTER XU
HE  doctor was
everywhere, a little
doubiivl on his
legs, perhaps, and
now and then tak
ng the wall with
hbs shonilider | far W
was long since e
had tastod absiuibe.
sl he was then
reflociing ‘hat he

absinibhe had bheen |

& misconespiion  Not that he regiel

walw

Lul | remaval of the snaw

1t. He had hir wine ont of the cellar
in a twinkling; he arranged the sacri-
ficial vessels, some on the white table-
cloth, some on the sideboard, still
crusted with historie earth. He was
in and out of the kitchen, plying Anas-
tasie with vermouth, heating her with
glimpses of the future, estimating their
new wealth at ever larger figures; and
before they sat down to supper, the
lady's virtue had melted in the fire of
his enthusiasm, her timidity had dis-
appeared; she, too, had begun to speak
disparagingly of the life at Gretz; and
as ghe took her place and helped the
soup, her-eyes shone with the glitter
of prospective diamonds,

All through the meal, she and the
doctor made and unmade fairy plans.
They bobbed and bowed and pledged
each other, Thelr faces ran over
with smiles; their eyes scattered spark-
les, as they projected the doctor's po-
litical honors and the lady's drawing
room ovations,

“But you will not be a Red!” erled
Anastasie.

“I am Left Centre to the core,’”” re-
plied the doctor.

“Madame Castein will present us
we shall find ourselves forgotten,” sald
the lady.

“Never,” protested the doctor,
“Beauty and talent leave a mark."”

“1 have positively forgotten how to
dress,” she sighed,

“Darling, you make me blush,” eried
be. “Yours has been a tragic mar-
riage!"” -

“But your success—io see you ap-
preciated, honored, your name In all
the papers, that will be more than
pleasure—it will be heaven!” she
eried.

“And once a week,” sald the doctor,
archly seanning the syllables, “once
a week—one good little game of bac-
carat?”

“Only once a week?" she questioned,
threatening him with a finger,

“] gwear it by my political honor,"
eried he,

“1 spoil you,” she smald, and gave
him her hand.

He covered It with kisses,

Jean-Marle escapes into the night.
The moon swung high over Gretz. He
went down to the garden end and sat
on the jetty. The river ran by with
eddies of olly silver, and a low, monot-
onous song. Faint vells of mist moved
among the poplars on the farther side,
The reeds were quletly nodding, A
hundred times already had the boy
gat, on such a night, and watched the
gtreaming river with untroubled fan-
cy. And this perhaps was to be the
lagt,. He was to leave this familiar
hamlet, this green, rustling country,
this bright and quiet stream; he was
to pass into the great city; and his
dear lady mistress was to move bedi-
zened into saloons; his good, garru-,
lous, kind-hearted master to become a
brawling deputy; and both be lost
forever to Jean-Marle and their better
gelves. He knew his own defects; he4
knew he must sink into less and less
consideration in the turmoil of a city
life; sink more and more from the
child into the servant. And he began
dimly to believe the doctor's prophe-
sies of evil, He could see a change In
both. His generous incredulity falled
him for this once; a child must have
perceived that the Hermitage had com-
pleted what the absinthe had begun.
If this were the first day, what would
be the last? “If necessary, wreck the
train,” thought he, remembering the
doctor's parable. He looked round on
the delightful scene; he drank deep
of the charmed night air, laden with
the scent of hay. “If necessary, wreck
the train,” he repeated. And he rose
and returned to the house,

TO B CONTINUEID, Y

TO MELT SNOW.

A Simple Scheme to Clean the Numer-
ous Streets of Large Cities.

Among thoge who have given consid.
erable thought to the problem of
quickly and efliciently disposing of
the snow which falis on the streets of
the city, and which the bureau of street
cleaning 18 frequently unable to force
street cleaning contractors to remove
as rapidly and thoroughly as it should
be removed, is Robert G. Mueller, an
engineer and architect in the office of
Otto C. Wolf, at Broad and Arch streets,
says the Philadelphia Inquirer. Mr.
Mueller's plan involves the turning of
the accumulated snow Into waler,
which afterward runs off through the
gutters into sewers, “This can be
done,” sald Mr, Mueller, “both cheaply
and successfully, In melting the snow
I would wuse electricity wupon such
streets as have trolley lines running
upon them. On other thoroughfares
stoam would be used. After the sweep-
ers and snow plows have thrown the
snow into a long pile between the
tracks and the curb laborers could
thro it into earts, which would haul it
to the nearest corper, Here | would
have the melting machine. It would
be In the form of & radiator, say ® by 3
feet, on wheels. A wire conpecis it
with the trolley wire. The heat gen-
erated by the eleciric current will melt
the snow as rapidly as it can be hauled
up and thrown on the melilng machine,
The water runs out through a pipe st
one corner of the machine (nto the gut.
Ler oF sewer apening

| have caloulated that with sis men
and carts all of the show o & sjuare
like any of those an Market streel b
tween the oy hall and the river can
be gathered up and meltod in hall an
hour

Mr. Musllvr sslimalos Lhe vomi of
each wmachine al nel more than 50
The electrivity. he thinks, the traction
vompany woubl e silling o supply for
polhihg. a8 1 would derive an wqual
advaniage with the vty In the rapid
Mr Mueiler has

e the buiraw

[ TALMAGE'S SERMON. |

| been in sEuch constant touch with the

| "A QUEEN'S REIGCN™ LAST SUN-
DAY'S SUBJECT.

HBeatrice, Nebraska, from
the Bible Text, “"What Wit Thou
ueen Esther?' Esther, Chapter V.
Verse HIL-—Vigtoria Has Done Some
Good Things.

Vreached at

HIS questlion,

which was asked of

a queen thousands

of years ago, all

civilized nations

are this day asking

of Queen Victoria.

“What will thon

have of  honor, of

veward, or revoer-

ence, or service, of

nutional and Inter-
national acclamation? What wilt Ilwlf.
| the Queen of the pnineteenth century?”
The seven miles of procession through
the streets of London day after Lomors
row will be a small part of the con-
| gratulatory procession whose multi-
tudinous tramp will encircle the earth,
The - celebrative anthems that will
gound up from Westminster Abbey and
8t. Paul’s Cathedral 1n London will be
less than the vibration of one harp-
string as compared with the doxologles
which this hour roll up from all na-
tions in pralse tp God for the beautl-
ful life and the glorious reign of this
oldest Queen amid many centuries.
From five o'clock in the morning of
1537, when the Archbishop of Canter-
bury addressed the embarrassed and
weeping and almost affrighted girl of
clghteen years with the startling
words, “Your Majesty,” until this plx-
tieth anniversary of her enthronement,
the prayer of all good people on all
sides of the seag, whether that prayer
be offered by the three hundred mil-
liems of her subjects or the larger num-
ber of milliong who are not her sub-
jects, whether that prayer be solem-
nized in church, or rolled from great
orchestras, or poured forth by military
pands from forts and battlements and
in front of triumphant armies all
around the world, hag been and I8 now,
“God save the Queen!” Amid the in-
numerable columns that have been
printed in eulogy of this Queen at the
approaching anniversary — columns
which, put together, would be literally
miles long—it seems to me that the
chief cause of congratulation to her
and of pralse to God has not yet been
properly emphasized, and in many
cases the chlef key-note has not been
struck at all, We have been told over
and over agaln what has occurred In
the Victorian era. The mightieat
thing she has done has been almost
ignored, while ehe has been honored
by having her name attached to indi-
viduals and events for whom and for
which ghe had no responsibility. We
have put before us the names of potent
and grandly usgeful men and women
who have lived durlng her reign, but
1 do not suppose that she at all helpel
Thomas Carlyle in twisting his In-
volved and mighty satires, or helped
Disraell in Issuance of his eplgram-
matie wit, or helped Cardinal Newman
in .his crossing over from religion to
religion, or helped to inspire the en-
chanted sentiments of George Ellot and
Harriet Martineau and Mrs, Browning,
or helped to Invent any of George
Crulkshank's healthful cartoons, or
helped George Grey in founding a
British South African Empire, or
.kindled the patriotic fervor with whieh
John Bright stirred the masses, or had
anything to do with the invention of
the telephone or photograph, or the
building up of the science of bacteriol-
ogy, or the directing of the Roentgen
rays which have revolutionized sur-
gery, or helped in the inventions for
facilitating printing and railroading
and ocean voyaging. One is not to be
credited or discredited for the virtue
or the viee, the brilllance or the stu-
pidity, of his or her contemporaries.
While Queen Victoria has been the
friend of all art, all lNterature, all
gcience, all invention, all reform, her
reign will be most remembered for all
time and all eternity as the reign of
Christianity. Beginning with that
scene at five o'cleek In the morning, in
Kensington Palace, where she asked
the Archbishop of Canterbury to pray
for her, and they knelt down, imploring
Divine guldance, until this hour, not
only In the sublime Liturgy of her Ks-
tablished chureh but on all occaslons,
she has directly or indirectly declared,
“1 belleve in God the Father Almighty,
Maker of heaven and earth, and in
Jesus Christ, his only begotten Son.”
1 declare It, fearless of contradietion,
that the mightiest champlon of Chris-
tianky today Is the throne of England
The Queen's book, so mueh eritielsed
al the time of Its appearance, some
saying It was not skilfully done, and
pOme say thai the private afMuirs of

|
i
|

1372ieiE0
Ei:gi

:
_

3
5

toria.

I belleve that no throne since U
throne of David and the throne of Hez
ekiah and the throne of Esther has

throne of heaven as the throne of Vie-
From what | know of her hiabits,
she reads the DBible more than she
does Shakespeare. She admires the
bymns of Horatio Bonar more than
gshe does Byron's “Corsair.” She has
not knowingly admitted into her pres-
ence a corrupt man or dissolule wo-
man. To very distingulshed novelists
and very celebrated prima donnas she
has declined reception because they
were immoral. All the coming centur-
ies of time cannot revoke the advant-
ages of having had sixty years of Chris-
tian womanhood enthroned In the
palaces of England. Compare her
¢ourt surroundings with what were
the court surroundings in the time of
Henry VIM,, or what were the court
surroundings In the time of Napoleon,
in the time of Louls XVIL, In the tiue
of men and women . .whos? names may
pot be mentioned in decent soclety.
Alas! for the revelries, and the worse
than Belshazzar feasts, and the more
than Herodian dances, and the scenes
from which the veil must not be lified,
You need, however, in order Lo appre-
clate the purity and virtuous splendor
of Vietoria's relgn to contrast it some-
what with the gehennas and the pan-
demoniums of many of the throne
rooms of the past and some throno
rooms of the present. 1 call the roll !
the queens of the earth, not that [
would have them comé up or coma
back, but that I may make them the
background of a picture in which I
can better present the present septenar-
jun, or goon to be an octogenarian, now
on the throns of England, her example
s0 thoroughly on the right side that
ali the scandal-mongers in all the na-
tions in six decades have not been able
to manufacture an evil suspicion in re-
gard to her that could be made to
stick: Marla of Portugal, Isabella and
Eleanor and Joanna of Bpain, Catha-
rine of Russia, Mary of Scotland, Marla
Tersen of Germany, Marle Antolnetie
of France, and all the queens of Eng-
land, as Mrs. Strickland has put them
befors us in her charming twelve vol-
umes; and while some quern may sur-
pass our modern queen in learniug,
and another In attractiveness of fea-
ture, and another In gracefulness of
form, and another in romance of his-
tory, Victoria surpasses them dll in
cobility and grandeur and thorough-
negs of Christian character. 1 hall her!
the Christian daughter, the Christian
wife, the Christian mother, the Chrls-
tlan Queen! and let the Church of G
and all benign and graclous Institu-
tions the world over cry out, as they
come with music and bannered host,
and milllon-volced tuzza, and ihe bene-
dictions of easth and heaven, “"What
wilt thou, Queen Esther?”

But a8 all of us will be denled at-
tepdance on that sixtieth anniversary
coronotion, I invite you, not to the an-
niversary of a coronation, birt to a cor-
onation Itself—aye, to two coronations.
Brought up as we are, to love as no
other form of government that which
is republican and democratic, we, liv-
fng on this side of the sea, cannot 50
easily a8 those living on the other side
of the gea, appreciate the two corona-
tions to which all up and down the
Bible you and 1 are urgently invited,
Bome of you have such morbid ldeas
of religion that you think of it as go-
ing down into a dark cellar, or out on
a Larren commons, or as a fageilation;
when, so far from a dark celler, it is
a palace, and instead of a barren com-
mons it 18 a garden, atoss with the
brightest fountains that were ever rain-
bowed, and instead of flagellation it is
coronation, but a coronation utterly
eclipsing the one whose sixtieth anni-
versary |8 now being celebrated. It
was a great day when David, the littla
king who was large enough to thrash
Goliath, took the crown at Rabbah-—
& crown weighing a talent of gold and
encireled with precious stones—and the
people shouted, “Long live the king!"
It was a great day when Petrarch, sur-
rounded by twelve patriclan youths
clothed in scarlet, recelved from a sen-
ator the laurel crown, and the people
shouted, “Long live the poet!" It was
a great day when Mark Antony put
upon Caesar the mightiest tiara of ajl
earth, and in honor of divine authority
Caesar bad it placed afterward on the
head of the statue of Jupiter Olympus.
It was a great day when the greatest
of Frenchmen took the diadem of
Charlemagne and put it on his own
brow. It was a great day when, about
an eighth of a mile from the gate ci
Jerusalem, under a sky pallid with
thickest darkness, and on a mountain
trammeled of sarthquake, and the alr
on fire with the blasphemies of a mob,

lose his equilibrium, but when that old
misslonary, with crooked back and la-
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lhieaven,

porent Holy Spirit and a tricogphess
I offer each one a crown fox

the asking. Crowns! Crowns! o

to get the crown? The way Victoria

got her erown, on her knees. Alhomgi
eight duchesses and marquises, =il =

cloth of silver, carried her traim, s

the windows and arches and rool «f

the Abbey ghook with the Te Dewmm o

the organ In full diapason, she had t

kneel, she had to come down. Te gt

the crown of pardon and etermal Wbe.

you will have to koneel, you will hewe

to come down. Yea' History mass

that at her coronation not omly e

entire assembly wept with profeomsd

emotlon, but Victoria was in tesrs. 8o
you will have to have your dry eyes.

moistened with tears, In your case

tears of repentance, tears of joy, temrs

of coronation, and you will feel Nilke

crying out with Jeremiah, *“Oh, thes

my head were waters and mise eyes

fountaing of tears.” Yes, she wan duwr-

ing the ceremony seated for awhile on

o lowly stone called the Lis Fadl

which, as I remember it, as ¥ Jswwe

seen it again and agaln, was rough andl

not a foot high, a lowly and lwide:

place in which to be seated, and  pon

are to be crowned king or gueess 2o -
God forever, you must be sealed o e

Lia Fall of profound humiliztion &5~

ter all that, she was ready foo -
throne, and let me say that God ks st
golng to leave your exaltatiom BaF

done, There are thrones as well =

crowns awalting you. St. John slosm-

ed, "I saw thrones!'‘.and agaiw e
sgald, “They shall reign . forever am

ever.” Thrones! Thrones! Get mesdls

for the coronation. But I invite e
not only to your own coronstiom. Sas

to a mightler and the mightlest S
all the ages of time no one evesr Rusil

such a hard time as Christ wiile e
was on earth, Brambles for his Beowes,
expectoration for his cheek, whips Sou-
his back, spears for his side, spilens
for his feet, contumely for bis mesne,

and even In our time, how many sy
he is no Christ at all, and there s
tens of thousands of hands tryimg %o
push him back and keep bimy dowm.

But, oh! the human and satanié bago-
tency! Can a spider stop an albeteses™
Can the hole which the toy shovel of
@ child digs In the sand at Cape May
gwallow the Atlantic? Can the hrestis
of o summer fan drive back the Modi-
terranean euroclydon? Yes, whes &l
the combined forces of earth and kel
can keep Christ from ascendimg thw
throne of universal dominlon. TRl
the Psalmist foresaw that coromstion,
and cried out In regard to the Messiaity,
“UUpon himself shall his erows Sewse-
jsh.” From the cave of black basaiz
8t, John foresaw it, and cried, “On Rs
head were many crowns.” Now do o
miss the beauty of that figure. Fheow
is no room on any head for more them
one crown of sllver, gold or dizmendl.
Then what does &e Book mean when.
it says, “On his head were oy
crowns?’ Well, it means twisted sud
enwreathed flowers. To prepure =
crown for your child and make Weer
the “Queen of the May,” you wigin
take the white flowers out of ene pay—
terre, and the crimson flowers oot ol
another parterre, and the blue Sowsrs
out of another parterre, and the gk
flowers out of another parterre, smad
gracefully and skillfully work tiwese
four or flve crowns Into oné crowm
beauty. Bo all the splendors of et
and heaven are to be enwreathed Imso
one coronal for our Lord's forehesd —
one blazing glory, one dazzling befghe-
ness, one overpowéring j e
down flashing, up-rolling, out spresd-
Ing magnificence—idnd 50 on his head?
shall be many crowns, o

He Was Alive. “

The grenadiers of the famous *08N
Guard” will never be forgottem Sm
France as long as the memory of brmsw
men shall live in the natignal Besxq
But some of them, at least, were as
bright as they were brave, #s the foil-
lowing trustworthy anecdote bears wic—
ness: One flne morning, after pemss -
had been concluded Dbetween Frames:
and Russia, the two emperors, Napof-
eon and Alexander, were taking x alosn
walk, arm in arm, around the palses
park at Erfurt. As they approsches)
the sentinel, who stood at the foot off
the grand staircase, the man, who ws.
a grenadier of the guard, presemted
arms. The emperor of France turmesd
and pointing with pride to the gress.
sear that divided the grenadier’s lsew,
sald:

“What do you think, my hrother, «ff
goldiers who can survive such wounds
as that?"

“And you," answered Alexandex.
“what do you think of soldiers thes
can inflict them?"

Without stirring an ineh from hie
position, or changing the expressbes of
his face in the least, the stern old gres.
adler himself replied gravely:

“I'he man who did it s dead.™

e tiel the el

Hanks are so well  able to pretesw’

themselves that most readers wild
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