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INTEANAYIONAL
CHAPTER VI—(Continued.)

“The devil take those fellows,” Diek
was saying to himself at that mo-
merg, as he drove along. *“They have
either got a clue or they've turned
suspiclous. Snooks the other day and
laurence now. I shall have to make
up my mind to scraw things up to a
climax."”

But he had not now muech fear that
the climax would be a disagreeable |
one for him; and ha drove along over
the muddy roads as gayly as ever he |

you gs in wifnour asking Mise Dores
thy—i—"

“Do you know,” asked David, with
exasperating calmness, “that [ am
Miss Dimsdale’'s sole executor? No, I
thought not. Then you will understand
now, perhaps, that it is necessary that
I should see her—to find out her
wishes with regard to the funeral for
one thing, and to give her anthority to

| have her bleck frocks made for an-

other;” and then, poor Barbara hav-

ASSOCIATION.

“Mizs Dimsdale,
me, Dick Harris?"

For a moment there was a death-
like sllence, then the dying woman
muttered, *Dorothy—girl—alone.”

“You are troubling about Dorothy,

don't you know

"

have something to tell you about |
Dorothy, Can you hear me? Cannot
you make me some sign that you hear
me? Can you move your hand?” |

| - But no, the hand remained perfectly |

still, still and cold, as If it were dead |

h e sweet Sep- | already,
i:u(:b;lro“!:,e:;;:‘:::: th Yet when he | “Can you make me no sign that _\m;: I
drew up In front of the Hall jt | bear me?” Dick urged, ‘[ must te ’

struck him that there was something |
strange about the place, For one
thing, the usual neat and well-kept:}
gravel was eut up, and in one place
the low box-hedge which skirted thei
now empty flower beds was cut and
crushed as ff a careless driver bad
driven over it.

He was not long left in doubt., OIld
Adam eame to take his horse and led
lim off to the stable, shaking his head
with ominous sadness, and muttering
something indistinetly about a bad |
job; and then Barbara opened the
door with scared, white face, and quiv- |
ering lips which could not command |
themselves sufficiently to  tell him |
anything,

“Good God, what is it?" exclaimed |
Dick; Iis thoughts flying stralghtway |
to Dorothy. |

But it was not Dorothy, for in two |
minutes she came running into the
room, tried to speak, and then, scared
and trembling and sobbing, she found
herself somehow or other in his arms.

Dick was almost beside himself with
anxiety, but he soothed her tenderly, |
and patted her shoulder with a gentle, |
““I'here, there, darling, don't ery like |
that. What is it, dear? Tell me,”’

But for a little time Dorothy sim-
ply could not tell him. *I've been
longing for you to come,” she sald
at last, Oh, poor Auntie! and she is
a!l I have in the world—in the world.”

“But is she {11?" asked he. “Remem-
ber that I know nothing.”

“But you got my telegram,” - she
said, ceasing her sobs to look at him.

“Your telegram? No! What tele-
gram?”

“l sent one early this morning to
you at Colehesgter,” she answered—
“*To R. Harris, 40th Dragoons, Col-
chester” Waz not that direction
enough?"

“Well, scarcely,” sald Dick,
smiling at his own knowledge.
about your aunt—is she ill?”

Dorothy's tears broke out afresh.
“She i dying—dying,' she sobbed.
“The doctor says there is no hope—no
hope whatever.”

“But tell me all about it,” he urged.
“What is the matter with her? She

half
“But

was all right yesterday afternoon e =
when 1 left. It must have been very -///,.;,,/»/'///"’/,{,//
suddden, Was it a fit?" T
“Paralysis,”” answered Dorothy G

rofully, “We were just going to DO YOU KNOW ME?
bed, and Auntie got up, and all at
onge she sald, ‘I feel so strange, Dor- | an, almost clearly now. “My dear,
othy; fetch Barbara; and when 1 |8ood child. [ am quite happy.”
camic back n minute afterward she | There was a moment's silence,

had slipped down on the floor by
the sofa there and could hardly speak.
We put a pillow under her head, and
got Adam up, and Adam drove into
Dovercourt and brought the doctor out
as fast as he could; but Auntie did
not know him at all. And as soon as
he came in, Barbara and I knew it
was all over with her, for he shook
his head. and said, ‘We had better get
her to bed, Oh, no, it won't disturb

her, she feels nothing.' But she did ICK  staved at
feal something,” Dorothy added, “for )] Graveleigh Hall
when we were undressing her she until the end came,
spoke several times, and always the after  which  he
same, ‘My poor little girl--Dorothy — bade Dorothy go to

all alone,” and here, poor c¢hild, she
broke down again, sobbing over her
swn desolation, "1 begged and prayed
her not to worry about me, but it was
no good. Dr. Stanley sald she eouldn’t
hear me, and so she Kept on all night,
‘My poor Mttle girl—all alone.""”

For some minutes Dick sald never o
word. “Dorothy,” he sald at last, “1
should like to see her, Where is she?”

“In her own bed,” sald Dorothy won-
deringly.

“Then take me up there. Porhaps
siic will understand we if 1 tell her
suomething.”

S0 Dorothy took him up to the large
darkened room where the mistress of
the house lay dying. Barbara, filled
with grief and dismay, rat  Keeping
watch beside her, and she stared with
surprise to see Dorothy come in, fol-
jowed by the tall soldier, who en-
tered with a soft tread and went up
to the bed, where he stood for a mo-

*ment watching the dying woman, and
listening to the lncabherent, mumbling
words that fell from her lips. “Daor-
othy—little girl no  one- alone—
ah!=" and then a long sigh, enough
to broak the hearts that heard it

“Just pull up that blind for & min-
wte, Barbara,” sald Dick 1o the weep
ing woman, “1 wagl 1o speak la your
mistress, and | can't 1ol whether she
will understand me wnloss | can wwe

| you?"

M will make
about {

yvou this about Dorothy.
you qu
her.”

Still she did not move or speak, but
after a moment or so her eyes slowly
opened and she looked at him, |

“| see that you hear me and |
know me,” sald Dick. “You are|
troubling (o know what will happen |
to Dorothy If you should die in lhlsil
Hinees. Is that it?"

“Yes,” She had managed to speak
intelligibly at last, and Dick pressed
the cold, nerveless hand still covered
by his own,

“I want to marry Dorcthy at once’
he #ald very clearly and gently. *“I
should have asked you soon in ml?!
case. But you will be quite satisfted to ;
know that ghe is safe with me, won't |

ite easy In your mind

There was another silence; then the
poor tied tongue tried to speak, tried
agaln, and at last mumbled something
which the three listeners knew Wwas,
“Bless you,”

“Auntle, auntle,” sobbed Dorothy, in
an agony, “say one word (o me—to
me and poor Barbara, do.”

The dying eyes turned toward the
faithful servant, and a flickering smile
passed across the worn, gray face,
“Old friends,” she said more clear-
ly than she had yet spoken, “Very
happy,” and the eyes turned toward
Dick.

“Auntie!" eried Dorothy.
“My litte girl,” eaid the dying wom-

-l

broken only by the girl's wild sobs,
and when Dick looked up again, the
gray shadows had fallen over the
worn face, and he knew that her mind
was at rest now.

And in the quiet watches of that
night Marion Dimsdale passed quietly
away, just as the tide turned backward
to the great North Sea,

CHAPTER VII,

dbed; and he put
é his horse in and
drove back to Col-
chester, which he
reached in time for
the day's duty, be-
ing orderly officer

for the day.
*] must stay in the barracks all to-

morrow, darling; 1 am ou duty,” he
explained to her; “but I'li get leave the
pext day and come out heece in the
morning.  Meanwhile, will you and
Parbara say nothing of the engage-
ment between us?—1 want to have a
long talk to you before any one else
knows a single word”

And Dorothy, of course. promised,

sald Dick, slowly and clearly, “and 1|

| with us,
| good dea]l mixed up with me in busi-
ness matters, and I believe she wished |

Ing shrunk away scared and trembling
from this new and strange David
Stevenson, whom she did not seem to
know at all, he went stralght to the
drawing-room, going in and shutting
the door behind him.

Dorothy jumped up with a ery al-
most of alarm when she saw who had
thus entered, *“There,” said he, cold-
¥, motioning her back to her echalr,
“don't be afraid; I shall not hurt you,"”
and then he got himself a chale nnd
eet it a little way from hers,

“l was obliged to come and ses you
at once, Dorothy,” he sald, in a cold
and formal way, “because your poor
aunt made me the sole executor under
her will., But first let me say how
very, very sorry I am that 1 have to
come like this. 1 have known Miss
Dimsdale all my life, and loved her al-
ways."

Dorothy had softened a little at this,
and before he had ended his sentence
began to ery piteously, David Steven-
don went on:

“I don’t want to speak about the

| reason why she left me in charge of

everything,” he sald—“at least, not
just now. Of course, she thought that
everything would be very different
And then, too, she was &

that the outside world should know as
little of her affairs as possible. Now,
Dorothy, it shall be as yon wish; 1
will either simply hear your wishes
about the funeral and the mourning
and all that, and tell you hovwi your af-
fairs stand by-and-by, or 1 will tell
you now, whichever vou like."”

“I would rather know the
now,” said Dorothy, in a

worst

her.

“Then I will ted yon,” said he, In a
strained tone; "and first I mest ask
you, did Miss Dimsdale ever tell you
that she had great losses during the
past two years?"

“Losses!” eried Dorothy, with open
eyes. “No; I don't know what you
mean,”

terrible losses of money, and—and, to
cut a long story short, Dorothy, I ad-
vanced her several large sums on—on
the gecurity of this property.”

“Then this—go on,” said Dorothy,

both thought that everything would
be different between you and me, and,
in faet, that I was but advancing
money to you. We thought that the
world—our little world here, I mean—
would never know anything about it,
and she was obliged to sell the Hall
to somebody. I gave her more for it
than anybody else in the world would
have done, becanse—weil, because I
wished to oblige her, and to help her
over this difficulty. On no account
would [ have disturbed her here or
have taken a farthing of rent from her,
if she had lived to be ninety.”
“Then this iz your hiuse?" Dorothy
asked,

“It i8,” he answered, guietly,

“But Auntie had a very large ane
nuity,” he exclaimed.

(To be continued.)

COMPLETION OF THE BIBLE.

Generally Belleved to Have Beea Reached
About A. . 130,

Scholars differ in opinion as to the

date at which the books now found in

the New Testament were eompleted,

probable that this was accomplished
not later than 120, Many centuries
have passed gince the formation of the
old testament, but the new was all
written within a single hundred years,
The decision as Lo which books should
be received into the new canon was
not so quickly reached, for the earlivst
fathers of the church freguently quote
from other gospels, such as one “ac-
cording Lo the Egyptians,” or “accord-
ing to the Hebrews," und the Syrian
church necepted some books not re-
eelved by that of North America, or
the western church  and  viee versa.
There is o legend that at the first ecum-
enieal connell of Nilenea, 325, copies of
the Christlan literature then currvent
wore lald beneath the altar and the
genuine books leaped out of the maos
and ranged themselves on the alta=
1t probably contains a germ of the truth

that mt this convocation it was de-
clided this the books now recelved

and Barbara promised too, belleving
nothing about marrying and giving in
the house lay cold and silll within it

news spread quickly  through the
| neighborhood, and every few minules
Inguirers came (o the door to hear the

for Dorothy
time Dorothy had dragged herself out
of bl wnd was sitting miserably be
slde the drawing-room fAre,  David
Nevenson roxde along the avenus an.
told Mactara that he wanivd (o see

” .nu Mise Iorothy
Then as Marbara drew up the biind “Misa Durethy s very poarly and
and It the fesble November daylight | Wpset, air” sald Barbara, who had o
pallid face lying so suile. | son of instinet that Dorsihy would

:ﬁmunnmmm
the nerveleas one iglug wpou 1he

=5

Dimadale.” e sald, do you
et

o o

But thore was 8o sign

§,

EE

i

rather not see (hls particulnr visiter

“You but | wmust see her all the
same.” i David, curtly. "Where b
sha 't

“In the draming-room, sir”  waM

Barbara. “But | doa't think | san et

It was a sad and wretched day. The |

detalls from Barbars and ask kindly |
And about noon by the |

were apostolle or written under apos-

quite that Mr. Harrls wished o say | tolle direction. and the others were

spurious Be that as It may the judg-

mariiage while the dear mistress of | ment of several generations of Chrise

tians eertalnly decided upan the value
of these books as distingulshed from

many others written at about that thmw |
| or later, and the counctl of Carthage

(49T) s wald to have fixed the canon.

The word “"canon” was first used by |
Ahanasius, in the fourth century, In
the sense of “acvepted” or “anthor-

] ed.” and Jerome and Augustine held

the present new tesiament as casanis
val
Sunt te Man s luieiligence.
dir Juhn Lubbovk tmaakes the remark.
abile statement that “when we conslds
of \he habiis af ants

@RIBAtion, Ihelr Large communition, | pond snd his former kindness becomes
l““ elaborate habitations el m$ rosgh reply when she sxpressss ansi
Wars, ARelr possesalon of domestie | gy about M Bl she goes Plght o8

| amimale, And even, In some cases, of
slaves, 10 most be admitted that thay
RAYe & Balr clalms o rank nesl 19 man
(' the sale of Intelligeaee.”

very low |
voice, She knew from his manner that |
he had no comforting news to tell |

“At that time Miss Dimsdale and I |

says the Review of Reviews, but it is |

thelr social or |

TALMAGE'S SERMON,

THE LAW OF SELF-SACRIFICE
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

From the Following Text, Heb, 9 :22:

great school of American poeis that
made the last quarter of this century
brilliant, asked me in the White moun-
tains, one morning after prayers, in
which 1 had given out Cowper's famous
hymn about “The Fountain Filled with
Blood,” “Do you really believe there is
a literal application of the blood of
Christ to the sonl?” My negative re-
ply then is my negative reply now.

The Bible statement agrees with all
| physiclans and all physiclogists, and
J all scientists, In saying that the blood
| Is the life, and in the Christian re-

ligion it means simply that Christ's

life was given for our life. Hence all
this talk of men who say the hihlu
r story of blood is disgusting, and that

they don’t want what they call a
“slaughter-house religlon,” only shows
thelr Incapacity or unwillingness
look through the figure of speech to-
ward the thing slgnified, The blood
that, on the darkest Friday the world
ever saw, oozed, or trickled, or poured
from the brow, and the side, and the
hands, and the feet of the [Hustrious
Sufferer, back of Jerusalem, in a few
' hours coagulated and dried up, and
| forever disappeared; and if man had
| depended on the application of the

literal blood of Christ, there would not
have been a soul saved for the last
cighteen centuries,

In order to understand this red word
of my text, we anly have Lo exercise
a8 much common sense in religlon as
we do in everything else. Pang for
pang, hunger for hunger, fatigue for
| fatigue, tear for tear, blood for blood,
| Iife for life, we gee every day illustrat-

ed, The act of substitution Is no nov-
| elty, although I hear men talk as
| though the {dea of Christ’s suffering
substituted for our suffering were
gomething abnormal, something dis-
tressingly odd, something wildly ec-
| ceptrie, a golitary episode in the
| world’s history; when I could take you
| out into this city and before sundown
| point you to five hundred cases of sub-
| stitution and voluntary suffering of one
| in behalf of another,

At 2 o'clock tomorrow afternoon go
i among the places of business or toll,
| It will be no difficult thing for you to
| find men who, by thelr Jooks, show you

prematurely old. They are hastening
rapldly toward thelr decease. They
| have gone through crises in business
that shattered their nervous system,
and pulled on the brain, They have a
shortness of breath, and a pain in the
| back of the head, and at night an In-
| somnia that alarms them. Why are
they drudging at business early and
late? For fun? No, it would be dif-
fieult to extract any amusement out of
that exhaustion. Because they are
avarieious? In many cases no. Be-
cause thelr own personal expenges are
lavish? No; a few hundred dollars
would meet all their wants. The sim-
ple fact is, the man is enduring all that
fatigue and exasperation, and wear and
tear, to keep his home prosperous,
There (s an Invisible line reaching
from that store. from that bank, from
that shop, from that scaTolding, to a
qluet scene a few blocks, a few miles
away, and there I8 the secret of that
business endurance. He is simply the
champion of a homestead, for which

cation, and prosperity, and in such bat-
tle ten thousand men fall. Of ten busi-
ness men whom [ bury, nine die of
pverwork for others. Some sudden
disease finds them with no power of
resigtance, and they are gone, Life for
lite. Blood for Blood. Substitution!
At 1 o'clock tomorrow morning, the
hour when slumber is most uninter-
rupted and profound, walk amid the
dwelling houses of the city. Here and
there you will find 5 dim light, because
it is the household custom to keep a
gubdued light burning; but most of the
housges from base to top are as dark as
though uninhabited. A merciful God
has sent forth the archangel o1 sleep,
and he puts his wings over the city.
But yonder is a clear light burning,
and outside on a window casement a
glass or pltcher coutaining food for a
slck child; the food is set in the fresh
alr. This Is the sixth night that
mother has sat up with that sufferer.
She has to the last point obeyed the
physiclan’s preseription, not giving o
drop too much or too little, or a mo-
ment too soon or too late, She is very
anxlous, for she has buried three chil-
dren with the same disesss, and she
prays and weeps, each prayer and sob
ending with a kiss of the jele cheek.
By dint of kindness she gets the little
one through the ordeal.  After it Is all
over, the mother Is tuken down. Brain
and nervous fever sets in, and one day
she leaves the convalescent child with
a mother's blesalng, and goes up 1o
join the three departed ones In the
kingdom of heaven Life for life. Sub.
! stitution! The fact Is that there are
| an uncounted number of mothers who,
after they have pavigated o large fam-
iy of children through all the dlsessen
{ of infaney, and go! them fairly started
up the Bowering slope of boyhomsd and
girihood, have only strength cnough
| It to die. They fade awa) Rome
call B consumption, sume call it pery
Gus prostration, some call 11 intermh

tent or malaiial indiaposition . ba |
call It manyidom of the Jdumestic eir
vle  Lite far it Wlossl for  Dhossl
s i

v perhaps & molher lingers long
ehough Lo see & son get un the wrong

aking carefully afier his apparel, e
membering bls soory Binthday  with
some wemeniv and »hen he la brought

Bomg wurn ool wiE Jissipatl'un, Burees

“Without Shedding of Blood There Is

No  Remlsston™ An Echo of War
Times— Pictures of Carnage.
John G. Whittier, the last of the

to

1aml ye visl ed me."”

he wins bread, and wardrobe, and edu- |

"him il he gets well and starts him
again, and hopes, and expects, and
prays, and counsels, and suffers, until
her strength glves out and she fails.
She is going., and attendants, bending
| over her pillow, ask her if she has any
message to leave, and she makes great
effort to say something, but out of
three or four minutes of indistinct ut-
terance they ean catch  but three
words: “My poor boy!"  The glmple
fact is she died for him. Life for life

| Substitotion!
About thirty-eight years ago there
went forth from our northern
southern homes hundreds of thousands
of men to do battle, All the poetry of
wir soon vanished, and left them no-
thing but the terrible prose. They
waded knee-deep In mud, They slept
in snow-banks, They marched till
| thelr cut feet tracked the earth. They
" were swindled out of the honest ra-
tions, and lived on meat not fit for a
dog. They had jaws fractured, and
eyves extinguished, and limbs shot
away. Thousands of them crled for
water as they lay on the fleld the nlght
after the battlo and got it not. They
were homesick, and recelved no mes-
gsage from their loved ones. They died
in barus, in bushes, in ditches, the buz-
zards of the summer heat the only at-
tendants on their obgequies., No one
but the infinite God who knows every-
thing, knows the ten-thousandth part
' of the length, and breadth, and depth,
and height of gngulsh of the northern
and southern battleields. Why did
these fathers leave thelr children and
go to the front, and why did these
young men, postponing the marriage-
day, start out into the probabilities =f
never coming back? For a principle
they died. Life for life. Blood for

bload. Substitution!
But we need not go so far. What is
that monument In the cemetery? It

{# to the doctors who fell In the south-
ern epldemics, Why go? Were there
not enongh sick to be attended (n these
northern latitudes? Oh, yes; but the
doctor puts a few medical books in his
vallse, and some vials of medicine, and
leaves his patlents here in the hands
of other physicians, and takes the rail-
train. Before he gets to the Infected
reglons he passes crowded rall-trains,
regular and extra, taking the flying and
affrighted populations, He arrives In
a city over which a great herror s
brooding. He goes from couch to
couch, feeling the pulse and studying
symptoms and prescribing day after
day, night after night, until a fellow-
physiclan says:  “Doctor, you had bet-
 ter go home and rest; you look mis-
“erable,” But he can not rest while so
many are suffering. On and on, untll
some morning finds him in a delirium,
in which he talks of home, and then

“I feared not. Well, she had several | that they are overworked. They are riges and says he must go and look

after thoge petients, He s told to e
down; but he fights his attendants un-
til he falls back, and Is weaker and
weaker, and Mes for people with whom
he had no k'aship, and far away from
his own fami', and |s hastily put away
in a stranger's tomb, and only the fifth |
part of a newspaper line tells us of his
| sacrifice—hls name just mentioned
among five. Yet he has touched the
furthest helght of sublimity in that
' three weeks of humanitarian service,
He goes stra'zht as an arrow to the
bosom of HI ~ who sald: “I was sick
Life for life.
Blood for blcod, Substitution! |

11 “hoe legal profession | gee the game
r'-= ule of self-gacrifi v In 1844,
Wililam Freoeman, a pouperized and
{dlotic negro, was al Auburn, N. Y.,
on trial for murder. He had slain the
entire Van ! est family. The foaming
wrath of the community could be kept
off him only by armed constables, Who
would voluntzer to be his counsel? No
attorney wanted to sacrifice his popu-
larity by such an ungrateful task. All
were silent save one, a young lawyer
with feeble volee, that could hardly be
heard outside the bar, pale and thin
and awkward., It was Willlam H.
Seward, who saw that the prisoner was
idlotie and irresponsible, and ought to
be put in an asylum, rather than put to
death, the heroie counsel uttering
these beautiful words:

“] speak naw In the hearing of a
people who have prejudiced prisoner
and condemned me for pleading in his
behalf. He Is a convict, a pauper, a
negro, withe o iotellect, sense, or emo-
tlon, My child with an effectionate
smile disarms my care-worn face of its
frown whenever 1 cross my threshold,
The beggur In the street obliges me Lo
glve because he says, 'God bless you!'
as | pass. My dog carcsses me with
fondness If [ will but smile on him. My
horse recops nes me when I fill his
manger, What reward, what gratitude,
what sympathy and affection can 1 ex-
pect here? There the prisoner sits
Look at him, Look at the assemblage
around yon. Listen to thele l-sup- |
pressed censures and  excited fears,
and tell me where among my neighbors
or my fellow men, where, even in his
heart, | can expect to find o seutiment,
A thought, not to say of reward or of
neknowledgment, ar even of recognl
tion Gentlemen, you may think of
this evidence what you please, Lring in |
what verdlet you can, but | asseverats
before heaven and you that, 1o the hest
of wy knowledge and bellef, the pris
oner at the bar doss not at thlis moment
know why it |s that my shadow falls
on you instead of his own "

The gallows got e victim, but the
post mertem examination of the pooar
vreature showed o all AUT@eany
and e all the warld  that the public
were wrong, and Willlam W Seward
was right, and that hard, stouy siag
of ubdogus in the Auburn court (aom
was the Brst step of the staiis of fame
Mp whivh he went 1o the ol e W
within cue step of the top, that laat
denied him through the Veachery of
American palitien  Nothing sablime:
Was syl s I oan Ametican seun
Poois thas Wilkam M Beward, wilh
wat rewand, standing hetwesn the bl
wue pupuilace and the loatheomae i he
vile  Hubstitution'

L] L] - L] L]

I was & mast on iting day | spenmt

'
lon the b

and |

attle field of Waterloo. Start-

ing out with the morning train from

i 3
| Brussels, Belgium, we arrived 1o about
| an hour on that famous spot. A sonl

d who

of one who was in the battle, an
2 thousand

had heard from his father &
times the whole scene recited, accom-
panled us over the ficld. Thers stood
the old Hougomont Chateau, the walls
dented, and scratched, and broken, and
shattered by grape shot and cannon
ball. There is the well in which threo
hundred dying and dead were pitched.
There 18 the chapel with the head of
the Infant Christ ahot off, There are
the gates at which, for many hours,
English and French armies wrestled.
Yonder were the one hundred and slx-
ty guns of the English, and the two
hundred and fifty guns of the French.

Yonder was the ravine of Ohain,
where the French cavalry, net knowing
there was a hollow in the ground, roll-
od over and down, troop after troop,
tumbling Into one awful mass of suf-
fering, hoof of kicking horses against
brow and breast of captaing and eolon-
ols and private soldiers, the human and
the beastly groan kept up until, the
day after, all was shoveled under be-
cange of the malodor arising in that
hot month of June.

“There,” sald our gulde, “the High-
land regiments lay down on their faces
walting for the moment to spring upon
the foe, In that orchard twenty-five
hundred men were cut to pleces, Hhpe
stood Wellington with while lips, and
up that knoll rode Marghal Ney on
his sixth horse, five having Leen shot
under him, Here the ranks of the
French broke, and Marshal Ney, with
his boot slashed of a sword, and his hat
off, and his face covered with powder
and blood, tried to rally hils troops as
he cried, ‘Come and see how a marshal
of France ¢'»8 on the battle fleld®
From yonder direction Grouchy wns
expected for the French relnforce-
ments, but he came not.  Around these
woods Blucher was looked for to rein-
force the English, and just in time he
came up, Yonder {8 the field where
Napoleon steod, his arms through the
reins of the horge's bridle, dazed and
insane, trying to go back.” Scene of
a battle that went on from twenty-five
mwinutes to twelve o'clock, on the 18th
of June, until 4 o'clock, when the Eng-
lish seemed defeated, and thelr com-
mander cried out, “Boys, you can't
think of glv 1g way? Remember old
England!" and the tides turned, and at
8 o'clock In the evening the man of
destiny, who was called hy his troops
Old Two Hundred Thousand, turned
away with broken heart, and the fate
of centuries was declded,

No wonder a greal mound has been
reared there, hundreds of feet high—a
mound at the expense of milljons of
dollars and many years in rising, and
on the top Is the great Belglan lon of
bronze, and a grand old lion jt is. But
our great Waterloo was la Palestine,
There came a day when all hell rode
up, led by * .o'lyn, an the Captain
of our salvation confronted them alone.
The Rider on the white horse of the
Apocalypse going out against the Black
horse cavalry of death, and the bet-
tallons of the demoniac, and the myr-
midons of dorkness, From 12 o'cleck
at noon to 3 o'clock In the afternoon
the greatest battle of the universe
went on,  Eternal destinies were being
decided, All the arrows of hell pierced
our Chieftain, and Dbattle axes struck
him, until brow and cheek and shoul-
der and hand and foot were incarna-
dined with oozing life; bat he fought
on untll he gave a final stroke with
aword from Jehovah's buekler, and the
commander-in-chief of hell and all his
forces fell back in everlasting ruin,
and the victory s ours. And on the
mound that eelebrates the triumph we
plant this day two figures, not in
bronze, or iron, o sculptured marble,
but two figures of living light, the lion
of Judah's tribe and the Lamb that was
slain.

ROCK OF GIBRALTAR,

Part It Might Play In a War with
Spuln.

Gibraltar, the key of the Mediter-

ranean, was incorporated with the

Spanlsh crown in 1502, but in 1704 fell
into the hands of England, who has
held it ever sinee. While it I8 not a
Spuanish fortification, It occuples the
hest strategic point on the southern
coast of Spain. By its position Gibral-
tar must be figured upon either as a
strong ally or a dangerous enemy in
any attack upon the Spanish seaboard,
siys the Boston lerald. The rock,
which s 1,400 feet high, and ubout six
miles In cireumference, is honey-comb-
with batteries. Strong foris have been
bullt at the water port or north end
of the line »all, at Ragasd Jtaff and
at Rosla. These are armed with eight-
ven-ton guns in shilded embrasures.
The prince of Wales, in 1876, lald the
corner stone of the Alexandrina bat-
tery, which earcied recently a thirty-
elght ton gun. Five years ago thiry
heavy guns,  Including twa  100-ton
Kuns, were (n position at various points,
hat since that time the summit of tha
rock has been  thoroughly  equipped
with modern guns of sufliclent power
to command the whaoale cirenit of land
and sea around Gibraltar. The upper
part of the rock cannot be visited hy
clvilians, und only by Hritish cMeers
unsder wiriet vep dlations. The harbor
b indifferently good, Ll contains &
ook yard fully eguippsd tar the re-
palving of wen-ul-war Toae pwk s
sedd o be garrisoned with ¥ soldicrs
On the oppasite Afvivan shore Spaln
owns Coutn, which with England's
Cibraltar, might be made 1o vlose (he
eniranes W the  Mediterransan  and
make I impragaable.  Coulg 8 chielly
el an & penal colapy, and s well
fortiiod by position va o juiling reek
with projmeting furts

There ate thiee Liges an Maaly MU
chea o the tall of 8 val as There afe

e the buman aands aid wilsia
i



