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CHAPTER XI1.—(Continfied.)
< ‘“Poggession 8 nine points of the
jaw,” I answered. “I am afraid it wlll
be a difficult mattér to eject Mr. Brans-
combe unless we can produce the col-
onel’'s will.”

“Which we cannot?'—"Which we
cannot at present?”

“Then nothing can be done?"

“I fear nothing, excepting to apprise
the helr-at-law of the possible exist-
ence of the will made in Miss Brans-
combe's favor, and to warn him that It
may any day beé brought forward."”

“Humph!" growled the rector. “And
if it should never turn up~—Iif, as I be-
gin to suspect, there has been some
deep-laid plot—some rascality of which
Master Charlle {s, as usual, the head
and front, what then?"

“Then,” 1 replied, “Master Charlie
will remain in possession.”

“And Nona will be a beggar,” eald
Mr, Heatheote sadly, "Poor child, poor
child!”

‘Is  Miss Branscombe at Forest
Lea?" I ventured to Inquire presently.

“No; she and Miss Elmslie are with
us, Mr, Charlie's bachelor establish-
ment was hardly a fitting home for
bher, and we thought it advisable that
ehe should leave the nelghborhood at
present—zat all events until we had
heard your opinlon.”

“In the cirenmstances I should ad-
vise Miss Branscombe to retire,” I sald
gravely,

“Yes, yes, exactly,” assented the rec-
tor. “In the circumstances—as I now
understand them—szhe must of course
leave the neighborhood.”

We drove on for some time after this
In sllence, I was occupled with rose-
colored dreams of a future for the dis-
possessed heiress—a future which had
evidently not entered Into the rector’s
calculations, from the same point of
view at all events,

“If the fellow were not what he is,
the poor colonel’s original plan would
have settled the difficulty,” muttered
Mr. Heathcote, as he touched up his
stout cob. *““But he was right—he was
right; it would be a sacrifice not to be
thought of—not to be thought of.”

As he spoke we were

Forest Lea woods, which here swept |

“FORGIVE ME,” 1 CRIED.

she I# glad that Charlle Is at Forest
Lea.” And then she asked the inevi-
table question, which had come to be
almost an exasperating one to me—
“Any news of the will, Mr, Fort?"

“None,” I answered; "Its loss Is as
great a mystery as ever.”

It was not until we were seated at
the dinner table that Nona slipped
quietly in, and took a place by Miss
Elmslie opposite to mine, There was
a consclousness In her manner, a de-
precating timidity, as she met my eyes,
which confirmed my fears. Bhe was
lost to me, and the Gordlan Knhot of
the Forest Lea diffculty was cut by her
hand, in a way for whieh T at least
ought not to have been wholly unpre-
pared,

The rector was called away on some
parochlial business after dinner, and I,
not caring to join the ladies in my per-
turbed condition of mind, slipped out
through the open dining room window
and wandered about the old-fashioned
rectory garden, and presently out into
the green lanes, sweet with the per-
fume of late-blooming honeysuckle
and sflent In the hush of evening's
rest from toll and labor,

Love and courtship were certain'y In
the alr of that corner of Midshire, and
I was always condemned by some ma-
liclous fate to be, not an actor in the
sweet drama, but a lstener and an In-
truder. For the third time since my
introduction to the nelghborheoed I en-
conntered a pair of lovers,

They were leaning agalnst a gate,
looking Iinto a meadow, hidden from
me until I was close upon them by a
great tangle of traveler's joy, wreath-
ing a jutting bush of wildbriar rose at
the corner of the hedge. It was too
late for me to.retire when I came upon
the couple, so the.e was nothing for it
but a disereet cough, which I had the
presence of mind to set up for the
emergency. The woman turned has-
tily at the sound, and to my surprise
I saw that it was Woodward, Nona's
maid,

To my surprisze, I say, for there was
something in the staid zettled plain-
ness of the mald’s appearance which

pazsing the |

“MISS BRANSCOMBE—NORA.”

was incongrnous, to my faney, with
lovers and love-making, Decldedly 1
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down to the edge of green turf border-
ing the road. From one of the glade-
like openings two figures emerged in
tront of our carrlage, sauntering slow-
ly along on the grass, too deeply ab-
sorbed in conversation apparently to
be aware of our approach, One—a slim
girlish figure, dressed in black gar-
ments, with graceful, fair head bowed
like a lily on Its stalk—was, as I knew
at once, Nona's; and It needed not the
rector's  lmpatlent
gudden, gulck jerk of the reins to tell

me that the slight, almost boylsh figure |

by her slde was that of her cousin,
Charlle Branscombe,

In an instant the half-scotched ser-
pent of jealousy was roused agaln and
stung me to the heart. All my i
doubts and suspiclous rushed back like
a flood. Fool that | had been ever to
dream of hope in the face of what |
had seen and knew,

There was something of mockery In
the elaborate’ bow, returned by a curt
nod, with which Mr. Charles Hrame
combe greeted the rector; and, as !
gvad It, a gleam of triumph on the
handsome falr face in which | recog-
plaed the fatal beaute de diable | had
heard deseribed

A passing glimpss of Miss Hrans.
combe showed me a half-startied, sur.

prised glance of recognition—a swift,
shy blush, in return for the grave bhow
with which | ackbowledged hers. The

mesting had upset the rector's equan. |

imity a8 much as It had mine He
spoke D0 more uBtll we turned in at
the rectory gale

-

CHAPTER X1
Nona was nol in the drawing room
bafore dinner.  Misw Eimslie was and
me with tearful cordiailty

g for the dear girl.  But sbo
el 1o bl 0

exclamation and |

& il change.” she whispered, |
1 really believe

should not have given Woodward
credit for having a sweetheart. Yet
| there she was, keeping a twilight tryst
| amongst the clematis and the hﬂn;-y-
| suckle, like any maid of elghteen. And
If anything could have added to my
| astonishment it was the discovery that
the swaln whose arm was about her
walst, whose head was bent down over
hers, was the rector's smart, new
groom! There must, | decided,be some-
thing more In the middle-aged maid
than met the eye, since she had v:;r-"
ried off the prize from all her young !
and pretty rivals, Possibly, 1 thought,
with a lttle contempt for the passion
| which had passed—hless the groom and
the lady's mald - possibly Plutus had
as much to say In the matter as Cupld
Miss Woodward might have sAvVings
which the shrewd Londoner had scent-
¢l The man overtook me presently
as, lost In the intricacies of stable-yard
and back entrance, | was trying 1o find
my way back to the garden and lawn

e

"1 beg your pardon, sir." he sald
elvilly “That path leads ta the
kitehen, this"—opening a gate will
take you to the side sntrance lats the
hall ™
| “Thank you." | answersd ‘Good
nlght " :

“Good night, Mr. Por.”

change of tone and manner
eyes met mine

“Widdrington'" | had almost e
claimed, but that bz hand touchel
mine on the gate Inteh and checked 1he
word

“You leht thin In the dog cart 1)
| afernoon, alr” he sald handing me
lettar. "I pleked It up whvi |
the trap.”

I Wwok he paper fron
pasied ob with auniher 3 '
My mind was In a2 wild sta !
Wildriegton was o8 the tea

The man's

LE E1 .

why he wanied ‘o know

1 looked up, surprised at the sudden |

gecTet—may, with Woodward urder his
infiuence, the secret was probably al-
ready kis. How eould 1 warn Nona—
how save her?

The opportunity was not far to seek.
Wken T entered the drawing-room Mliss
Branscombe was there alone, gave for
Mrs. Heatheote's sleeping presence,
The Reetor’s wife lay back in her com-
fortable arm-chiair by the fire, Blissfully
asleep. Nona sat by the tea-table in
the copposite corner, her soft-shaded
lamp the one spot of light In the room.
Her elbow rested on the table, her
cheek cn her hand, Ler pale, sweet face
grave and ead, The eyes she ralsed at
my entrance fell almost immediately,
and a deep flush, painful in its Inten-
sity, spread over cheek, neck and brow.

“You will have some tea?" she gald,
beginnizg to arrange her cups with
bands which trembled go much that
she was foreed to deelst. Then she
folded them resolutely in her lap and
looked up at me, making, as I eould
gee, a strong effort at compoasure, “Mr,
Fort,” ghe went on, In almost a whis-
per, "you are angry with me; and ycu
have been go kind, I am sorry that you
cannot forgive me now that every-
thing has come right, And I do want
to tell you how thoroughly I under-
stand and thank you for all your kind
thought for me, although I am afrald
I must have seemed ungrateful in op-
posing you, and—and-—all.”

I bowed. I was afraid to trust my-
gelf to speak just then. And yet the
preclous moments. were flying! Mrs,
Heathcote stirred in her chalr.

“I wigh you would belleve that thls—
as things are now, I mean—Is the very
happlest thing for me, as well as
right,” she added, bending towards me
in her earnestness.

“l hope you will be very happy.” 1
rald, conquered by the sweet humility
of her arpeal, whilst the wo:ds geemsd
to scorch my heart,

“Im am very happy,” she answered
gently., *“Why do you speak in the fu-
ture? T shall never regret—never, 1
could never grow to Le so sordid, and
I should like to be sure that you are
not vexed shout It, We all owe E0
much to your kindness in these sad
days." The rozy color flamed in her
cheel:s again, “I should like to feel
that we are friends.”

“Why mnot?” I responded, with un-
contrelled bliitterness. “It Is not for
me to preserlbe to Miss Branscombe
what Is for her happiness. It is to be
presumed that she 1s herzeif the best—
in this case, perhaps, the only—judge.”

The blushes faded apd left her white
as a lilz. Something In her 1057{ mad:

l me feel as if [ had struck her a blow.

“Foergive me,” [ erled. *“Mizs Brans-
cembe—Nona'—ag ghe ralsed her shak-
ing hends and covered her face—"what
have I done—swhat have I gaid?"

And theu—I do not know how it hap-
pened: I have never bheen able to re-
duee the nex! supreme moments to any
coherent memory—but her dear head
was on my fhceulder, my arms were
round her as I dropped upon my knees
by her side, and without a spoken word

I knew that neither Charlie Brans-
combe per ary other borrier steod bhe-
tween me and my darling. She was

mine, and mine only, and the gates of
Paradise had opened to me at last,
(To be continued.)

Safe Side.

The unexpected humor which often
tints the grave speech of the Quaker
is well fllustrated in a little story told
of an emlinent young physician of
Pennsylvania at the time of the civil
war. He had determined to serve his
country and leave his practlee at home,
but met with grieved remonstrance
from his mother, a sweet-faced Qua-
keress, 1 beseech of thee not to go
to this war, my =on!" she pleaded, her
soft eyes full of tears. “But 1 do not
go to fight, mother,” sald the doctor,

cheerfully, “I am golng as a medical
man. Surely there is no harm in that.”
“Well, well,” said the llttle mother,

doubtfully, “go then, if it must be so0."
Then suddenly a gleam of loyalty
ghone through her tears, and she
straightened herself and looked brave-
Iy up inte her tall son’s face. “If thee
finds thee kills more than thee cures,”
she sald, demurely, "I advise thee to
go stralghtway over to the other side
my son!"
Dickens” llest Novel,

It 1= well known among lterary peo-
ple that Charles Dickens considered
‘David Copperfleld” the best of his

| novels, but oceasions when he actually

expressed that opizlon are so rare thal
it Is worth while to reeall an ineldent
which happened while he was in Phila
deiphia. Mr. Chapin, father of Dr.
John B Chapin, the well-known expert

!U.l Insanity, was at that time at the

head of the blind asylum here. Ralsed

type for the blind was just coming
irto vogue, and, desiring to have one
of Diekens' books printed In that way,
Mr. Chapin took sdvantage of an in-

treduction to the great novellst to ask
hima which of his worka he considersd
the beat, and mentionesd the resson
IMekens un-
hesitatingly answered, “David Copper-

feld " Phlladeiphia Record
Candar of & Dublin Surgeos.
e, Colles, an eminent surgeon of

Dablin, who died in 1880, was remark-
able for his plain dealing with himasif
In his fee book he had many suech
capdid enlries as the fullowing “Puor
glhving lnefectual advice for dealness,
| guinea For willng him ke was
po more ! than | was, | gulaea Far
Rt ing 1hat | know of eaeept that ha
Ihought he ddl pod pay me
| guinsa”

pr alily
voEWuED Tasl time

CFf the woarld's ahsual yield of petre-
e A e B gellons, Whe

Filaten pivduces one hall

| TALMAGES ~ SERMON, | secssest 1

“THE IVORY PALACES.,” LAST

SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

“All the Garments Smell of Myrrh, and
Aloes, and Cassln, Oat of the Ivary
Palaces"—From the HBook of Fsalms,
Chapter xl, Verse 8.

(Copyright 158 by Louls Klopsch,)

Among the grand adoruments of the
city of Paris Is the Church of Notre
Dame, with its great towers and elab-
orate rose windows, and sculpturing of
the last judgment, with the trumpeting
angels and rising dead; its battlements
of quatre-foll; its sacristy, with ribbed
ceiling and statues of saints. But there
was nothing In all that bullding which
more vividly appealed to my plain re-
publican tastes than the costly vest-
ments which lay In oaken presses—
robes that had been embroldered with
go!d, and been worn by popes and arch-
bishops on great occasions, There was
a robe that had been worn by Plus
VII. at the crowning of the first Na-
po.eon. There was also a vestment
that had been worn at the baptism of
Napoleon II. As our guide opened the
oaken presses, and brought out these
vestments of fabulous cost, and lifted
them up, the fragrance ¢f the pungent
aromatics in which they had been pre-
served filled the place with a sweet-
ness that was almost oppreszive. Noth-
Ing that had been done in stone more
vividly impressed me than these things
that had been in cloth, end embroldery
and perfume. But today I open the
drawer of this text, and 1 look upon
the kingly robes of Christ and as I litt

them, flashing with eternal jewels, the
whole house is filled with the aroma of
thegse garments, which “smell of

| myrrh, and aloes, and casela, out of

the ivory palaces."

In my text the king steps forth. His
robes rustle and blaze as he advances.
Hls pomp and power and glory over-
master the spectator. More brilliant
Is he than Queen Vashti, moving amid
the Persian princes; than Marle An-
toinette, on the day when Louis XVIL
put upon her the necklace of 800 dia-
monds; than Anne Boleyn, the day
when Henry VIII welcomed her to his
palace—all beauty and all pomp for-
gotten while we stand in the presence
of this imperial glory, king of Zion,
king of earth, king of heaven, king

forever! His garments not worn out,
not dust-bedraggled; but radiant and
Jeweled and redolent. It seems as if
they must have heen prezsed a hundred
years amlid the flowers of heaven. The
wardrobes from which they have been
taken must bave been sweet with clus-
ters of camphire,and frankincense, and
all manner of precicus weod, Do you
not inhale the odors? Ay, ay, “They
smell of myrrh, and alces, and cassia,
out of the ivery palaces.”

Your first curlosity is to know why

| the robes of Christ are odorous with

myrrh, This was a bright-leafed Abys-
glnlan plant. It was trifoliated. The
Greeks, Egyptians, Romans and Jews
bought and sold it at a high price. The
firet present that was ever given to
Christ was a sprig of myrrh thrown on
his infantile bed in Bethlehem, and the
last gift that Christ ever had was
myrrh pressed into the cup of his eru-
cifixion. The mnatives would take a
stone and bruise the tree, and then
it would exude a gum that would satu-
rate all the ground beneath. This gum
was used for purposes of merchand!se.
One plece of it, no larger than a chest-
nut, would whelm a whole room with
odors. It was put in closets, in chests,
in drawers, in rooms and Its perfume
adhered almost Interminably to any-
thing that was anywhere near it. So
when In my text 1 read that Christ’s
garments smell of myrrh, I immediate-
ty conclude the exquisite sweetness of
Jesus,

I know that to many he is only like
any historical person; another John
Howard; another philanthrople Ober-
Hn; another Confucius; a grand sub-
Ject for a painting, a herole theme for
& poem; a beautiful form for a staiue;
but to those who have heard his voice,
and felt his pardon, and received his
benediction, he Is music and light, and
warmth, and thrill, and eternal fra-
grance—sweet as a friend sticking to
you when all else betray; lifting you
up while others try to push you down;
not so much like morning-glories, that
bloom only when the sun {8 coming up,
nor like “four-o'clocks,” that bloom
only when the sun is going down, but
llke myrrh, perpetually aromatic—the

same morning, noou and ulght; yes-
terday, today, forever. It seems as If
we cannot wear him out. We put on

him all our burdens, and aMict him
with a!l our griefs, and set him fore-
most in all our battles; and yet he Is
ready to lift, and to sympathize and to
bhelp. We have so Imposed upon him
that one would think In eternal affront
be would quit gur soul, and yet today
he addresses us with the same tender-
pess, dawns upon us with the same
smile, pitles us with the same com-
passion.

Thern Is no name ke his for ua. It
s more Imperial than Caesar's, more
musical than Peethoven's, more con-
quer'ng than Charlemagne's, more elo
guent than Clesro's. It throbs with all

e, It weeps with all pathos I
| groans with all pain. It ctoops with all
| sondescenslon. It breathes with all
| parfume. Who like Jesus 1o set &
| broken bose, o pity a homeless or
| phan, 10 Burse a slek man, o ake a
| prodigal back withouwl any wsealding,
L Hlumine & cometory all ploughed
with graves, to make & quesn unile
| God out of the st woman, o sateh
the tears of buman swrrow o
I lachrymatory (hat  shall mever be

| boken® Whae bas such an s)e Lo
our need, such & p o hiss away ou
| putrow, such & hand W sasteh ua wa

Vnited ‘ of the Bre, such a foot W tramples owe

| heinies, such & beart W smbisee &l

I strigele for some
to express him;
he i not like the bursting forth of a
full orchestra; that is too loud. He Is
not like the =ea when lashed to. rage
Ly the tempesi; chat is too boisterous.
He is not like the mountain, its brow
wreathed with the lightnings; that is
too solitary., Give us a softer type, a
gentler comparison. We have seemed
to see him with our eyes, and to hear
him with our ears. and to touch him
with our hands. Oh, that today he
might appear to some other one of our
fve senses! Ay, the nostril shall dis-
cover his presence, He comes upon us
like spice gales from heaven, Yea, his
garments gmell of lasting and all-per-
vasive myrrh.

Would that you all knew nls sweel-
pess! how soon you would turn from
all other attractions! If the philoso-
pher leaped out ¢f his bath in a frenzy
of joy, and clapped his hands ana
rushed through the streets, because he
had found the solution of a mathemat
feal problem, how will you feel leap-
fng from the fountain of a savior's
mercy and pardon, washed clean and
made white as snow, when the question
nas been golved: “How can my soul
pe saved?’ Naked, frost-bitten, storm-
iashed soul, let Jesus this hour throw
arcund thee the “garments that smell
of myrrh, and aloes, and cassia out of
ivory palaces.”

Your second curlosity Is to know
why the robes of Jesus are odorous
with aloes, There 18 some difference
of opinion about where these aloes
grow, what {s the color of the flower,
what is the particular appearance of
the herb., Suffice It for you and me to
know that aloes mean bitterness the
world over, and when Christ comes
with garments bearing that particular
odor, they suggest to me the bitterness
of a Bavior's sufferings. Were there
ever such nights as Jesus lived through
~—nights on the mountains, nights on
the sea, nights in the desert? Who
ever had such a hard reception as
Jesus had? A hostelry the first, an un-
just trial in oyer and terminer another,
a foul-mouthed, yelling mob the last,
Was there a space on hiz back as wide
as your two fingers where he was not
whipped? Was there a space on his
brow an Inch square where he was not
cut of the briers? ‘When the spike
struzk at the instep, did it not go clear
through to the hollow of the foot?
Oh, long deep, bitter pligrimage!
Aloes! aloes!

L

According to my text, he comes “out
of the ivory palaces,” You know, or,
it you do not krow, 1 will tell you now,
that some of the palaces of olden time
were adorned with ivory. Ahab and Sol-
omon had their homes furnished with
it. The tusks of African and Asiatle
elephants were twisted into all man-
ners of ghapes, and there were stalrs
of ivory, and chairs of ivory, and ta-
bles of Ivory, aud floors of ivory, and
pillars of ivory, and windows of ivory,
and fountains that dropped Into basins
of ivory, and rooms that had ceilings
of ivory., Oh, white and overmastering
beauty! Green tree branches sweep-
Ing the white curbs. Tapestry trailing
the snowy floors, Brackets of light
flashing on the lustrous surroundings.
Sllvery music rippling on the beach of
the arches, The mere thought of it al-
most stuns my brain, and you say:
“Ch, If I could only have walked over
guch floors! If I could have thrown
mrself Into such a chalr! If I could
heve heard the drip and dash of those
fountains!” You ehall have something
better than that if you only let Christ
introduce you, From that place he
came, and to that place he proposes to
transport you, for his “garments smell
of myrrh, and aloes, and cassia, out of
the ivory palaces.” What a place
heaven must be! The Tuileries of the
French, the Windsor castle of the Eng-
lieh, the Spanish Alhambra, the Rus-
slan Kremlin, are mere dungeons com-
pared with it! Not so many castles on
either side the Rhine as on both sldes
of the river of God—the ivory palaces!
One for the angels, insufferably bright,
winged, flre-eyed, tempest-charioted;
one for the martyrs, with blood-red
robes from under the altar; one for
the King, the steps of his palace thr
crown of the church militant; one for
the singers, who lead the one hundred
and forty and four thousand; one for
you, ransomed from sin; one for me,
piucked from the burning, Oh, the
ivory palaces!

Today It seems to me as if the win-
dows of those palaces were (llumined
for some great victory, and 1 look and
see, climbing the stalra of Ivory, and
walking on floors of Ivory, and look-
Ing from the windows of ivory, some
whom we knew and loved on earth.
Yes, 1 know them ‘hiere are father
and mother, not eighty-two years and
seventy-nine years, as when they left
us, but blithe and young as when on
thelr marriage day And there are
brothers and slsters merrier than when
| we used to romp across the meadows
Ilnlvthor The cough gone. The can-
{eer cured. The erysipelas healed, The
| heartbreak over. Obh, how falr they
are In the Ivory palacea! And your
dear little ehildren that went out from
you—Christ did not let one of them
drop aa he lifted them. He did not
wrenich one of them from you No
They went as from one they loved well
to One wham they loved better, If ]
shou'd take your Hittle ehild and press
its soft face against my rough cheek,
I might keep It & Httle while; but when
you, the mother, came along It would
sirvgnie 1o go with you. And sa you
| stoud Bolding your dying ohild whes
Jeaua pasasd by 16 he ream, and the

HMtle ene sprang on! 1o greet him. That
i all. Your Christian doad 4id nel go
down inte the dust, and the grave

and the mud  Thaugh It ralnsd all that
funeral day. and the water valie up o

the wheel's Bud s you drave antl o
the setulery, IL Mma » & Liferen o
them. fac they ateppad rum Lhe homs

he w b the Badue heie, Haht Inta the

ivory palaces. All Is well with them.
All is well.

It is not a dead weight that you lift
whea you carry a Christlan out. Jesus
makes the bed up soft with velvet
promlises, and he says, '‘Put her down
here very gently. Put that head which
wlll never ache again on this pillow of
hallelujahs, Send up word that the
procsssion I8 coming. Ring the bells!
Ring! Open your gates, ye Ivory pal-
aces!"” And so your loved ones are
there. They are just as certalnly there,
having dled in Christ, as that you are
here. There is only one thing more
they want. Indeed, there Is one thing
In heaven they have not got. They
want it, What is it Your company.
But, oh, my brother, unless you change
your tack you cannot reach that har-
bor., You might as well take the South-
ern Pacific rallroad, expecting in that
dirc ~*ion to reach Toronto, as to go
on in the way eome of you are going,
and yet expect to reach the ivory pala-
ces, Your loved ones are looking out of
the windows of heaven mnow, and yet
you geem to turn your back upon them,
You do not seem to know the sound of
thelr volces as weil as you used to, or
to be moved by the sight of their dear
faces. Call louder, ve departed ones!
Call louder from the Ivory palaces!”

When I think of that place,and think
of my entering it, I feel awkward; I
feel as sometimes when I have been ex-
poged to the weather, and my shoes
have been bemired, and my coat Is
solled, and my halr Is disheveled, and
I stop In front of some fine residence
where I have an errand, I feel not fit
to go In as I am, and sit among the
guests, Eo some of us feel about
heaven, We need to be washed; we
need to be rehabilitated before we go
into the [vory palaces. Eternal God,
let the surges of thy pardoning mercy
rc’! over us! I want not only to wash
my hands and my feet, but, like some
skilled diver, standing on the pler-
head, who leaps into a wave and comes
up at a far distant point from where he
went in, 60 1 want to go down, and so
I want to come up. O Jesus, wash me
in the waves of thy salvation!

And here | ask you to solve a mys-
tery that has been oppressing me for
thirty years. I have been asking it of
doctors of divinity who have been
studying theology for half a century,
and they have glven me no satisfactory
answer. I have turned over all the
books in my library, but got no solution
to the question, and today I come and
ask you for an explanation. By what
logle was Christ induced to exchange
the ivory palaces of heaven for the
crucifixion agonies of earth? 1 shall
take the first thousand million years
in heaven to study out that problem;
meanwhile, and now, taking it as the
tenderest, mightiest of all “facts that
Chrigt did come; that he eame with
spikes In his fect; came with thorns in
his brow; came with spears In his
heart, to save you and to eave me,
“God so loved the world that he gave
hiz only begotten Son, that whosoever
belleveth in Him should not perish, but
have everlasting life.”” Oh, Christ,
whelm all our souls with thy compas-
sion! Mow them down llke summer
grain with the harvesting sickle of thy
grace! Ride through today the con-
queror, thy garments smelllng “of
myrrh, and aloes, and cassia, out of
tha ivory palaces”!

ORIGIN OF EXPRESSIONS.

Many of the phrases one uses or
hears every day have been hauded
down to us from generation to geneéra-
tion for hundreds of years, and in many
cases they can be traced to a qugint
and curlous origin, “Done to a turn”
suggests the story of St. Lawrence, who
suffered martyrdom by being roasted
on a gridiron. During his torture he
calmly requested the attendants to turn
him over, as he was thoroughly roasted
on one side,

In one of the battles between the
Russians and the Tartars, 400 years
ago, a private soldier of the former
eried out: “Captain, I've caught a
Tartar.” “Bring him along, then,” an-
swered the officer. “I can't, for he
won't let me,” was the response. Upon
investigation it was apparent that the
captive had the captor by the arm and
would not release him,

The familiar expression, “Robbing
Peter to pay Paul,” Is connected with
the history of Westminster abbey, In
the early middle ages it was the cus-
tom to call the abbey St Peter's oa-

thedral, At oue time the funds at St
Paul's cathedral being low, those In
authority took sufficlent from 8t

Peter's to settle the accounts, much to
the dissatisfaction of the people, who
asked, “Why rob 8t. Peter to pay Bt
Paul?™ Some 200 years later the say-
ing was sagaln used In regard to the
same colleglate churches, at the time
of the death of the earl of Chatham,
the city of London declaring that the
famous statesman ought to le in St
Paul's. Parllament, however, Inslsted
that Westminster abbey was the proper
place, and not to bury him there would
be, for the second time, “"Robbing 8t
Peler to pay 8t Paul”
Voor Barsuel

Sir Thomas O'Connor Moore, Bart,
has been ejecied from the room he
lived in with his family at Cork, be-
cause he gould not pay the rent of 3§
genla a week He ' the slevenih
polder of the title, which dates back
ta 80l
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