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DECORATING THE LIVING,

once ho knew
When war awepl o'er
the land,
Who followed where
. the " hlew
Thelir rohoes of com-
mand?
In namelons graves e
somo aslesp,
Hurled where hey
wero slain,
And some In ocond's
mighty deep,
Porgotten, loug have
lain,

LAY |
I‘m arippiad goldicr coman
some sre lald to rest;
He hoars In droama the distant drums
From North, Bouth, Esst, snd Waont,
And on the shiafts (B8 poinl ahove
Ho ween the banners faried,
In token of @

N '
And poace mma&‘ t the wheid,

Which fing was theirs (L mattors noty
The blue cont of the gray :

A common grief —nll el forgot -
Be to tham to day:

Above the graves of those wha fell
Upon the battie field,

in town and eity, Sill aod del),
Bpring woaves her grasay shicld,

And while we deck our heroes' tombe
Thelr deedn remembering,

The children crown the veleran
With woven blooms of spring,

Plense God wo never will forget
To lot our guriands fall

Upon thona heroen Nving yet:
Clod bless them, one and all’

=¥Fronk Dempster Bhermun,  in

Hazar.
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“AFTER MANY DAYS”

Doocoration Day Was to Her Res-
urrection Day Also.

OU are not doing
It for my make,
Hugh?" sunid the

swool  incisive
voles,
“tiod forbid!

Thers is noques-

tion of that, Ma-

riom,

"1 eonld not love
thee, dear, a0
much,

Loved | not honor
more,'

I am one of ‘Ma-
rion's mon,' ux
the boys call mo
" now,by birthand
breoding, tor my
groat - grandfa-
ther wes aworn
nide and ally of
the Swamp Fox.
Hugh Horlot, of that day, wes his lead-
or'a right hand all through that long
hiding and akirmishing that so har-
assed the Hritish from awamp tomorams,
Many a tale han my grandfathor told me
by the big fire-pinoe at Horlot of those
ol!l days, till my heart and head were
full of patriotiam. 1 wax fod on love for
my country from my first remombrance;
do you think it will fall ma now?"

Marion Lancastor's dark oyes fiashod
baok the look of her lover's. *“No! but
thon— Will itseom patelotism to them,
Hugh—10 your prople at home?"

I don't know. | have a horrld doubt
sometinges  Hut It Is my country. |
have no other—my own grand, magnifi-
oont West, North or
South. [ fight for (te unity. against ita
soparation, for no latitude or longitude,
1t my own people have lived so long in
tieorgia that thelr good Beotch blood
runs thin with the languor of luxury, |
have beon here In those hills long
enough to got back tho fron into mine
that lay oaly In abeyance. | must go,
Mariow; and I must go on the side of
right You could not keep me, doar, and
1 know you would now"

A wpasm of anguish quivered over hor
boautiful proud face, but her volee was
true and clear. I dam mnot keep you,
Hugh. Women have & sensoe of honor,
too--a love of couniry.”

HSome of thom," aaid Hugh, bitterly.
1le was thinking of his ciassmate and
chum, whose weak, lovely Hitle fancew
wus doing hor atmost 0 keep him vut
of the armyday afterday. "lugh looked
at Marlon with love and pride in his
eyea  “*You are tho right sori,™ he sald,
ax he drew her more olosely aguinat his
shoulder, “l wish 1 knew how things
wore with Bapdy," he wenton. “Mother
has no ome else on tho plantation hut
Cornelis. My cousine, | know, have
Jolned the army of the Nouth. Georgl-
uns born and bred, though Aunt Care
was n Connecticut woman ke wmother,
thoy are Ayploal Bouthornems; they have
nelther my Scoteh blood nor my North-
orn education. | know well which way
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“How do you know?" sald Marion,
hall smiling.

“Oh Nandy and Tare twinaall through,
except for his delicate organization. He
and [ liked the samo things, droamed
the samo dreams. fead the same hooks,
are no alike, oven mothor was at timea
puszied to tell us apart.  Old Dr. Sover-
anoe used to say that we were, after all,
only one hoy, without physique enough
for the two bodles wo ‘materialized’ In-
to. lalways folt mahamed. Ina dull
sort of way, to be so robust when Sandy
could not keep up with me: but hs Is far
the awoeter-antured of the two, You
would have loved him the better, Mar-
m'ﬂ

“Never!™ wan the awlift, Indignant
answer.

So lugh Heriot enlisted with
Norshern rogiment parted with his
awootheart bravely, and loft her to walt
#s hundreds liko hor were loft in those
droadtul days.

id we know thon, shall wo ever
know--wa who came out scathloss
what those women suffered, who, tled
hand and foot, maddenod by the poor
recurront routine of dally Iife, Alled
with vague Imaglinative torrors, had yet
W live and do thelr petty duties under
the edge of a sword worse than the
fabled Wlade of Damocles?

Honor for over to that nohle army of
martyra! To thom, no less than to
those who lost their lives on the actual
battle-feld, shonld monuments wrise
and wroaths bo offered.  They wern
the beating hoart that sent strong life-
blood into the battling bhand, and, oh!
how ofton porished with (t! not in the
pallor und decay of physioal death, not
in the rest and shelter of the flowoer-
sirown grave, but In tho broken heart,
the joyless life, the desporation of
memory, the “dylng, yet behold we
lvo," that doath In life that Is the
greatest it not the last enemy!

It thore were other women who suf-
fered more than Marlon Lancaster in
this diro susponse she did not know It;
it soomoed to her no heart could be mors
torn with anxlety, mors tortursd by
the sllence that yot thrilled with dread-
ful possibilities than hors.  She did
not consider that hor love for Hugh
Herlot was 8 young passlon soarcely
rooted in her broast; that sho was
bound to him by none of the strong
tien of those who had sent thelr hus-
bands out to war, and crouched on deso-
Into hearth-stones with clinging chil-
dren about them, who might the next
hour bo walling orphans; she thought
sho sufforod sll sho could, and as weok
aftor woek grew Into month  afer
month, and the second year came lin-
goring on, she grew thin, pale and list
| (T

For Hugh Meriot had yor no fur-
lough; the fow timos Marion had heard
from him he had spoken of his inton-
tlon to apply for one at the year's end,
but he had enlisted for the war, and
felt that while his strength lasted he
must Aght: he was wore neoded on the
fleld than even Marion needed him.

Yot aftor that fiest year began there
woere no moro lettors, and, after the
battleo of Lookout Mountaln, the lists
of killod and wounded came in so slowly
that It was a long woek before the
“vory last” showed among the list of

“misslng”  Hugh Herlot, Major C,
Tenth Infantry.”
U“Mimsing!" Can worls expound whist

that one word meant in those days?
Not the sharp blow of *Wounded,”
which implied possible life, and oven a
hope of immediate repair tothe sufforor,
and all the gontle ministries to reliove
one and console the other, blessed in
giving or taking. Not the stun and
desolation of “Dead.” that 1oft no worse
to fonr, nor tantalized with the igam
Jatuua of hope; but that one fatal word
that tortured but did not slay; that
bound the vietim to the stake and plled
the fagots, but delayed to light the fiee
till the waiting grow to be madnoss
Marlon was a warm-heartod |magi-
native girl, and “Missing” meant to her
a long ohapter of surmised agonios.  In
her waking hours she figured so many
and such droadful possibilitios that her
aloep renowed and exaggeratod, she
palnted such sufferlngs for her lost
lover, such torrifle and harassing situ-
ations, that It would have been a pos
Itive relief to her to know of  his death;
yet she would not admit it to hersolf,
She lost all that held hor to life, when,
Just as tho war coased, heor widowed
mother died suddonly and without one
farowell wond, 1t would have boon hotter
for Marion had necessity foreed hor to
excrtion, but she had enoigh monoy to
live on comfurtabily, anl so she shut
herself in her tiny house with her old
sorvant, and made herself a solitary
mourner.  Her beantiful and abundant
brown bair grow white ns snow, and
bher eyes lost their sparkle: but her
hoealth gradually asserted itself anew,
hor constitution was strong, and she al-

most Hved out of dooes, either in her

hich was hor sole smussment
pleasure, or  walking over the
ky hills of the country about She
nover been half so beautiful whon
h Heriot knew hor as she was,
t years aftor, whon, one exquisite
ing in May, she stood by her door
ping boughs of hawthorn from her
berishod treo, and placing them
® the apple blossoms she had al-
y gathered in a large basket. There
were shoaves of pale narcissus,
of heaven blue myrtle, bunchoa
e later snow-dropa and gorgeous
pa; for & wan Memorial Day, auad
r sinco Its frst observance had
lon falled 0 varry whatever blos-
sho could find to the cometery,
#dd hoer share to the honors of the
doad soldiers who slept im that
1l and ahaded place of rest.

smote her every year to think of
uphonored place wheee her lover's
y rested, for long ago she had given
hope for his life, Who covered his
e with flowers or foliage? Who
ed over his last sleep? The thought
¢ her again as ahe took. from the
step » smaller basket of wild
jors, with which she always dressed
low mound above her mother, and
ng the larger one on her arm, went
0 the school-house, where the
ng village girls were making wreaths
bouquets.  From there she went o
mother's grave, and began to adorn
ith all the blossoms of wosd and
i her mother bad loved 30 wush ia

her life; ahe heard the distant musie of
the band bogin to sond its walling re-
quiem from the church steps, whers the
procession was just entering; she heard
the slow toll of the bell that always
rung & knell im Alton on Decoration
Day: ahe knelt by the head-atone of her
mother's resting plaee, and leaning her
head against itsobbed bitterly, and apoke
aloud In her roawakensd sorrow, know.
Ing there was no sar to hear: “'Oh
Hugh! my Hugh! if I could but know
where you aro lylng! If 1 could unly
see your grave, it would be & help! But
you have gone out into darkness, and
the place of your sepulcher no man
knoweth unto this day. Why, why, can
not I go, too?"

“Marlon,” sald & volea. Bhe lifted
her quivering lids.  Hugh stood before
her. With a low ery she fell scross her
mother's grave and lay at his feet.

She knew no more til she came back
to life on her own sofs, with Ilugh
kneeling beside her and the village deo
tor dropping some pungent fluld slowly
into her lips.  She looked st her dead:
alive lover with anxlous, asking eyes,

“I am not Hugh; | am Sandy,” he
anid, sadly but distinetly, Yet he was
Hugh to her eyes and hoart; evory line
anawernd to line in the strong, Mine faos,
oxcept that 1t was older, darker, more
worn, as it well might be aftor the stross
of war; the smile was sadder and sweoter
than ever Hugh's had been, but 1t was
Hugh's volee in tone and accont,

There wan & long story to tell when
Marton could Hsten; but through it all

she felt o strange and ghastly  sonse |

that she was listening to a tale from
another world, was following a sound in
the durk.

Alexandor Herlot was Indeed the teun
Imagn of his brothor; heo had beon tall
and pale and dolicate In his youth; but
when the war broke out, and he oponly
uvowed his opposition to the course ol
the South, he was obliged for bis
mother's and his Hfe's sake to take
refuge in the mountains till he could
find & way to join the army of the
North, ashe knew Mugh had done, The
outdoor e and onforced exercise ro
stored him to perfect health, and In six
months he had found the Unlon army,
but not Hogh; and volunteering into
the ranks, had fought woll and bravely
til ponce came; then he wont back to
his native place only o find his mother
dead, und his sister, the bride of o day,
widowed and alone, but bitter agninst
him with that intenss bitterness that
only exists betweon those who are kin:
deed, and have been dear to each other.

There oo he found the report of Hugh
as missing:” and having no home-—for
his slster bad gone to her husband's

Yy .
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friends in Savannah--and no means to

'PRIDE BEFORE A FALL.

!
! Dr. Talmage on the Lessons Taught
By the Fate of Haman.

How Insignificant Matters May Afect the
Heart Thit Is Wrong—~The Arrogance
of Worldly Vanity < Ultimate
Triamph of Christianity,

In a recent sermon at Brooklyn upon
the subject of Worldly Vanity, Rev. T.
DeWitt Talmage preached from the

P wext: “So they hanged Haman on the
gallows that he had prepared for Mor-
decal.”  Esther vii, 10, Following Is his
sermon:

Here isan Oriental conrtier, about the
most offensive man in Hebrew history,
Haman by name. o plotted for the
destruction of the Israclitish nation,
and | wonder not that In some of the
Hebrew synugogues to this day when
Haman's name s mentionsd, the con-
grogation clench their fists and stamp

Again, | learn from the |ife of the man
undor our notice that worldly vanity
and sin are very anxions to have plety
bow before them. Haman was = fair
emblem of entire worldliness, and Mos-
decal the representative of uaflineling
godliness. Such wero the usages of so-
clety in anclent times that, had this
Israclite howed to the Prone Minister,
It would have boen an acknowledgment
of respect for his charactor and nation
Mordeeal would, therefore, have sinned
against his religion had he made any
obelsance or dropped his ehin hall an
Inch lwfors Haman. When, therefore,
proud Haman attempted to compel an
homage which was not felt, e only did
what the world sver sinee has tried to
do, when it would fores our holy relig-
lonin any way to yield to s dictates,

Fagot and rack and halter in all ages
have been only the difforent wavs in
which the world has demanded oiwise
anees IUwas once away apon the top of
the temple, that Satan commanded  the
Holy One of Narareth to kneol before
Wim.  But it is not now <o mach on the

| thelr feet and ery: Lot his name be
blotted out!™ Haman was Prime Min-

top of churches as down in the sislo and
the pew and polpit that Satan tempts

same circumstances, (f those who, In
pulitical life twenty yoars ago. were the
{ most prominent, how few pamain in con-
sspienity. Political parties make cer-
tain men do thelr hard work, and then,
after using them as hacks. turn them
out on the commons to die,  Every four
years there §8 a complets revolution,
and about 5,000 men who ought certain:
Iy to b the next Presldent are shame-
fully disappuinted; while some, who
this day are obscure and poverty-
stricken, will ride upon the shoulders
of the people, and take thelr turn st ad-
miration and the spolls of office. O,

how quickly the wheel turnst Dallot
boxes  are the  steps on  which
mon  come  down - as  often s

they go up. Of those who wers long
ago surcessful In the accumulation of
property, how few have not met with
roverses! while many of those who then
woere strattened in clreumstances now
hold bonds and the bank keys of the
Nation.  Of ull fAckle things in the
world, fortune is the most Aekle. Every
day she changes her mind, and woe to
| the mau who puts any confidence in
what she promises or proposes' She

ister in the magniticent court of Persia. | the espousers of the Chrlstian faith to | cheers wlion you go up, and she laughs

Thoroughly appreciative of the honor
| conferred, he expects everybody that he |
passes to e obseguions. Coming in one |
day at the palace the servants drop their |
heads In honor of his offles; bet a He-
brew named Mordecal gazes upon the
pinssing dignitary witnons bending his
hewd or taking off his hat. He was a
good man, amnd would not have been
negligent of the ordinary courtesivs of
life, but he felt no respoet oither for
Haman or the nation from which he had
Ceomes Bt e coulid not be hypoeritical:
and while others mude Oriental salanm,
getting elear down before this Prime
Minister whon he passed. Mordeend, the
Hebrew, relaxed not a musele of his
fneck and kept his chin cloar up, Do
cause of thataffront Haman getsa decres |
| from Ahasuerus, the dastardly King, for i
the massacre of all the Iseaelites, and
that, of course, will include Morleeal.
To make a long stery short, through
Quenn Esther this whole plot was e
vealed to ner hushand, Ahasuerns, One
| night Abhasuorus, who was aMicted with
insomnla, In his sleepless hours calls |
| for his seeretary to read to him o fow
| pages of Persian history, and so while
| away the night.  In the book read that l
|

night to the King an account was given
of a conspirnecy from which Mordeeal,
| the Hebirew, had saved the King's 1ife,
and for which kindness Mordecal had
 never recelved any reward.  Hawan,
who had beon fixing up & niee gallows
 to hung Mordecal on, was walking out- }
slde the door of the King's sleoping |
| apartment and was called in. The King |
| told him that he had just had read to |
| him the account of some one who had
saved his, the King's, Lifte, and he asked
| what reward oughit to be given to suck |
| & one. Self-«coneeited Haman, suppos-
Ing that he himself wastoget the honor,
Land not Imagining for & moment that
the dellverer of the King's life was
| Mordecal, says: “Why, your Malesty
ought to make a teiumph for him, aml |
fput m erown on him, and set him on o |
| splendid horse, high-stepping and full- |
blowded. and then have ene of your
princes  lead the horse through  the
L streets, orving: “Row the knee, here
feomes o man who has saved the King's |
| hte!™  Then sald Abhasuerus in wovers |
Ltones to Haman: 1 know all ubout |
your scoundrelism. Now you go out |
rnml make & trlumph for Mordeea!, the |
| Hebrew, whom you hate,  Put the bost |
{ saddle on the finest horse, and you, the i
[ prinee, hold the stierup while Mordeeal

| kneel botore kim.

Why was it that the
Platonic phillosopors of varly times, as
well as Toland, Splnoza and  Boling-
broke of latter davs, were so madly op-
posed to Christianity? Certainly not he-
canse it favored immornlities, or arrest-
o civilization, or the dwarfed intellect,
The genuine reason, whethor admittod
or not, was hecause the religrion of Christ
pabd no respect to theie intelloctual van:
it os,

Satun told our first parents that they
would hecome as gods if they would
only reach up wnd take a taste of the
fraite They tried it and failed, but their
descendants are not yet satisfied with
the experiment We have now many
desiring to be as gods, reaching up after
yet another apple.  Human  reason
seornful of Goed's word. may foam and
steat with the proud weath of a Haman,
and attempt to compel the homage of
the gowd, hut in the presence of men
and angels it shall be confounded, Gl
shall smite thes, thou whited wall™
When science began o make Its bril-
lant discoverios there were groat facts
brougt to light thiat seemed to overthrow
the truth of the Bible.  The arcbeols
ogist with his erowbar, and the geol-
oist with bis hammer, and the chemist
with  his  batteries  charped  upon
the Bible. Moses'  aecount of  the
ervation seemed denied by the very
structiure of the earth,  The astronomer
wheeled round his telescops until the
heavenly  Wusdies  seemed 1o marshal
themselvos against the Bille, as the
stars In thelr courses fought against
Sisera.  Observatories and vniversitios
rejoleed at what they considered past

It‘u'lnl ¥. and ||NN\|1|. on their conguest

into the kKingdom of nature untdl, alas
for them' they discovered too much.
God's word had only boen Iying in am-
bush that, in some unguarded moment,
with a sudden bound, It might tear in-
fdelity to pleces,

It was as when Joshoua attacked the
elty of AL e selected 30,000 wen, and
voneealed most of them; then with o
fow men he assailed the ety which
poured out its numbers and strength upe
on Joshua's Hittle band. Aveonling to
previous plan, they fell back in socming
defeat, but, after all the proud inhabit-
ants of the vity had boen brought out of
their homes, and had Joined in the pur-
sult of Joshua, suddenly that brave man
halted in his Might, and with his spoar
painting toward the city, 20,00 men
bounded from the thickets as panthers

make the plantation remunerative, he | €0t on, and then lead his horse through | spring to thelr proy and the PUFSHEFS W

sold it for m small sum, and dividing
the proceads with Cornolin, dovoted
himsolf to tracing Hugh, At last, by
one of thoso aceldents we ought to eall

“providents,” he discovered his broth: |

the streot. Make haste'™  What |
[apectacle! A comedy and a tragedy at
one and the same time.  There they go! !
' Mordecal, who had been despissd, now
starredd and  robed in the  stirrups,

dashed to pleces, wihille the hosts of |

Joshna pressed up to the elty, and with
their lighted torches tossed it into the
flames,  Thus It was that the disoos-
nries u' 'u‘tl‘l\i‘l' \l'l'rlll'tl L01] Kive |l‘t|||mr

or's knapaack In the hut of & poor man Haman, the Chancellor, afoot, holding | rary victory against tiod and the Bible,

not far from the battle-fMeld, and by
dint of rewards offered learned that the
man from whom
taken had erept away mortally wound.
ol to the sholter of & few bushes during
the fight, and had been found thers by

the “eracker,” who took possossion of | contly bullt entirely wasted! 1t is ity | in shame.

hix arms and his aecoutrements

“Hut he made » grave for our poor
Hugh, Marlon,” Alexaunder sald, with a
trombling volee —*n grave where deco
rations never fail. The fellow showed
mo where he burled him, botwoen two
pine trees. On one of them elimbs a
Chorolees rose that drops (s thick white
petals on the sod. and wild blossoms
have tealled all over the mound, till it
Is falr as your mother's grave to<day. |
oould huy think when 1 saw it that the
tiod of the brave and the loyal had not
forgotton Hugh's lonely pillow in the
wildernoess.™

After leaving hin hrother's place of
rost, Alexander had opened his koagp
sack and found In it Marlon's letters
and her pleture.
twin brothers were allke In every fibor,
and Alexander's heart opened at onee to
enshrine the lovely woman Hugh had
adored and left for his country.

Hut what had he to offor hor?
he dared endeavor to i1l his hrother's
place e must have a home to which he
could ask Marion: he could not honora-
bly ask hier to shame his poverty, for it
was utier.

Before long, however, he found a
place in some of the new enterprises of
the South; worked there as manfully as
he had fought, and just aa soon as his
position was assured, and he could ask
an alwence from the work, he came w
the North, and arriving at Alton on
Memorial Day, was directed where w0
find Marion at her mother's grave.

Her whole hoart went out o him as
woon a8 he spuke; for to her he was
Hugh, and no other—the aspoct, the
voloe, the wmanner, even the very
thoughts he shared with her, wem all
lugh's, and the man's nobility forbade
bim to feel one joalous pang when, with:
vut even knowing it, over and over she
gave him his brother's name.

Nor dMd she delag hor marriage, aa e
foared might be her wish,

“We have been engaged so long.” she |

answersd him, when he saked her, *thal
1 do not teel it is haste. Dear Sandy,
Hugh told me 1 should love you, 1
knew you, better than |1 loved bim.
Perhaps | shall; yotalways | shall think
that Decoration Day was also Reaurree

ton Day to me." —Rose Terry Cockhe, A

Harper's Dasar.

that knapsack was |

As Hugh had said, the |

Before |

the pranving, rearing, champing stal- |
[ Hom,  Mordecal bends his neck at last, |
hut it is to look down at the degraded
[ Peime Minister walking bencath him,
| Hnzas for Mondecal!  Alas for Haman!
But what a pity to have the gallows, res

{cublts high and huflt with care.
Haman had erected it for Mordecal, by
whose stirrups he now walks as groom. |
Stranger and more startling than any
romuance, there go up the steps of the
seaffolding, side by side. the hangman

fand Haman, the ex-Chancellor, “'So
| they hanged Haman on the gallows

{ that he prepared for Mordeeai!™

Although so many years have pasod
sinee cowanlly  Ahasuerus relgned, and
the beautiful Esther answersd to his
whims, and Persia perished, yvot from

"the life and death of Haman we may

draw living lessons of warning and in-

struction.  And, first, we come o the
practical suggestion that. when the
heart is wrong. things very insignificant
will destroy our comfor,. Whe would
have thought that a great Proue Min:
ister, admired and applanded by wmillions
of Perstans, would have been so netled
and harassed by any thing trivial?

What more could the grear dignitary
have wanted than his chariots and at- |

tendants, and palaces and banguets® 1f

aMuence of clreumstances can make a

| man contented and happy, surely Haman

"whould have been contented and happy
No: Monleeal's refusal of a bow takes
| the glitter from the gold, and the rick-
neas from the purple, and the speed |

; from the chariotas With a heart puffed
|up with every inflation of vanity and

I revenge, it was impossible for him 1o be
| happy. The silence of Mondecal at the
gate was louder than the braying of
| trumpets in the palace. Thus it shall
inlways be if the heart is not always
]ﬂ'hl. Clrcumstandes the wos! trivial
will disturh the spirit
[ It is mot the great calamities of life
| that ¢reate the most worriment. | hawwe
| seen men, felled by repeated blows of
misfortune, arising from the dust, never
| desponding,  But the most of the dis
| Quiet which wen suffer s from lnsig

niflcant causes; as a Lion attacked by
some beast of prey turns easily around
and slays him, yet runs roaring through

ithe forest at the alighting on  his
| brawny neck of & Tew insects. You weet

Csome great loss in business with com
parative composure. but you can think
of petty trickeries inflicted upon you
which rouse all your capacity for wrath
and main in your Leart an unbearable
amnoyance,

‘of their

and for a while the chiurel acted as if
she wore on a retreat, but, when all the
opposers of God and truth had joined
In pursult, and were sure of the fleld,
Christ gave the signal o His chiareh,
and turning, they drove back their fors
There was found o be ne

tlon
found to be the work of the same hand,
two strokes of the same pen,
thority the same tiod,

Again: Learn the lesson that pride
gpoes before g fall
wo far up as Haman, who tumblod so far
domn® Yes on a smaller scale every
day the world sees the same thing
Against thelr vory advantages men trip
into destruction When God humbles
proud men it is usually at the moment
greatest arrogancy. 1 there
he g wiun o your Catimunity greatly
pufled up with worldly syeeess, vou
have but to stand a Hitle while and vou
will ses bl come down.  You say, |
wonder that taw] allows that man to go
on riding over other's heads and m iking
Kreat assumptions of power
no wonder about it
got to the top Pride is & commander,
well plumed and caparisonsl, but |
loads forth a dark and frowning host.
We have the best of authority for say-
Iﬂ‘llljl “Pride rlnlth before dl--!r-....‘.
tion, and & haughty spirl: bofore 4 (a1l "

'I.!ll‘l"l' in
Haman has not vet

The arrows from the Almighty's quiver |

are apt to strike a man when on the
wing

Again: This oriental tale reminds us
of the fact that wrongs we prepare for
others mturn upon ourselves  The gal-
lows thay Haman bullt for Mordeval be-
came the Frime Minister's strangula-
sion. Robesplerre, who sent so many e
the guillotine, had hisown head chopped
off by that horeid instrument  Theeril
you practice on others will recoll upon
your own pate.  Blanders come home
Cruelties come home, You will yet bw
& lackey walking beside the yery charger
on which you expected 1o ride others
down, When Charles | who had de-
stroyed Straffond, was alout to be he
headed. he said: 1 basely ratified an
unjust sentence and the similar injus
tice L am mow 1o undergo (s a sensible
retribution for the punishmwent | infllcred
on an inunecent man

Furthermore, let the story of Haman
tach us how guickly turns the sheel of
fortume.  One day, excepung the King,
Haman was the wightiest wman in Per-
sla, but the next day, a lackey S0 we
gv up and se we come down You sel-
dom fnd any man 1wesly vears i the

thelr au- |

Was any man ever |

[ when vou come down. (), trust not a

moment your hoart’s affection to this
[lh.u-gc-l-.l world!  Anchor vyour soul in
| il From Clrist's  companionship
gather vour satisfaction. Then come
swirrow or gindness, sucepss or defeat,
riches or poverty, honor or disgrace,
| health or sickness, Life or death, time
or vternity, all are vours, and ye am
Christ's. and Christ is God's,

Apgain: this Haman's history shows us
that outward possessions and eircum-
stanmees can not make a man happy.
While yet fully vested in authorlty and
the ehiel aldviser of the Porsian monarch,
and every thing thnt equipage and pomp
and splendor of residoncs conld do worn

his, beoas an object Jesson of weetehed-
|||u-«, There are today more aching
sorrows under vrowns of rovalty than
l under the vageed caps of the houseloss.
| Much of the world's aMuence and galety
s only misery in colors, Many a woman
[ seated in the strect at her apple stand
15 happler than the great bankers,

Were Teallod to skoteh milsory in its
worst form, I would not go up the dark
alley of the poor, but up the h ghway

Lover which prancing Bucephali strike
the sparks with theor hoofs and between
statuary and parks of stalking deer,
I Wretchedness is  more bitter when
swillowed from gemmed goblets than
from carthen piteher or pewter mug.  If
there are voung people hers who are
looking for this position and that eles
cumstance, thinking that worldly suc-
cess will bring peace of the soul, let
them shatter the delusion, It s not
what we get, 1t is what we are.  Daniel
among the Hons s happier than Nobu-
| chadnezzar on bis throne. And whon
{ 1o is elosing. brilliancy of worldly sur-
raundings will be no solace. Death s
blind and sees no difference between
a King and hix ¢lown, betwesn the
Nazareno and the Athenian, between a
bookless hut and a national UHbrary.
From all the heights and depths of my
| nature rings down and rags up and
[ rings ot the wonl “immortal.” A good
conselence and assuranee of life eternal
through the Lord Jesus Christ are the
only securities,

The soul's happiness is too large »
eraft to sail up the stream of woridly
pleasure.  As ship carpenters  say, I8
| draws too much water. This earth is

a bubble and it will burat.  This life is
(& vislon and it will soon pass away.
Time! Teis only aripple and it breaketh
against the throne of judgment. Oup
days! They y swilter than a shuttie,
weaving for us o robe of trinmph or &
garment of shame.  Begin your life
with rel gion and for its greatest trinl
you will be ready.  Every day will be a
trivmph and death will be only a king's
servant calling you to a roval banquet,

In olden time the man wha was to r-
ceive the honors of Knighthomd was re-
fuired to spend the provious night fully
armed, and with shiecld and lance to
walk up and down among the tombs of
[ the dead. Through all the hours of
| that night his steady step was heard,

And | antag nism betwoen nature and rovelg [ and when morning dawned, amid grand
The universe and the Bille were

parade and the sound of ecornets the
honors of knighthod were hestowed,

Thus it shall be with the good man's
soul in the night before Heaven.  Fully
armed with shield and sword and hel-
met, he shall wateh and walt unti! the
darkness fiv and the morning breeak,
and amid the sound of ee vstial h.l!']l‘
ings the saul shall take the honors of
Heaven amid the inwumerable throng
with robws snowy white streaming over
seus of sapphire

"i!hll-.l' will only 'l.“!" to walt rl"
his day of tr umph. 1t taok all the pre-
ceding teials to make a proper hack-
ground for his wftop The
seafold builr for him makes all the
more imposing and pleturesgue the horse
Inter whose long white mane he twisted
his fingers at the mounting.  You want
at Yoast two misfortunes hard as 1int to
steike fiem Hoavy and long continued
snows imthe winter are signs of good
CROs mextl summer 8o many have
vielded monderful harvests of benevo
lence and energy eanuse they were
long ah be snowed under \‘thll‘! havre
a good many hard falls before we loarn to
walk straight. Jtison the black anvil of
trouble that men hammer out thelr foe
tunes.  Sorrows take up men on thele
stoulders and enthrone them, Tonies
are nearly alwars bitter Men, like
fruit trees ame harren, unless trimmed
with sharpkmives Theyare like wheat

all the better for the Aaling. It re-
quired the prison darkness and ckill w
make John lunyan dream 1t ook
Iwlaware 0o and cold foer st Valley
Forge, and the whis of hullets to make
Washington. Paul, when he climbed wp
on the beach of Melita, shiver ng in his
wel clothes. was more of & Christian
than when the ship struck the breakers
Prescatt, the historian, saw botter with:
out his eyes than he could ever have
seen with them  Mordecal despissl at
Ahe gate, isonly predoowssor of Morde-
cal, grandiy mounted
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Aieneral Fremont s living on Staten
Island in great elirement.  But he is
Ir'l"""":' goesl for many years you
His torm is ervet, and Lis eyes have the
same fash as whion be crossed 1he Rook-
les and wrote 1hose oh hhlﬂl“ re o Pte
which, strictly true as thev are :ﬂ-

fallthe freshiness and vigor of a romance




