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A Pathotic Btory as Told by a
ftatoly Primn-Donnny

before the

the moment, seated
g 1in the midst of the soft |

spinet, pan
nocturne o contemplate the old teak-

woold wallking stivk with its sullow ivo- |

ry death's hewd and leathern tussels
and triple  bands of |
with  powpous  flourishes —Madeline

Mark, the stately primu-donns, upom
whom now the world had turned its fa
voring eyes

slome: sit closer to me,'” she said,
“The earviage will pot be here this
half hour. 1 will tell yon of one who
loved me, who Hnvae
trivmph mlzht be mine. Would to heave |
en ] hd been worthy! |

“That cane wis my father's. He was |
one of the brave few who survived
Trafalgar, and whom the good queen
decorated with her own hands. For an
especial act of bravery she also gave
him this token, and beantiful indeed
wans it then,—a solid gold head where
now is o staring skull, more of nn im-
perial scepter than the staff of a hero,
That cane has witnessed sl the divine
comedy of our lives.

SI waus just sixteen when Linade my
debut. 1 recall with what rapture 1
sprang from the stage after the thirvd |
encore and [olt iy proud father's arms
about me, lis dear kiss of gratulution
upon my fevered brow. Dut ah! with
the coming of trinmph came the mon-
gter which has erossed the threshold of
many u happy home and driven peice
fnto the hearth-flames.  Ambitiont— |
ah, what have | not to apswer yot for
thee!

his
turned his face
mu-t have seemed
of betrayul, giving him over in hostagze
o the temds of pmbition,

vy
delay.”
the assem blpge of velel
}qu the death's<hemd eane
fore the magniticence abont
| great Ly was so duzeiml ot my  suds
den
She appearcd almost transtipured for | plucing me in one corner, deputizing
old | errtiln rallants to take tnrns in amuss |

singr, she took my arm and [ me onee |
or twiee up s
aompany

rolil inseribed | plomaey tanght me the seeret of worlds
| Iy suveess

sine, there wis o generons flutter of
interest in v behalf; the wurmurs
suddenly hushed as 1 ventured, with |

{ the timidity which gave my volee un

up his 1ife thut | opeoing notes of i Spanish love  song,

SAs o risen star I wias mueh songht

by the curious and the sineere alike. 1) coy
was invited everywhere, reeeived with | oS of vour swedt volee anigeht not |

. all -

flattering honors for so st li ,l.'l | e inaried by th whose offorta fol-]
achievemnent, my futher ever besiie | voups,  Come; is not this uonaive
me, One nipehit an incdent occunrved " |

which directed the whole conrse of my
future. 1t was nt aveeeptionof i g
lady whose mansion faced o fushion

able square.  After quite an ovation 1
started down the marble stalrway.
dazed ot the magnifiecnee about e

Just as I stepoed by the great vandle-
abrum, the fuie hostess, who
indecd angelic at that moment,
whitest shoulders nud ing jewels,
glanced up and appronched me

Itless
me!’ she said

appeared
with

“he poor child hos no

cloak:’ amd. with perbaps u pompous
desire to be  thought gracious, she
threw her own  magnificent  white

mantle over my shoulders, walking by
my side. Suddenly, in the great mirror,
1 catneht sight of the great lady and
myself side by side. It was a revelas
tion. 1 beeame the deformed traos-
formed.  Under the enchantment of
this one moment 1 grew tall, noble,
herole.  Was 1 not her equal, and more
beautiful than she?  Whercin lay the
difference between this one of the
greatest ladies of the land and thie
struggling singer? A white silk elonk
—mnothing more!

St was two yenrs Lefore 1 met the
grent lady againg and that  wis whoen
my father aml 1 were eelebrating oue
of his rare Subibuths of vest in the park.
A swift regal turned down
from an unespected nook, and my eyes

met those of my benefactress, Fve |
could shrinl mto ambush, as Wus my
foolish  Tmpulse, she  recogniaed  me,

saluted, then ondered her  cardinge
drawn to the curbstone, beckoning e
thither

s oy dear.' she muarmnred, seductive-
Iy, ‘1 have watched your
these two vears, and koow the ambi-
tions of vour heart, 1 am going to give
the initiative to the sneeess you covet,
Day after to-morrow night the prince
of —-— will honor me ut o reception
ghven for Wl at my house You will
come, and perhaps I shall regiest yon

strugyles

to sing. If yon do, you may win i
ghanee of favor from his highiness,
which, T necd nob saye means ik Jiisse

port into publie favor. € Am |
nob very ool

i my specehless pratitude Tl
gome inprticulate murmur of surprise
and dehght

swalomember!  Taesday night st ten,
Do not dispppoint mel”  And with
wave of the hund, and o smile half of

L1E TAAN

patronage,  hall  pity, the  earriige
volled down under the intertwining
trees,

1 stood still o moment; searcs rea-

lizing my gooml fortuie; then I raa to
my pooid and exultantly told
him ull

s ruthier! futher! exceluimeld *Think
of it! 1 shall meet the Freal pringe,
and I shall singe for him. Why is not all
the world mine now?

s Delightful, my ehild!" he sald, with
that half joy that was so full of mean-
ing.  *And you shall go—=Dby all means!'

VP he dress!' 1 saud, ntlength; ‘whore
and how shall 1 ever obtain one it to
bear the seratiny of a princed

“KFor o moment he looked buafMed,
Then he turned his face oway, striking
his ll:.llll with the gold-hended cune.
You shall 2o, he said, ealmly,

whor the two days 1 workied like o
battle-painter—like one wha prepures
for n great coup etat, The lovely
gown was procured; and even when |
noted that the solld gold head of ny
good futher's stuff was veploced by this
sallow dentis-head, 1 did nov even feel
reproach at this one nospeskuble saeri
flee, 1 was to mest the prand prince
and to singe for hind: to geb o glimpse ot
myself in the grent wirror onee more;
and, sweeter than all, to speale and be
spokon to, not ns n patronized menial,
but an  equal. Al te thoese
nehiovements of splendor what were
the sacrifices of o single soul, though
he were indeed my father?

e hod brought me o huge bunch
of roses.  Ah, yos; his danghter must
have Howers, if not jewels, 1 found
them places of favor upen my hosom,
aud one burning, searlet bad for my
bair, Ireached up and kissed hiw for

Lather,

HL]

dear and generons thought. ITe
aside and chokeds It

to him ke the lkiss

ey ¢hithdy® he

s walting.

TG soddy

| PR

my

carringe

wftly,
ha us not
in the whirling midst of
rities. the vislon
vanished -
The
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transformation  that instead of

; i
ing e T shoold be sammoned to |

befofe the great |
% of dk

nd down

Fliis

1
crownlnge ae

“When at lust T was called wpon to

gdded sweetness and tremor, upon the

felt the hot Llood mount to my
eheslis.  Oh, how strangely sweet and
tender wore my own notes to med—like
the mellow eolors of n rare picture
tuken from o pareet, framed in W hite
and pold, and set up in g place of fuvor
i o royal salon.

“1 had sung twiee ere 1 noted the
great prince’s eyes upon me, und from |
that momont T sang but for him. When E
the soft eadenee fell trembliog ot the |
glose. 1 turned shely,  His highness |
hud risen, and stood staring with that |
calm impertinence which is the preroge
dtive of roynlty only: but 1 strogeled
bravely unders the glanee, congquering.
Then cume the presentation and few
interchanges of elvilitios, and, offering
his arm, he ded me down L fope the
staring army of rivals for the honor of
his interest, and @ moment later 1
found myseif sented Leside him amid
thee rare and odorous exoties of the
vonservatory,

wid |

wavou sing divinely! he said. ‘I
bronght yvou here, fiest, that 1 might
pivy sevond, that the renn m-|

Gt iasion

oY o highness is very grracions, |
wrmueed. L ean Lot thanic yon”
W Fore hindf

clonds of ¢l

yn hour T willeed as in the
PV PO S
naede, wnd then supper was antonnesd,
To my el added
and 1o the di=may of my rival betiers,
[ was granted the privilege of aceom-

me sublite pin-

1 |
AU ise

bepumbities in eommpnd,

panying him to the  banguet; und
thither, down through the lTantera-lit
vista of pulms and flowers wo wan-

my  former
awe somewhat diminishod, my better
Fyen at tablae l
Nothing seemed o over-
The grreat silver can-
delabra, the everrecnrring  surprises
of epicnrean art, the spavkie of eut
wlas , and the incense of rare flowers,
seomed my due, as if 1 had been born
winid them o some prenatial existence,

dered, ehntting lelsarely,

wiis it el
whelm me now.

and ot last was restored tothem,  Suds
denly—oli, how eonld it have hap

[ overturned a glass into the
A slight shindder at the
with the deftness of o
rreat man coveread my
disgranee, lelsurely bore on the
thrend of convorsation as if nothing had
happened.  His tact wade o profound
HAPrEss10mn Wpen e,

Y e highiness,t I. » momaent
luter, nlmost like an ere-
wite suying his bepds bhefore his patron
<aint, ‘vou hove tapght e wherein
Hos o raler’s ¢ the tact which
helps others 1o conceal their errors
while hestow ing their homage.”

e sindled, much !!‘.1'5{“'1' at the
palvere. Al my dear lady,' he sald,
softly, I wonld rather yon had poured
it upon my head, in the manner of the
vestals of old,!

“When the waoere abhont leny-
ing I was one of the first to receive the
service of the mulds, und soon loiteresd
down the grand staivcase as 1 hpd
tone some two yoars before. 1 recall
that fir-off loue as an angel might re-
cull the poor Httle teiumph of earth
rocall and smily pitvingly.  Suddenly,

]nt-m'-i'.
prinee’s lap.
iey shiock, and
mugiclan the
und

s il

whispering
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ruests

trinmph, | §

through e danzaling gronps, [ spied
the prince,  With a sign of recognition
L grose and came toward me. abrapt-
ly leaving
witelad their defeat in anger;
nation.

v AN and §oshindl inve thoe added honor
sceurting you to yourcarviage,’ e ex-
elatoned, bowing: and so led me—=oh, how
thanlkful 1

from the

constesrs

Lirilliant corridor, out upon
the wider muehle steps hefore whick
wits the long lino of equipages wawiit-
ing the gnests,

“At the first breath of the onter
world 1 was steack with o wrerible
thought, Futhier! how conld 1 cone

cenl him feom the great prinec?

Can ure wlone® said his highuoess,
interrogatively.

voNo: my father O, 11
lenst he—he wae to be!' 1 faltereds for,
peering youder, I spicd my futher opens
g the earcinge daoor to receive me, U,
how forlorn, ignoble, like the whipped
dog he looked! I shuddered, amd o
weeret, wielhoeal Ill'i'l\' sy _’"'l the hi
into my temples, 1 the earth wonld
only purt and swallow Tiitn, and 50 save
me from utterest downfull, the climux
of this hanghty, imperial vole in the
drama of worldly wwmbition,

018 your futher not bhere then?' said
the prince,

'Ni," 1 choleed,

Is—14 hoere

wincing nnder the

lash of my own falsehood  “Hnt—my
er—conchmnn is very ra vt
and—" but we now stood heside Hi
enrvinge door, boside that pale faoo nrdd
sttonuated fiznre. | oghve him one
elynee, noting the Il vmitmtion of prid

| and love in his superngtaral eyes then

[ turned away, That earvienture of a
former greatness, thal mere sen LTI E
| of & man, that whipped-dog atiitn
lhll. no, o b oonld not loek § s the
eyes again, mineh less maloe him Kuown
to the great mon whoe now hent nnl

| kissed my lingor-Lips whileh tremhiled
in his rasp, and whispered noword or
two i wmy innocent dars w hich must

a bevy of the fovored, whio |

wis thut T had n eorvriage! |

r'I.J

|
have shot the hot biood luto my posr |

™ o (I
W cappinad nurse was beniding, wnd
nern whose pillows by the gialim sweet
Vfesitnres of that one so dear to me. Oh,
TTRAT ngalnsy the
il Thes murse Wik wipe

prhastiv e lookoed

white slieets!

e blood from the dear forohead!
soFather!—father!—=futher! Speak ta
me! It is l=l—vonr Madelive—rous
ehilid!  See! seel—louk up aod say that
that you forgive—forgive! Don't you
hear me? It is I—your child—=yuur

Madeline!

sy dresw thie dear bead from the pils
low pnil clasped my woeak arms ab ot
his peek, (ressing my fuce to Nis, tuy

hot tears mwingling with the blood thint
teleldded from the wound on his fore-
| hemd,  Suddenly the elenr eyes purted

withe==ah, 50 widiee xo breight,
natursl, yvet Kind,
V' hen his fingers
f

fuce

SO BIPUAT.
forpiving!
ruised, lw toneliod my

rreat

soft,

and n tear fell opon hiy

sitleon ehisek ns he murmared:  ‘lloor
Pehitill—pooe ¢l Y Then he laughed,
thien he moaned and—dled."
I bowed my hewd ot the reeital of
1 puthietic history, so viviil, o real,
frow the areat singere's Hips, b hitened
by the mervelons ehanges of  that
| maobile fuce and made musle by the ine-
tonse elearness of that tremulous voice,
When 1 looked up Madeline had taened
e, hoeyor tull of tears, el
Inee thin diathi'sliond cane bapgringe
b fore iver, shio stroek on the old splones
e opening chord of the great opery
wh ose fulr herolue she was soon Lo res
vivify with sueh irresistible pathas,

vkt she spid, pansiog, “what s
that enmbling?"
St is the carriago,”

siadd L—Charles
LEdward Barus, in Demgrest's Maguzine,

| s moment,”

HUSKING TIME.

Harvost Home Discourso By Rew.
Dr. Talmago,

Gathering the Girnin That s Ripe Fer
the Harvest - The Flonl tGinrner.
lng of the Great Urop

ol Sonls.

Ina recont sermon ot Drooklyn Dr
T. DeWitt Talmage discoursed upon
the harvest season.  The text selected
wian “As n Shock of Corn Comoth in
In s Sepson Job v, 948, Dre. Talmage
L B
This Is the time of the year for husk-
ing eorn.  1f youn have recently been in
the fdelds you know that the corn s all
eut. The sharp knife struck throngh
the stulks and left them all nlong the
flelds until a man came with a bundie
of straw and twisted o few of these
wisps of steaw intoa band, and then
thering up as much of the eorn as he
sonld compnss with his arms, he bound
vith his wisp of straw, and  then stood
tin the fleld o what isealled n shook.
Abont corn ns an hmported cereal or
orn ns a metaphor, the Bible is con-
tantly speaking.  You konow about
wople in the famine coming o bay
wrn of Joseph, and the foxeson fire
unning Into the “standing corn," and
pbout the oxen treading out the corn,
nd about the seven thin ears of corn
hat in Pharnoh's dream devonred the
wen good ears, and the “parched
orn,” hinnded to besutiful Ruth by the
urvesters of Hathlehom, and Abignil's
ive measures of “parchod corn” with
which she hoped to wppoase the sne-
niea of her drunken huasband, and
Davld's deseription of the valleys Yeov-
red over with corn,” and *the hand ful
of corn in the earth,”™ and “'the full
m in the car,” snd Christ's Sabbath
norning wulk through corn flelds, and
Full'ﬂ‘t{ih‘n "‘ﬂll\'k'l\;{ cira of corn,”
nd so 1 wm not surprised o tind corn
husking time peferred to inmy text:
“As o shock of corn cometh In aa his
season '
There is a difference of opiaion as to
whether the orlentals know anything
abont the corn as 1t stands in onr flelds;
but recent discoveries huve found out
hat the Hebraw knew all about Inding
madze, for thome have been grains of
e pleked up ont of ancient erypts
pnd exhumed from hiding places where
hey were put down muny centuries
igo and have bean planted In our time
pd have come up just such Indian
fnlze na we ralse in New York and
hie* go I am vight whon I suy that my
ext may refor to o shock of corn jast
b you nnd I bound ity just as you and 1
hrew it just as vou and 1 hosked it
I'here may come some practical and
seful and eomforting lessons to all our
ouls, while we think of coming in at
ast “like a shock of corn coming in in
is senson. '
It is high time that the King of Ter-
rs was thrown ont of the Christian
ocabulary. A wast multitude of peo-
le tnlk of death as though it were the
isaster of disasters instend of being to
good man tho blessing of blessings,
is moving out of a eold veatibule into
warm temple. It is migreating Into
oves of redolence and perpetun! fruit-
. Itis achange from Lleak March
roseate June. It is o change of
nacles for garlands, It is  the
pnsmnuting of the iron handeuf®s of
rihly incarceration into the dia-
nded wrislets of a bridal  party;
to use the suggestion of my text, it
mly husking time, It Ix the teariog
of the rongh sheath of the body that
s bright and the beautiful soul may
free, Coming in “like a shock of
n cometh in in hls season”  Christ
blie up u faneral procession at the
of Nain by making n resarrection
f for n young man and his mother.
] T would that I could break up
r sodness and hult the long funeral
wesslon of the world's grief by some
pring and cheerfol view of the last
iwition,
e nll know that husking time was n
of frost, Frost on the fenee,
t on the stubble. Frost on the
. Frost on the bare branches of
trees.  Frost in the ale. Prost on
ands of the huskera.  You remem-
ve nsed to hide between the corn
& 80 us to leeop off the wind, but
you remember how shivering was
body and how palanful was
k and how benumbed were the
%  Dut after awhile the sun was
up and all the frosts went out of
fr and hilarities awakensd the
st oy from one corn shock
went up, “Aba, aha!” and was -
wered by joy friim another corn shovk.

“Ahn, wha!" |\ Se we all rveallze
that  the deatley of our friend (&
the nipping of myny expectations,
the freczing, the ~'l|il~"'n‘,r, the frosting
of many of our hopes. '\ It is far from
being o south wind Tt eomes out of
the frigid north, and when they go
awny from us we stand beaumbed in
body and benuwbed in mind and be-
numbed in soul,  We stund amnng our
dead nelghbors, our dead families, und
we say: “Will we ever get over it?"
Yes, we will goet over it amid the sliout-
ings of heavenly rennion, and we will
look buck to all theso distresses of bes
renvement only as the temporary dis-
tresses of husking time.  “"Weeping
may endure for a night, but joy cometh
in the morning,”  *“Light, and Lot for
s moment,” sald the apostie, as hae
clapped his hands, “Hght, and bat for
The ¢hill of the frosts fol-
lowed by the gladoess that cometh in
“like u shock of corn cometh inin his
sitpson. '’

Of course the hwurking time mad
rough work with the ear of corn, "I}
husking peg had to be thrast in and the

the

| hard thumb of the husker had o gome

down on the swuthing of thoear, aud
then there was o pull sud thero wis n
ruthless tearing, nnd o complets saap-
ping off before tho carn wis froe, and
i the husk eonld have spoken it would
have suld:  *Why do you lacerste me?
Whd do you wrench e Ahl my
fricuds, that is the way God has ware
ranged that the ear snd husk shall part,
and that is the way he has wrranged
thut the body aud sonl shall separate.
You can nffurd to have your physical

only forwnrding the sonl’s liberation,
Every rhieumutic pain is only o plunge
of the husking pog 1'u<r-..|u-ur||l|,zht
twing is only o twist by the husker
There s rold In vou that muost come

ot  Some way the ahaekle mnst be
brokkon. Some wav the sy mnst Ine
Innnehed for the heave iy vovogee, Yo

st Jet the Henvouly
husk off the mortali
tality. ‘T'hove oueht to e g
s tion In this for nll who bave ehronle

TEnstandman

for vou what for maoy of us in rabinst
health perhaps He will do in one fell
blow ot the lust, At the
Nlness, ot the elose of ow
you onught to sav: “Thank God that all
s post nowy thank tid that 1 awill
never have to sofTer that aealng thank
Gl 1 oo so mnch nenrver the howr of
Hberation™  You will never suffer the
mame pain twies, You may have o new
pain in an old place, but never the
samoe pain twice.  The pain P
work and then It dies  Just so muny
}\lnn;rr.-i of the erowhar to froe tlll'-
quarry stona for the Luilding,  Just so
mnny strokes of the chisel to complete
tha statue. Just o many
separate the sonl from the bdy, Yon
who have chronde ailiments nnd disors
ders, nre only paving in installments
that which some of us will havo Lo pay
In one payment when we pag the debt
of nature. Thank tGiod, thereforl, ye
who have chronle disorders that yon
have so much less suffering at the last
Thank God, that you will have so mach
less to feel in thoe woy of paln at the
hands of the Heavenly Husbandman
when “the shoek of corn cometh in in
his season, ™

Perhaps this may e an answer to n
question which 1 askd one Sabibath
morning, butdid not answer: Why s
it that so many really goosd people have
wo drendfully to wniTor?  You often tind
" gunu\ man with l'll-lll\.’h p:uin\ nnild
aches noed distressen, von wonld think,
to diseipline o whole eolony, while
you will find n man who s porfoct
Iy useloss going abont with easy
gestion  and sty tnorves  wnid
shining lendth, anil his el
from the world is compariatively paln
less,  How do vou explain that? Well
1 notiowd To the hosdkiong time that the
husking peg was thrast into the eorn
and then there must be a stout pall bie.
fore the swinthing wis taken off the

s of wvery
¥ paroxyesm

"
pangs o

ear, and thoe full, ronmd, healthy, lus
urinnt corn was developel; while on
the other hand thers was corn that
hardly  seemind worth  hasidinge. We

throw that into o ploee all by it wif,
i we ealled It “aabbins”
it was mildewed, and some of it was
mlesnibblod, and some of L was grent
promise and no faltilhment. AL eobs
and nocorn. Nubbins!  After the good
corn hisl been delven up to the Taen we
enme aroamd with the corn basket and

Some of

we pleked up these nubbins  They
were  worth saving, but not worth
much.  So all pronnd wa there arve peo-

ple whe amount to eomparatively noth-
ing. Thoy develop fnto no kind of
usefulness.  They wre nibbled on one
siile by the world, and nibhled on the
other side by the devil, and mildewed
ull over. Great promise nnd no faltill
ment.  All cobs and noeorn, Nubbins!
They are warth saving I suppose
many of them wil to Heaven, bot
they are not worthe to be mentioned In
the samo duy thome who went
through great tribulation into the king-

il

with

dem of our G, Whowoulil not rather
have the pnins of this Tife, the misfor
tunes of this life<who woulidl not
rather be  torn o 0w o onded and
lwveratodd and weepeh | 1 hushied
and at last go In amid the vers

bert grain of the grasary than to be
pronounesd not worth husking nt all?
Nubbins! In other I want to
say to von poople who have distross of
bodly aanl distress in basiness and dis-
tress of oall sorts, the Lovd has not any
eradee ngalngt you, It ds not derogn-
tory, it s conplimentary.  “*Whom the
Liopd e chasteneth, and it Is
proof positive that these is something
valunble fn yonor the Lord would not
on
Py

worids,

laveth

huve hasked
You rememn
of husking

also that in the time

neiehborbhood e
union. By the great fireplace in the
winter, the fivs roaring around the
loritied baclk

! old-fashioned
hearth, of which

MWiIs I

the
wud registers are only the degonerats
descendunts, the furmers used to gather
audd spead the evening, and thore would
be muneh sovinlity, bat it was ot noay
thing like the § of the husking time,
for then all the furmoers came, and thoy
came b the vory bost hnmor, amd  they
came from beyond the meadow, and
they eame from beyvond the brook, and
they catae feom reglons two and three

bovils otk 0D
taodern stoves

miles nronmd.  Good  spirits reigned
suprethe, and  there  were  great
hundshuling, wnd there Wils

carnival, and there was the recital of
the brightest oxperignces in sll their
Hvos, and there was o peighborhoml res
union the memory of which males all
the noerves of my body tromble with
emotion. The busking tiane was the
time of nelghborhom! reunion, and so
Heaven will be just that There they
come up! They slept in the old villaze
chorchyard,  “There they up!
They come up from all sides—from Pot-
ter's Beld and out of the solid muasonry
of Westminster Abbey.  They come up!
They come up! All the hindrances 19
their better nature husked off.  All
their spivitual despondeneies husked off,
All thelr hindrances to usefulness
husked off. The graing the goldes
praln, the God-fushioned grain, visible
and conspleuous.  Some  of them on
entth were stch disnrreonble
Christiuns  yon  could havdly stand
it in their prosence, Now in THeaven
they wro so radiant you harvdly know

come

them, ‘The fact is, ull their mperfeos
tions aave beon husked off. Now, In
Heaven all thele offepsiveness has basn

hosked o, Each one s as happy as he
Evoery one o meets as happy
as he enn bee Heaven ono geeat neighe-
borhood rounion.  Stand st the gate of
the granory and see the grain cowe ing
out of the frosts Into the sunshine, out
of the darkiness into the light, out of
the tearing and the ripping and the
twisting and the wrenching and lacer-

can be,

distresses when vou know thut they nee

v from the bmmors | of caste nt one heavenly ansion to
nl cone |

nilments, sioee the Loed I gradus [ ing abont n cligue in naother cornen
ally  and more mwildly taking away | Daviidl taking none of the ales of »
from you that which hinders vour | glantkhilor  Joshion making no ong
soul's  Hberation,  dolng  greadually | hnlt until ho passes, becanse he mimle

into the wide open door of the King*s
granary, ke ns o shock of corn comes
oth in in his sepson. ™

Yos, Heaven is o grent sociable, with
Joy like the joy of the husking time.
No one theree feeling wo big he declines
Lo spenlt to some one that I« not so
Inrge.  Archangoel willing to listen to
sl lost elierab,. Nov bolting the door

koep ont the sitizen of a smaller mans
sion Nocligque in one corner whispers

the sun and moon hinlt. Panl making
oo ussuption overs the most ordinary
prescher of righteoonsness.  Naaman,
captain of the Syrinn host, no more
honored than the eaptive mald who told
him where ha conld get a good doetor
O my soul, what a countey!  T'he huams
Blest man o King.  "The poorest woman
wogueen, The mennest house a palice,
The shovtest Hetime cternity.  And
whit I8 mofe strange about it nll is we
mny all get there,

SRt says some one, o yon really
think 1 would be ot home in that sus
pernal soclety if Lshould veneh (09 1
think yon wonld, | know yon wonlid
I remiember that in the hasking time
there wis great equality of feeling
among the nelghibora  There nt one
corn shoclk a farmer wonld be st work
whio owned 200 aeres of gronnd The
man whom he was talking to st the
next corn shoek owned bat thirty acrea
of ground, and perhaps nll that covered
by o moctgage.  Thiat cveniong, at the

olise of the husking day, one man
drove hote @ FOARL 8P B0
frisky, so full of life, they got
thelr feet over the trnee. The other

man walked home,  Great difference in
edueation, grent difference In wordly
means; but 1 noticed at the husking
time they all seemod to enjoy each
other's soviety, They did not nsk any
wmn how much property he owned or
what his edueation had boen.  They all
woemed o be hinppy together o those
ool times. And so it will be in Heaven.
e Pather will gather His children
around Him, and the ueighbors will
pome bn, and the past will be relicarsed,
And some one will tell of vietory, snd
o will all celebrate (t. And some one
will tell of great straggle, ond we wil
wll pradse the grace thnt fotehod hing
ot of i And some one will say
“Here ix my old father thas 1 pug
nway with heartbrenk; just look at
him, he as voung as any of us!™
And  some  one  will  say: “Here
is Is my darling child that T buriod in
Greenwinnd, nnd all tho aftor years of
my life were shadowed with desolation

Just look nt her!  She doesen’t seem

1]

as I she bad been sick o minute.”
Great soclality, Great neighborhood
kindness, o in and dine

All the shocks of cora coming in ln
their season, O, yvos, in their scason,
Not une of you having disd too soon, or
liwving died too late, or having  died at
haphazard,  Planted at just tho right
time, plowed at just the right time.
Cut down st just the right thne
Huslked at Just the right time, Gar-
nered at just the right time. Coming
in In your sonson,

I do not know how you aro constis
tuted, ut I am so eonstituted that
there is nothing that so nwakens rews-
inlseences in mo as the oders of o corn.
fleld when 1 eross it at this time of year
wfter the eorn bas been ent and it
wiands in shoeks And so [ hoave
thouwght it might it be practically uses
ful for us tosdny to cross the corntleld,
and 1 have tymght porbops  thoers
:nl.ghl be some reminiseence 1‘0‘.1\;\‘ in
onr soul that might be salotary and
might bo saving. To Swefen a
prima donns, while her honse in the
ity was  being  repaired, took o
howse In the country for tomporary
venidence, nnid sho brought out  hae
wreat nrray of jowels to show u friond
who wished to see them, One nlght,
ufter displaying those jawels, sod leav-
ing them on the table, and ull her
frivnds had gone, sod the serviants had
gone —one  summor  night—she  sat
thinking and looking into w mirror jort
in feront of her chalr, when she saw in
thut mireor the fuace of o robber loolk-
ing In st the window behind her and
pazing at those jowels, She was in
gront fright, bat sat still, and, hardly
lnowlng why she did so, she began to
sing an old nursery song, her fears
muking the pathos of the song more
telling.  Saddonly she notiesd, while
lnoking at the mirror, thut the robber's
face Lad gone from the window, and 16
did ot come back. A few days after
the prima donna recoived a lottor from
the rabber, saving: 1 heard that the
jewels wero to be out that night, and I
cime to tuke them ot whatever hazard;
but when 1 heard you sing that nursery
song with which my mother so often
sang mo to sleep, I eonld not stand it
wad I tlad, and 1 have resolved upon o
new und honest life" O my friends,
there arejewolain peril richer than those
which lay upon that tuble thet night,
Thev nre the jewels of the immortal soul,
Would God thut some song rolling up
out of the deserted nursery of your
childhood, or some song rolling up ont
of the cornfields, the sung of the huslk-
ors twenty or forty yvears ngo, might
turn all onr feet out of the puths of sia
into the paths of rightwonsness. Would
God that those memorles wafted in on

odor or song  wight start us this |
woment with swift feet towand that
blessed place where so wany of onr
loved ones have already preceded s,
“us o shoek of corn cometh In in \
his season.” !
Lost * peadl,

My, Gotham—Did your ship brenk the |
record this veip? .

Sen Captuin—No, we met with too l
many iniorruptions. ]

“leabergs?! .

“No, only barks, nnd schoaners, and -

things. We lost gpeed every time we
hit one.”—N. Y. Weekly.

—Typographical Note.—"1've gov &
‘phat’ take this thwoe" sald the com:
positor, as be tool his two handred and
tifty pound girl on hislap, — Des Molnes
Argonaut,

—~Sho—"Hus Brown & baby at his
house?' He—"1 guess not. 1 heard
him praising another wan's baby =

uting and the huskiog time of earth

. e

Do ah

short time ago"—brooklyn Lita

BT




