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TWILIGHT ON THE FARM.

The dews come down, and shadows gather In fleld and lane,
Low In the west a band of black gives promlse unto raln,
It Is the twilight hour—and given o'er to calm and rest,

It brings to home a benedletion and Is blest,

The boys come and bathe thelr faces at the cooling well,
Afar and falnt, then near and sweet, tinklos the lead cow's ball,

It I8 the twillight hour

High heaven's herald sent to wateh
The father comes,
Who smiles to the

It is the twilight hour

R ecandle In the

1

nant

self s me
and with the farm work amply done

anil stars are starting from the deep,

men mny sleep.

4 man of wany years of toll and care,

window there;

e feels a poor man's Joy to think the food is won

" Then all sit dow n to ent the evening meal, and far away
A wagon rumbles out the neighbor's name who loves delay;

It I8 the twlllght hour
It bring=s to home g
Boston Journal,

and free from day's unending quest
benediction and 1s blest,

§ [liss Fairfax’s Husband
VBV EBENENNEEEES
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AMESR TADDMAN, sub-editor of
J the Dendene Gazette, was busily

correcting proofs when the door
of his room was opened rather sudden-
Iy, and a gentleman of some sglx-and-
twenty winters enterod,

“I say, Taddman—"

ll‘\‘r‘.ll?l'

The sub-editor just grunted this out,
and didn’t tarn hig head.

“I'm In an awful fix, I-—I
know what to do!”

“What's up?’ murmured Mr. Tadil
man, still keeping his fixed on
his proofs

“I've gol to interview Miss Falrfax,
the great singer. The governor left
word that |
at eleven after the concert, amd that
the interview was to go into tomor-
row's paper.”

“Better look sharp, then,” growled
the sub-editor; “it's 10:45 now, and 1
shall want all your copy by 12:30 at
the latest.”

“But—but—I1 ean't do it!" exclatmed
the new-comer, desperatoly,

“Why not*" replied the sub-editor,

don’t

eves

“You've interviewed heaps of people
before—in a fashion.”
Mr., Taddman didn’t think mueh of

Charles Danvers, the one and only re-
porter the Dendene Gazette conld bonst
of. Danvers was far too amateurish
In his work, and hadn't the “eut’ of

R newspuper man about him. Besldes,
the governor had only engaged him
because he was willing to work for

a low salary,

“Well, it's Just like this, Taddman,"
explained Danvers, coming up and
standing at his superior officer's el-
bow, “Miss IMairfax is my wife!”

Taddman dropped his pen, and turn-
ed round in one and the same moment.

“Your wife!”

“Yes, my wife—I1 swear it. 1 don't
eare to talk about It,” the young man
went on, hurriedly. “But I'll tell you
all now I've told you some. We were
married when we were only boy and
girl, 1 was nineteen, she a year
younger. ‘Three months after our mar-
ringe we had a frightful quarrel
chiefly becnuse I had deceived her
about money matters—and we parted
by mutual consent, She was at one
of the musical academles, and 1 had
Just left Rughy. My father disowned
me for getting married without his
sonsent, and so, instead of golng to
Oxford, I had to earn a lHving how
and where [ could. After trying vari-
ous things I drifted into journalism,
and that's why I'm here, working all
I know for twenty-five shillings a
wesk,  And she—I have followed her
career, although she has quite lost
#ight of me—she Is famous, rich, court-

wias to see her to-nlght |

ed by the great, written about and
talked about, while 1, her husband, |
am only n miserable hack of a re
porter. And pow [ have to go and
terview hepr'™

He sank into i chair and
buried his face in lis hands For
Bome moment Toddman gozed at him
In blank amazement. This man 1Iu-|
great IFairfax’s lnwful husband! And

toid off to Interview her'  Taddoin

wis ltongue-tied

He looked at his watel It was
five minntes 1o eleven

“Look Here, young ‘un you  must
g0, he ot length sald. tonehing I an
vers on the shoulder and spenlking
more gently; iUl wenn the sack {f
you don’t., Yon know whnat the goy
ernor s You'd find it rather hard
to get another erib, you know. 'l do

it for you myself, but I can't stir from
here until the paper goes to bed., So
put a good face on it, man, and g,
Bless you! she won't recognize you,
Her husband was a smooth faced Loy,
and youw've got a long mustache—annd
—and (he had never noticed them be-
fore) quite a sprinkling of gray halrs

Besides, you look a good deal older
than you really are. Here, rouse up
and get along!  We must have the
Miterview '

Danvers got up

"Thanks, old ehap'” he sald, “I'1

be off, | didn't think of the alterstion
W iy looks. Of course she won't
kuow me "

And without more ado he put on
his cont nnd hat and bhurried away to
the town hall, where Mise Fairfux had
congented to be interviewed, the ren-

dezvoug being her dressing-room be-
bind the stage,
- - L - L]

Miss Fairfax was rolling up her
music when her mald, Jones, was good
enpugh to lnform her that “a reporter*
wne anxious to see her,

“I'rom the Dendene Gazete?' she
Inquired.
“Yes, miss—I think it was some

name like that.”

Miss Jones' expericnce of press rep-
resentatives was a very wide one, She
didn't think much of the one who was
here to-night. He wasn't so free-
spoken as them London with
their shiny “ats and long frock-coats
o, nor so free with his money-—at
any rate he didn't look as if he was,
Yes, Miss Jones liked the London gen-
tlemen, especially when they attribut-

ments,

ed to ber mistress a1 host of eclever
things which she never sntd.

"Ask him to come In,” sald Miss
Fairfux., “Good evening,'” she mur

mured pleasantly, as Danvers entered;
"will you sit down? And now what
can I do for you?™

Poor Danvers was quite dazzled by
his wife's wondrous beauty., She was
certainly a very pretty girl when he
mgrried her, but he never imagined
for a moment that she would develop
into the lovely woman he now beleld.
She was In execellent henlth. Her eyes
were bright and sparkling, and she
looked a very queen as she moved to
and fro In her costly white satin dress,
while diamonds shone out from be.
tween the colls of her dark hair and
burnt fiercely on her breast.

Danvers pulled himself together
with a great effort, and put the usual
round of questions to her. She an-
swered them with astonishing readi-
ness, and told him the tale of her
career with striking accuracy. Then,
seelng that her visitor did not appear

to be quite at his ease, the singer
begnn to talk about the Songs she
loved —talked In a low, sweet volee
which rose and fell in glorious cad-

ences, that fell upon the ear like the
purling of a stream. At any other
time Danvers would have hailed such
a speech with glee, for it was eml.
nently printable and interesting; but
now he only wrote mechanlcally, for
his thoughts were not in his work
only his peneil-point.

During the latter part of the inter-

view Jones had been usslsting her
young mistress in putting on  her
“things." Jones, as has been sald,

was quite used to interviewers, gnd
she sniffed impatiently several times

during Miss Fairfux's discourse, for

| her mlgtress was more communientive

fiur

shie

than usu:il
Hidend

communieative
the

CONRGGUee,

Hiore
than wis to London
gentlemen, who, in had
to draw upon thelr fmagipations in
order to fill up thelr columns. 1t was
quite hmmaterial to Miss Falrfax licw
the Interviewers who came to see her
Her
i most disercet gentleman had direct
graut
she could, and so, In giving the
tlie
Information,

wire dressod binisi pess

i ngger

il her w Interviews whenever

refire
Gitazette ull

sentalive of yendese

this she was only trans
acting part of her day's work
It was not Illkely that

bestowed two thoughts en the nppear

Miss Fairfaux

whwee of this very guiet member of the
reporting tribe, who seldom lifted his
from his note-book-—il was not
Hkely that she noticed, as Jones did,
that his coat was very old, and a trifle

UYyes

thin for the season: that his ecollars
and ecuffs, though quite eclean, pos-
sessed frayed edges: that Lis boots

warnted repairing, and that he would
have been the better for s new hat
Not that you could find much fault
with Danvers' clothes at first glance

it was only when you came to ook
into them that you saw serious
defects, After muech consideration,
Mise Jones came to the conclusion that
the “reporter” had been good-looking.
She put him down as five-and-thirty
now, and married, with perhape half

RO

a dozen children and a secolding wire.
This was because her gulck eyes for
reted out the gray hairs, and the lines
flong the forehead and certaln weary
shadows on his face. Of course, Migs
Jones had no idea that the “interview.
er's” Hfe was a wearying one indeed,
for many a tme and oft he had (o
stand for hours ankle deep in the mud
that Is glock snle:

present at overy

ad to rash about over halt the county |

at all thmes and o all weathers: had
to do two and sometimes throe men's
work: had to tout for advertisemoents:
soft-=onp good Denidene whe
with his “opinjons"

had to chroniele a host of silly tittle

citizens
npresd Daper's
ttle, and cover reams of pnper with
the commmon names of nobodles

So it was no wonder that Danven
had turned a lttle bit geay, and did
not Jook peculiarly cheerful,  And o

did not improve his looks to go hiom

after handing in s “copy™—and
awnke all mdght thinking of his beautd
ful wife, in the heyday of her career
]w!"‘nlml wherever she went, rich, and

witnout a ripple In the ealm sea of
her existence to trouble her, while
he

But he was glad she did not recog
nlze hilm

It was about half-past eight on tha
following morning, Danvers wis muk
ing n misernble attempt to eat soms
breakfast, when no less a person thar
Jones suddenly into hly
room by his landlady, who never puy
herself out of the wny to announce g
visitor.

“OL," began Miss Jones, “Miss Faln
fux would be glad If you could see he
some time this morning. She wants
something altered n the interview,
and hopes you can publish the corree
tion next Wednesday."

The Dendene Gazette, we should
have mentioned, was a hi-weekly.

“Very well,” sald Danvers, *I wil
walt upon Miss Pairfax Immediately."

"CUrown Hotel,”™ sald Jones, laconical
ly, and went,

The quality of the hreakfast had
lowered the interview another twenty
five per cont in her estimantion

There was a big fire in the “Crowr
Hotel's" best sitting-room when Dan
vers was shown Into It. The tublg
wias also laid for breakfast, Danven
sat down with a sigh, The orden
Wasn't over then, yet,

There was a frou-frou of skirts, and
Danvers, standing up, bowed politely
to Miss Fairfax, whose beauty, he ob
served, bore the test of sunlight un
Hinchingly.

wis shown

“I'ray sit down,” she sald: ] merely
wunted to ask you—"

She stopped speaking. Involuntan
fly he looked up at her, and the blood
surged giddlly to his brain when T
silw that she was surveying him witk
i world of tenderness in her eyes. She
recognized him, and she still  loved
him!

Without more ado she dropped o
her knees beside him, and lald one 0l
her white hands caressingly on  hi
threadbare sleeve,

“Oh, Charlie!” she cried, with a it
tle sob in her voice, “won't you makyq
It up?"

He gazed at ber wildly, He could
not believe it. But yo! there was thal
look in her face.

"Oh, no, no!" he exclaimed, turn
ing away, “it would not do. You are
0 famour and rich, while 1—1 am
what you see. I—1 had bettor g0,
What will people sy  when they
hear—7"

His fallure of a career, his shabbi

ness, his wretchednoess
them overwhelmed him e would
not take advantage of her generosity,
S0 he rose to hig feet and walked un
steadlly toward the door. But before
he had gone half a dozen puces, she
was by his side.

“Charlle,” she said. "I love you. |
have always loved you. 1 loved yon
when we parted. I have tried to find
out where you were  Churlie—Ilet 1w
make it up!"

He stopped and looked down at her
Har eyes were suffused with tears

“My exclulmed, and
clusping her in his arms, imprinted og
her fuir brow a klss of reconciliation,
which dispersed the sray shudows of

darling?™ L

the past, with all 1rs black clouds o
misery amnd hopelessnoss,

And so, hard in hand, they started
anew on Hfe's o IO FIey Hural |
Howne

Time Eonough.

Joaquin Miller was visiting a friveng
WHOSO tustes ran 1o the elassiirul ang
the “preclious™ In nture. One day
ALY R ]-"i']‘l»hl'l'-ri“i Ma tZine, this gen
tleman found his veneriabl cuest I
the Hbrary, deeply absorbed in i buok

“What are You reading?” he asked

\ novel, by Bret flarte,”

“1 can't see,” said the fastidious gon
tleman, “how an mmortal belug cay
waste his tlme on such stufr.”

“Are you quite sald Miller
“that T am an lmmortal belng 7

“Why, of course, you are!"

“In that case,” returned the Cali
forulan, grimly, 1 don’t see why |
should be 80 very economical of my
time.™

qure,”

After every big failure, it turns oul
that some pretiy shaky men get eredit
il the banks When a really good
nan wants (o borrow noney  al

bunk, he ls questioned pretty closely,

the thought of |

THE GENTLE LOVE OF ORILISTY
By Canon C. £, Fisher
‘By the hiriat .
COr X 1L "
“The love of Christ constraineth ns,*
-2 Cor,, v.. 14
There Is nothing so strong as gentle
ness and nothing so gentle and loving
as real strength,  How troe are (hess
words in the lnearnnte e of
‘l.#ll‘ll Joesus Chrelst! Tle was » perfect

genticness of

union of gentleness awd strength, Dat
What is gentlenoss? It is quite dTer-
ent from meeknesa, Mockoess (g onlisd
torth by provocation, fusult.  Gentles
ness is not that, St less b= it Khd
ness. Many o man amd woman s over
flowing with kindness, Hbeenl in olms

LEIVIngG, constant (o acts of vharity, yit
they are not gentle,  ‘P'roe gentleness
I8 that habit of lifte which i the out
cotme of prayer, of communion with
God, and n earveful study of our Lord's
Lhuman eharneter: i
capying another; we cannot make onp
Belves gentle, we eannot be gentle In
manner or specch apart from the grace
of God; we mugt meditate on the life
of Christ

1= not gained by

awd on that atteibute eape
clully. for it I8 not merely gentlonoss
that is destrable, but  “the  wgentle

ness of Chreist ™
of special
deitlings with
earth.

Take the case of Nicodemnas
did not say to him, “Coward, afraul to
confess me hefore Nog he pe-
cepted that earnest desive of  his (o
have a deoper knowledge, and hefors
Nicodemus was Lavedl
teaching him the wondertul doetrine of
regenceation.  fientle Penchoer

Clonsider n
goutloness in
when he

Toow
onr

il S
Lord's
men Wias on
(lirlat

men!™

nwure onr wWis

Think of Christ's way of dealing
with the young man who came rn-
ning to him amd sabld: “Good Master,

what shall 1 do to inherit eterngl et
How wise and gentle wax Jesus with
him! He knew  the overmastering
temptation in the young man’s way,
the corrupting love of riches, sueh o
gnnre to the soul,  How he longed to
snateh this bhrand out of the fire that
he should set hls affection on wme-
[thing higher! We read: “And Jesus,
| beholding him loved him, and gave Lim
the best of adviee; it the young man
loved himsell’ hetter than God, turned
his back on unequaled tenderness, and
woent away agaln into the waorlid®
Think of the Savior's dealings with
Peter,  When Jesgus walked upon  he
Aowing waves of Galllee  he  sald,
“Come,” In o answer ta the bmpnisive
Bpostli's pegquest: and as Peter walkesd

upon fhe waters vight up to Christ
when the holsterous waves arose, e
lost faith; g0 Jesus put forth his band
and  canght him. What  gentloness
ngnin! Hut that  voice  still  savs,
S ROITIT that heart, which knows o
wenknes<, our readines< to fall, «till
beats with human  sympathy: that
hand, strong to control the waves, is
st stretehed forth with that touech
(R0 perfect In strength, =0 winning i
gentleness Peter felt 0L, and Enew
he was sufe

Lot us also think how Chreist deal
with the Magidalene—that pattern for
penitent souls, She knelt at the oot

nf the Suvior and heard his tones of
gentleness —those tones still g0 wentle
0 wise, walting for penitent souls g«
they compe to his feet, sayving to them,
W ||_\‘
do I spisk 2o mnch of gentleness?  He
ause |owish, from the depth of oy
heart. 1o draw vou still TR AT

ns hee said 1o her, “Go in pead

THERY
f

bhesrt of Josus,

In coming o meditate on the love

of Christ woe cannot bl feol one lieip

lossness in undertaking suelh o0 :ask
R P reapinded of owhat  Augostine
ki of the elilld attempring to enint

P sesi into thes hole it bindd dag ia the
IIRALE Ml hioest Wiy ey renlize o any
megesre thie love of (a i s hwy iryvinge
| oy fathom Lhe depth of our sl amd 1he
forgivinge lovi Fegiiired to wipe 1t oall
AT I we plave anrselves o T
prescioe o Gaod amd look haek upon

e Yeurs gone by
|-ru--f- of iod’s

with u=, in spite
gratitude, and forgetfulness of hlu, we
shall be wuch helped 1o realize (he
love of Giod for us W
In man's dealings with his fellow crea

ol ey to recall the
[Eitieagl

For b et pace

of our rebellion. in

can also soe

tures something of the love of (od.
IT & fellow man goes on putling up

with us in our ingratitude, our love of
ol owno way unwillingness {n
learn or make any response o
goodness——if that man is stlil
patient, and forbenring. we
full to beHeve in the love of
AT What, then, wust be the
6f Gl to oach one of us? 1t will dao
s K'""] 1o editale Hproan sokne of the

our

his
tendor,
cCannont
such a

| features of this wamlerful love,
‘ It I an everlasting love, from oler
alty o erernity “I have loved thes

|

-

love |

| with an therefore

travwnm

everiasting
loving kindoess have 1
thee! O If we fool CINTON
Christ  hos drawn ns, for ous
hearts feel so cold and tlead, so filled
with earthly enree. 9 sl with love
of the worlil, 1then should gn up
from the deptly of oy ey such heart thae
prayer—4y gy ¥ raw
| thysell

|‘l|\ L
l with

thnt wa
Ny

i

it hee e to

It i a manifested love In all his
himan Hfe the love of Chrlst WHs 1nine

ifested, made plaln, brought down te

the compreliension of  the youngest
hild “Greater love hnth no man
thao this, that a man lay down hig

Hle for his friends Christ's love was
manifestod first in the Inesrontion in
that  aet of  Infinite condescension
when he took upon hbmself the form
of o slave nmd led that Hife of humane.
Ity, =0 that no conld doubt the
love of Christ, foy his love was nod
only one of doctrine, bat of ded.
Chrlst's love I8 also o personal love,
Not only did he love the world which
he eame to redeem from «in and death,
but he loves each person in the world.
The apostle of the Gentlles “nve, “Ile

loved me and gave Wimself for ine.*
Juesus ns he looks down upon us ol
now knows just what i« Keeping us
back from him, what the cords Hre
that are drawing us aw ay from hhm
nnd making us struggle ngainst his
love,  O! let us all pray to hlin  te

strengthen our wills that we may snap
nainder those cords and be able to sy,
"My Beloved is mine and 1 am hiw™

Christ’s s o domestic love., Think
of him in that home of Lazaras and
Muartha and Mary, 1le gave to those
three a love from the depthe of his
heart, and they offered him n home of
rest and peace and love, What love he
had for Luzarus! e shed tears ot hia
rave, and those tears not only showed
hig love, but they show that though
our Lord was the strongest man thas
ever lved—strong as any min, tender
A8 any woman-—he was pot ashamed
to shead tears,

Christ’'s was n forbenrling love, In
speaking of this 1 can hardly forget te
remind you what a forbearing love our
Lord showed when he was alont Lo
ive that pledge of his love at the last
supper.  Among the assembleod enests
was Judus, and our Savior gnve him
the sop, the enstern token of friond-
ship, that it might possibly still  eall
liim to his better self,

PRAYERS WITH GOOD WORKS.

By Rev, Charles L. Chaltant.
conditions  are necessnry (o

physical  health and growth “FOPORG
il exerelse Some men wenr out;
| others rust out, A man has no right te
[da elther, The old wiagon that hasn't
[tirned g wheel in o year is as untic
[ for serviee as the one that has hoeon
ran g year without oll I'or the ¢'hrls
[ tinn, prayer I8 the ofl and good works

Two

|
[ the exercise, and both nre NEOCONENTY
| for strength and serviee

We use the word “walt' with so

[ Dy meanings that i s necessary o
iil'-:hu— o here, Does it mean walt as
(8 Rervant walls upon the table? As w
handmaid walts npon her mistress

i There s no sugeestion of service in
[ the ward here translated “wait. " 1 hvoes
Imean to wait a8 o committee of eitl-
2eNE Walls upon the Mayor, a8 o come-
mittee of employes waits npon the em

ployer?  The word as thus  defined
e to convey the meaning of  the
text, Iwgs it mean to walt as o lover

walts”™ upon hig Indy?  Raeh o defini-
(ltion bs entirely inadequate 1o CApress

[ the thought of the prophet,

|

: Poes 1 mean to walt g% one walts

| for o bheluted train?  If you have had

|llu- vxperience of  wall ng 1o HIEE
Feiends at our Undon Station within

[ 1he Inst fow enths, yon have douhit-

| less ddiscavered that suel “waiting” s

not conducive to spivitual or woral up-
1 Thi= e
this word, for God i3 gever hehind thine
We sre noey

cannot he meaning of

er under obillgition te wait

for the Lord in that sense,  The word
has dn At the thought of earnestly ex-
pecting, of hoping Tor the Lo

Many @ man has nde shipwreck of
his life by neglecting  the rest, the

titing, the hoping for the Lord, the
renewing of his strength, by the proper
almervance of the hour of praver

Ta “"renew one's strengeth, or, liters

nlly, 1o *chnnge'

ane's strength, hos In
P the snggestion of resisting an attack
When the enemy Is attueking al finds
the position of the defender too strong
for him he changes his mode of attack.
The Christlan, prepared by prayer, has
changed his strength to the polnt of
nitnck, and is the hetter able to resist
'| temptation
| Would to God we all might got ont
[af the valley of formal service and up,
up, into the clearer light of God's re«
Fdeeming love,
| They that walt upon the Lord in
'prayer shall mount up on wings and
gel a grander view of hoth the plans
and the charncter of God,

IFew peaple disparage a distinguish-
w! ancestry except those who have
| none of thelr own—J. Hawes,



