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A Rermon that Must Be Full of Insplr
atior %0 Christians Everywhere -

themes. These hurvests of grace spring
up quicker thay we can stokle them,  Kin-

thee, O God!™ Whet did dying Wilber.
force say to hin wife® “Come snd sit be

Frivolity Is to Relgn fn the Makeup

tlon lu 8 dress of woeolen stuff that le
Hkely to prove tasteful. It would cer-
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tmust prove full of inspirnrion to Christinns
everywhere. The title of his disconrse
was “The Chieftain,” and the text, “The |
chiefest amoug ten thousnmd,” Canticles
v.. 10, |

embassndor of the sky all euthusiasn
Complete pardon for direst guilt, Bweet.
eat comfort for ghinst liest agony. Bright-
eut hope tor grimmest desth.  Grandest
resurryction for durkest sepuleher.  Ob,

the love of Christ, the love of Christ!"
What did Mr, Toplady, the great hymn
muker, way in his lnst hour? “Whe can
mensure the depths of the third heaven?
Oh, the sunshine that flls my soul! |

thesupplyof
baodsome wool-
en goods to be
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When the tired glory of the drowsy noon
Bhuts Inward half the light that thrills

ture, the most exquisite mingling of
lights and shadea in all painting, the
acme of all climaxes, the dome of all

Demietring was so coatly, so beautiful,
that after he had put it off no obe ever
dared to put it on, but this robe of Chriat,

Ion unto God wnd the Lamb,” D, Tay
lor, condemne to burn st the stake, on
hin way thither broke saway from the

with the becom-
ing surface of
wool unlmpalred

my heart; cathedraled grandour and the peroration richer than that, the poorest and the | guradsmen and went bonnding and leap are shown o ali
And brings to dreamy eyes the sleep too | of all language weakest and the worst may wear, | ing and jumping towned the fire, glad to
soon The G ’hu."! ot e sia e B of Wi “Where sin abounded grace may much | go 10 Jewun and to die for him. Si sorts of delicate shades, and It s to be
That folde me, from the ontward world g -fn:r'I:::or: I.':’ :Iwu l'l:ri-iimmlmml more ibound,"” Charles Hare, inhinlost momentw, hnd such | Boped that there will be a little "“t ~
b, g h‘.rimul.[ to the first letter and the last Jet- “Ob, my sins, my sins.” said Martin | TaPturous vimon that he oried, “Upward, from the glare and crackle of silk. Cer- | ™~
In thntl strange hour I bear the rhyth- ter, the Alpha and the Omegn. he sppro- | Luther to Staupits, “my wins, my sins!" unmmi.lr up*l!’r(l‘!' l:\ml T;srn’al Wi t:n tain It s that sllk has Mtlllu? much
mic sw ’ 3 . ace of voe J t' i that r the t &an -
-p The fact in that the brawny German sty: | Prace of one of Christ's disciples that he| worn for the past few years O | i v MARE G ORAY Wi

Of strong incoming tides, so cool, 8o deep.

In rose-gray twilight, when the mista of
dew

Half veil the white star-bloasoms of the

printed to himwelf nll the splendors that
you can spell out either with those two
letters or all the lettors between them, 1
am the Alpha and the Omega, the be-
ginning and the end.”

dent had found s Latin Bible that made
him quake, and nothing elee ever did
make him quake, and when he found
how, throngh Chrint, he wus pardoned
and saved, he wrote to a friend, saying:

put his Anger upon the pulee in his weist
and counted it and observed it, wnd «o
great was hin placidity that after awhile
he said, “Stopped!” and his life hwl end
#d here to begin in heaven. Buot grander

pecially artistlc significance that It
should have been lost. At the same
time taffetas and changeable allks,
dresden and stripea, opal and sunset
taffetas will be as popular as ever.

taste, but there are always a-plenty of
women who are forever overdolng In
such matters. The dress material here
Is brown cheviot and the entire bodice

] aky, The Chieftain. i ZTOR than that was the testim f the w
“ And the clear wind comes, slowly breath- What does that Beripture mean which ﬂ(;,:ll:' ‘:::.:;';; {;‘: '“:", n; ‘.i:: .';::: out first missionnry, wh;:'ni}'nr:h' 1“:':::: Whoale gowns of the petticoat fashion | Is covered with a culrasa of cream gul-
ing through ' 5 tine dungeon he eried: I am ready to Le | Will be made of these materials and the | pure threaded with gold. Then belt,
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My curtain fold, with tunelesa melody,
1 listec till I catch the tone divine
Of pea songe, far away, but always mine.
—Madeline B. Bridges.

Goldenrod.
‘Tha spirit of the golden autnmn tide
Is in thee, happy dancing goldenrod!
When I firet pee thy yellow bloom heside
The hot-white dusty road, or see thee hide
Thy plamy flower where hawthorns

says of Christ, “He that cometh {rom
above is above all?" It means sfter you
have piled np all Alpine and Himalayan
altittdes the glory of Christ would have
to spread its wings and descend a thon-
sand leagues to touch those summits.
Pelion, & high mountain of Thessaly:
Owsaa, & high mountain. and Olympus, =
high mountain, bot mythology tells us
when the giants warred agaiost the gods
they piled up these three mountains, and

seem to be only a slender ninner, and you
dor’t much extol the mercy of God; but
we that have been such very awful sin-
ners praise his grace the more now that
we have been redeemed.” Can it be that
you are so desperately egotistical that yon
feel yourself in first-rate spiritual trim,
and that from the root of the hair to the
tip of the tos you are seariess and im-
macninte? What you need is a looking-
glans, and here it in in the Bible. Foor

offered, und the time of my departure s
at hand. 1 have fought the good fght, |
have finished my courwe, 1 have kept the
faith: henceforth there in laid up for me
a crown of righteousness, which the Lord,
the righteous Judge, will give me in tha:
day, and not to me only, but to all them
that love his appearing!™ Do you not ses
that Christ is chief in dying slleviations®

Hope for the Redeemed.

collar, bretelles and rosettes are of
hrown and white striped satin ribbon.
With s0 much that is highly wrought
about the bodice, an entirely plain skirt
would bardly be In keeping, so It Is fan
pleated from Its central boxpleat, and
two pleats At the left side are set off
by showy steel buttona

To rewurn to sleaves, examination of
the next lllustration will show that de-

bead and nod, from the top of them proposed to rcale | and wretched and miserable and blind _
I sosm to feel the glad Beptember alr, | the heavens, but the beight wan not great | and naked from the crown of the head to Sk o ':;::;;:;"';’{.'L:’l";":: figens crease In their size In not apparent In
To see the hase o'er the distant hills, [ anongh, and thers was & complete failnre. | the sole of the foot, full of wounds and | o0y say, “One day loss to Jive. every dress, nor Is fit at the shoulder

To hear the cricket from its leafy lair,
Te taste the purple grape and ripensd

pear,
And a great gladness all my spirit Ails.
Herald of a gorgeons ﬁmm
‘The aster and the faming 1 Bower,
Of all the autumn blooma thon seemest

maont
To eall me from the vanity and boast

And after all the gianta-—Inaiah and Panl,
prophetic and apostolic giants; Raphael
and Michael Angelo, artistic glanta; cher-
ublm and seraphim and archangel, celestial
glants—have falled to climb to the top of
Christ's glory they might all well unite in
the words of Paul and ery out, “Above
alll™  ‘*Above all!” But Bolomon in my
text prefern to eall Christ “The Chief-
tain,” and so to-day 1 hail him.

putrefying sores. No hesith In us, And
then take the fact that Christ gathersd
up all the notes against us and paid them,
and then offered us the receipt! And how
much we pesd him In our sorrowa! We
are independent of cireomstances if we
have his grace. Why, he made Paul sing
In the dungeon, and under that grace 8t
John from desolate Patmos heard the
biant of the apocalyptic trumpets, After

When I see the spring blossoms seattersd,
I may, “Anohtre season gone forever.'
When I close the Bible on Babbath night
1 way, “Another season gove forever.”
When I bury a friend [ say, “Another
enrthly attraction gone forever,” What
nimble feet the years have! The roe
bucks and the lightnings run not so fast.
From decade to decads, from sky to wky,
they go at & bound, There is a place for

an essentlal. Indeed, the Indications
are, now that the powers that be have
granted permission for smaller sleeves,
that there will be a flood of odd shapes,
sach one representing the attempt of
some ambitious deslgner to control the
change of myle. These were probably
made as blg as they are In the hope
that they would be more readily ac-

%T::‘,:;;::L: f:?ﬂ::'ﬂ:‘:l“,{,:"f’ First, Christ must be chief in our | all other candles have been snoffed out, na, whether marked or not, where sou and cepted because of thelr belng little

And fragrant winds sing of & bounts. | preaching, There are so many boaks on | this is the light that gets brighter and | [ wijj ey the last sleep, and the men are changed In respect to dimensions from

ous God, homiletion neattered through the country h"ifh“'; "“I"" the perfect day; snd 'In'l':' now living who will, with solemn tread, the shapes that were passing. They

Whers brown leaves rustle to the rabbit's | that all Inymen, as well as all clergymen, | under the hard hoofs '_'f calamity, all the | carey yn to our resting place. Aye, it in had Interlining of the dress goods and
tread: have made up their minds what sermons | pools of worldly enjoyment have been | ynowy jn hewven whether our departure = i

0 I"IIH‘.II autumn flower, well (s It [ ought to be, That sermon is the most | trampled into deep mire, at the foot of the | will he n coronation or a banishment the four puffs were gray chiffon. ks

sald, L effectun] which most pointedly puts forth | ¢ternnl rock the Christian, from cops of | Brighter than a banqueting hall lllr_mu:l; 4 3478 DEQEAS OF RLATORATION: | goey sutting of thebodice. was entirely

A nation's bloasom Is the yellow golden | Chrint an the pardon of all win and the | granite lily rimmed, put out the thirst of [ which the light feet of the dancers go up | gleam of & satin petticont all be-frilled coversl with embroldery of black silk,

rod! correction of all evil—individual, social, | his soul. and down to the sound of trumpeters will | with lace and a-flutter with ends of rib. | Xcept for slashes in front through

~—Karl Buhle. politieal, national. There is no reason Consolation for the Dying. be the wepulcher through whose rifts the | bon will offer no rest to the eyve. Friv whilch accordlon-pleated gray chiffon

Rarth-Hound,
Beek who will for starry love,
Myateries of the milky way,
O'er the secret spectrium poss,
Gathered from the distant my.
Heedless 1
Of the aky,
Give me what the grasses say
Whispering down the summer dnay.

Bearch who lista the unfathomed decp
Far below the langhing waves,
Wistfnl what the ages keep
Bafely %id In ocean eaves.
Naught care [
What they bear,
Tell me what the bubbles hymn
Dancing on the billow's brim,

Turn who longs the dusty sorall,
Record of a vanished age,
Beek what fired the hero's soul,
Nervod hin arm or dulled his rage.
What 1 prize
Never llea,
Glve me but the faithful chart
Of my comrade’s loving heart,
~—RBamuel Minturn Peck, in Roston Tran-
neript.

Love's Hi_r_lh-llnnr.
What wan the duy when, sweet, T loved

why we should ring the endless changes
on a few phrases, There are those whoe
think that if an exhortation or a discourse
have frequent mention of jJostification,
sanctification, covenant of workse and
covenant of grace, therefore it must be
profoundly evangelical, while they are
wuspicious of u disconrse which presents
the sngie truth, but under different phrase-
wlogy. Now, | say there is nothing in all
the opnlent renlin of Aonglo-Saxonism, of
nll the word treasures that we inherited
from the Latin and the Greek and the
Ludo- Eoropean, but we have a right 1o
mneshal it in eeligions discussion, Christ
wetn the exsmple.  Hin flusteations were
from the grass, the flowere, the barnynrd
fowl, the crystals of salt, as well as from
the seas and the stars, and we do not
firopmese in onr Boanday school tenching
] in our pulpit gddeess to be pat on the
linnits,

Words and Thelr Power.

I Kndw that there js o grent deal snil
I our day agalust words, ax though they
were nothing. They may be misused, bt
they have an lmperinl power.  They uwre
the bridge hetween soul and soul, be
tween Almighty God and the humon rase.
What did Clirist write upon the tables
of stone? Words, What did Christ ntror

Again, I remark that Christ is ehief in
dying alleviations, 1 have not any wym
prhy with the morhidity abrond about our
demine. The emperor of Constantinople
arranged that on the duy of his coronation
the stonemason shionld come aud consult
him about the tombstone that nfter awhile
he would need,  And thers are men who
are motomoaninenl on the subject of des
parture from this life hy death, and the
more they think of it the less they are
prepared to go, This i nn onmunliness
not worthy of yonu, not worthy of me

Saladin, the greatest congueror of his
day, while dying, vrdered that the tonic
he had on bim be carried aftor his death
o his spear ut the head of his army, nond
that then the soldier, evor and anon,
should stop and say:  “Behold all thur e
left of Saladin, the emperor and cotguer
or! OF all the states he conguered, of all
the wealth be accomualated, nothing did
hee retnin Dt thds shirond,” 1T hinve uu
sympithy with such boelinsior, or such ol
sied demonsteation, ot with much that
we henr uttered fo regard o dopartire
from this lHfe to the next.  There is n
common sensieal iden on this sulgect that
yon need o consider—there are only two
styles of depurture, A thounsaud feet un
derground, by light of toreh, twiling in n

| i

holy light of heaven streameth,  God will
watch you. He will send his angels to
gunrd your slumbering dust, until, at
Christ's behest, they shall roll awas the
mtone,

No also Christ is chief in beaven, The
Bible distinetly says that Christ is the
chief theme of the celeatin) aseription, all
the thrones facing his throue, all the
palms  waved before his face, all the
crowns down at his feer,  Cherubim to
cherabim, seraphim  to  seenphim, re-
devmud spirit to redeomed spirit, shnll re
cite the Bavior's earthly sacrifice.

Stand ou some high hill of heaven. and
i all the madinnt sweep the most glorions
obiject will be Jesus. Myrinds gnzing oy
the senrs of Wis suffering, In silenee first,
afterward breaking forth into acecluma-
tlon,  The martyrs, all the purer for the
lume through which they passed, will
sy, “This is the Jesus for whom we
The upostles, il the happier for
the shipwreck wodd the scourging lirough
which they went, will sax, *This is the
Jesun whom we preached at Corinth, and
at Cuppadocin, and at Antioch, and at
Jerusalem.”  Little childron elad in white
will say, “Thisx ix the Jesns who took s
o hiw wrms and Blessed ps, and, when the
storts of the world weee oo colil and

ollty i to relgn, and the young woman
who has made an Impression of late
for smooth locks and demure old-timeg
gowns must doff all that and pretend
herself a coquette, from the ruffle ar
the red-heeled foot to the nodding feath.
erd o her curving locks.

With woolen goods to start with as
the basls of the new costume, it = not
¢Sy o attaln such a degree of alri-
ness, nor Is it destrable, ut, on the
other hand, these new wool weaves are
not Intended for entlrely plain desigus,
If It seems Incongroous 1o adorn them
with Inees and ribbons there Is sl
left an apportanity to express orlginal
ty In o don't-care-for-the-cost way, by
glashing the dress goods here and there
to show o richer staff beneath.  For her
who desiees that her fall gown shiall by
distingulshied by this charncteristie,
the costume shown beslde the nitial
latter presents o model of Interest, The
cloth of this bodice s cut in straps that
fasten In front with oomerons peard
biittons over a4 round vest of fancy =ik
that extends to the waist. Its stnnding
collar has o lee frill finish, and the

showed.
Departure Is made In the concluding
two pletures from costumes that are lo-

thoe first? L : miner's shaft, w ledge of rock may fall | lond, bronght us into this beautiful place.” ! wide elbow slecve ' . e {
The duy when my heart trembled at thy 'im‘:‘.‘:l!"‘ Olivetd Words, Ouf "f_“ hat upan us, mnd weomny die n miner's death, | The mupltitude of the  bereft Wiii BUY, |:‘r:;:lll:|];:;‘al .::w‘.h’.‘.|:;:‘]|‘.rgﬂ;:‘:‘|‘::.l Hl::ll‘l ?R

tone :ll rist atrike the n;‘l.lri for the illnm- Far out at sea, fulling from the slippery | “This is the Jesos who comforted us there 18 no outrlght ch ; tro h ]
Almont as much as would my lips huve "“Iﬂ”m'l nf t||u- rl|||in_-!'lwf (‘Im of wards, ratlines and broken on the hallinrds, we | when our hearts broke." Many who wan- ulﬂ ; r i;1 :l :urlnr' I' Ell t Gl JAUNTINESS 1N nl'l'l.\'l‘iﬂiﬁﬁs. o i

done 4 there be light,™ snd light was.. Of may die n soilor's death.  On mission of | dered clonre off Trom God and plunged into ST 100 NIRRT, 0%, %9 frnns Kresdi) tended to be dressy, for one presents a 'I

Counld they have alaked at thine their

conrse, thought s the enrgo, and words
wre only the ship: but how fast sould

merey in hospital, amid broken bones and

vagaboudism, but were snved by grace,

takes unusunl shape, and buttons to

dress for the garden, or to roam the

new-born thirmt ? : ST T muteh those on the bodlee are put at
. recking leprosies and roging oovers, we | will say:  “This is the Jesun who par- : put'n
¢ TR L : 9 W ' 3 ,and the last |8 a neat tallor rig
When did this passlon into flawer burst, | your carge get on without the ship? What may die o philanthropist's death.  On the | doned s, We were lost on the monn = ; = Ry A " The 1rrnt of thu:

An a bud Into & rose, beneath the sun?
When felt 1 first my body and soul as
one?
Life with thee bless'd, withont thee, emp-
ty, and cure'd ?
Who notes Love's birth-hour then? In
sooth, not I;
Though love, like all things, hath its
birth and growth,
And love at first alght Is & short-lived

thing;
Noe shall I know the hour when Love
must dle.
For that will ba my death-hour, (oo, and
both

Wil pass to where In no remembering.
~Philip Bonrke Marston.

The Legend of White Vielets.

Twia violsts tagether {n & wood,
Each told mu secrota of the skles;
On each shone down the light of angel

you need, my friends, in all your work,
in your Subbath wehool class, in your re-
furmatory institations god whit wae pessd
In to enlarge our voeubulnry when we
come to spesk about God and Christ and
heaven,  We ride n few old words 1o
denth, when there is such illimitable o
wotiree,  Bhakspenre employed 15,000 dif-
ferent words for drnmatic purposes; Mil-
ton employed 8,000 different words for
poetic purposes: Rofos Choate smployed
over 11,000 different words for legnl pur-
poses, hot the wost of us have less than
L0 words that we ean munnge, and
that mukes us wo stupid,

When we come to wet forth the love of
Christ we are golng to take the tendereat
phrascology wherever we find it, and if it
has never been used in that direction be-
fore all the more shall we use I When
we come to speak of the glory of Christ

field of battle, serving God and our conn
try, slugs through the henrt, the gun car
Finge muy roll over us, gl we may die o
patriot’s death,  But, after all, there are
only two styles of departure—the death of
the rightgous and the death of the wicked

and wio all want to die the former,

Giod grant that when that hour comes
you may be at home.  You want the hand
af your kindred in your hand.  You want
your ¢hildren 1o surronnd you.  You want
the Hght on your pillow from eves that
have long reflected sour love,  You want
your romn «till,  You do not want any v
rivun strangers stunding aroond wateh
Ing you. You want your kindrsd from
afur t hear your last prayer, 1 thiik
that in the winh of all of us. Hut ix that
all? Can earthly friends hold ux up when
the billows of death come up to the girdle?
Can human voles charm open henvon's

toinw, and he bronght o8 home.  We were
guilty, and he haw mnde us white as
suow.”  Merey boundless, groce unpir-
alleledd.  And then, after ench one hay o
eited his pecnlinr delivernnces nnd peen-
linr mercies, recited them as by solo, all
the voices will come together into & great
chorus, which will make the arehes echo
nnd re-echo with the eterunl reverberntion
of trivmph.

Edward I, woas s anxions to go to the
Haly Lnnd that when he was about to ex-
pire he bequeathed $100,000 16 have his
henrt, nfter his decense, tken to the Holy
Land in Asin Minor, and his request was
complied with.  But there are hundreds
to-duy whowe hearts are alrendy in the
Holy Land of hesven. Where your treax-
ures are, there are your hearts mlno,
Quaint John Bunyan canght o glimpse of
that place, and in his quaint way he said,

for fall outlng use,
{n of gray brilllantine, with full, un-
trimmed gkirt, 112 blonse walst has a
vest of blue satin covered with gul-
pure and o polnted satin yoke, On elth-
or slde of the vest a pleat extenda from
walst to neck and I8 tinished with a
draped collar of the satin. The full
sleeves are draped with green knots,
and end n lace-coversd blue cuffs,

The outlng costume is taken from
gray-striped cheviot and Includes a fit-
ted packet having a plain basque aml
cont revers with turned down collar,
finished with stitching at the edges. A
linen cheminette with tie of bright plaid
and a tallor-made vest with shawi col-
lar and double row of buttons offers a
pleasant change from the customary
shirt walst or slik blouse, although eith-
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