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TALMAGE'S SERMON.

THE PREACHER TALKS FROM A
NEGLECTED TEXT.

“And I Will Make Thy Windows of
Agstesand Thy Gates of Carbuncles”
—How Christ Holsted the Great Gates
of Pardon in Hie Own Blnod.

Windows and Gates.

From a neglected text, and one to most
people unknown, Hev, Dr. Tulinage Bun-
dey morning produssd 8 sermon appropri-
ate to individual and pationa] elrenm-
stances. The subject was, “Gates of Car-
buncle,” shie text being Isainh liv., 12,
“And I will make thy windows of ngates
and thy gutes of enrbuneles,”

Perhapy becnuse o human diseuse of
most painful and ofttimes fatal charncter
is named ufter it the church and the world
have never done justice to that infense
nod all suggestive precious stone, the car
buncle, The penrl that Christ picked up
to illustente his sermon, aond the josper
and the supphire and the amethyst which
the apocalyptic vision masoned into the
wall of heaven, have had proper recognl
tion, Lot this, in all the ages, is the first
sermotn on the cartmnele,

This precious stone is found in the st
Indies, in color an intense searlet, and
held up between sour eye and the sun it is
a burning conl.  The poet puts it into
rhythm as e writes:

Like to the burning conl whenee comes its
nime,

Among the Greeks as Authraxs known to
fu me.

God sets it high up in Bible crystallog-
raphy. He cuts it with a divine chisel,
shapos it with & precise geomerry anid kin-
dles ftx fire inte an alimost supernatural
fAume of banty
Itw law of zones, iy low of pavallelism,
samething to exelte the poszement of the
weientigt, chime the cantos of the poet
and arouse the adoration of the Chris-
tian.

Its low of synunetry,

None but God,

No one but the infinite God could fash-
ion & earbuncle us Inrge as your thumb
nall, and as if 1o wake sllages apprecinte
this procious stone he orderod it set in the
first row of the high pricst’s breastplare
in olden time and higher up than the anyx
nnd the emernld and the diamond, s in
Erekiel's prophecies concerning the splen
dors of the Tyrian court the earbancle (s
mentioned, the brilligneies of the waulls
and of the tessellnted oors sogeestiod by
the Bible sentence, ""Thou hast walked
up and down In the midst of the stones of
fire!" But in my text it is not o solitary
specimen that I hand you, nx the kevpor of
a murenm might take down from the shelf
a precious stone and allow you to examipe
it. Nor is it the panel of a door that yon
might stand snd study for ite pnigue earv-
ings or bronzed traceries, but there is a
whole gute of it lifted before our admiring
and astounding vision—aye, twao gntes of
it—aye, many gaton of it 1 will make thy
gutes of earbuneles,” What gates? (Gutes
of the church, (Gates of anything worth
possessing.  Gates of specessful enter-
prise.  Cintes of salvation. Gates of na-
tional nchievement. Tsainh, who wrote
this text, swrote tlso nll that alout Christ
“anthe Lamb to the slavghter,” and spoke
of Christ ax snying, 1 have trod the wine
preve alone,” aod wrote, “Wha is this
that cometh from Edom, with dyed gar-
ments from Bozrnh ¥ And do you think
that Isainh in my text mercly happeued
v reépresent the gnies as red gates, ns car-
wine gates, ax gates of enrbunele?  No,
e menns that It Is through atonement,
throngh blood red stenggle, through ngon
1ex. we get into anything worth getting
tmrn,

Gates Deeply Dyed,

Hesven's gates may well be mode of
pentl, o bright pelloeld, chieerful crysial
lizntion, becanse dll the stroggles are
over, and there are beyond thowe gntes
nothing but raptures aod cantato and i
umphal procession and everlasting holl-
day and kiss of reunion, and so the twelve
guten are twelve pearls, and could be
nothing else than pearls.  But Christ
haisted the gates of pardon in his own
blood, and the marks of clght Gngers and
two thumbe are on each gute, und as he
lifted the gate it leaned against his fore-
hend and took from it & erimson imprews,
wnd all those gates are doeply dyed, and
Luainh was right when he spoke of thowe
gates ne gutes of carbuncle,

What an odd thing it is, think some,
thin iden of viearlous suffering, or soffer-
ing for others! Not at all. The world has
seet viearions saffering millions of tmes
Lefore Christ eame and demonstrated it
an & senle that eclipsed sl that went be
fore and all that shall come after, Ruchel
lived only long enough after the hirth of
bher mon to give him a name. In falnt
whisper she sald, “Call him Ben-oni'”
which mesns "son of my pain,” and all
modeérn travelers on the road from Jeru-
walem to Betlicl nncaver thelr heads and
stand reverently at the tomb of Hachel,
who died for her bor. But In all ages,
how many mathers dis for thelr children,
and in many cawses grown-up children,
who by recreancy stale clear throngh the
mother's heart!  Buffering for others?
Why, the world is full of it

Died at His Post.

“Jump!" snld the engineer to the fire
man on the Jocomotive. *“One of sun In
enotgh to dle. Jumpl” And so the en-
gineer died at hin post, trylng to save the
train, When this sammer the two tralne
crashed into each ether near Atlantic
City, among the forty-seven. who lost
their lives, the enginesr was found dead,
with une hand on the throttle of the loco-
motive and the ather on the brake. e,
there are hundreds here to-day suff
for others. You know and God knows
that it ks viearious sacrifice. But un one
limestoue hill sbont twice the height of
this church, five minutes® walk from the
gates of Jerusalem, was the sublimest

case of suffering for others the world ever
m-m:i.‘mmﬂhﬂllu'uhm
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Lall in wvain.

hope und eternal exultation Christ. with
hand dripping with the rush of opened
arteries, swung back the gate, and, be
hold, it is & red gate, n gate of deepest
bue, a gute of enrbuncle!

What is true in spirituals is troe in tem-
poruls, Thers are young mwoen and older
men who hope, through the right settle-
ment of this acrid controversy between sil-
ver and gold, or the Bmetallie quaresl,
that it will become easy to muke a living.
That time will never come. [t never has
been ensy to make w living. The men who
have it very easy now went through hurd-
ships and self-denials to which maost yonog
men would never consent.  Unless they
got it by inheritance you canuot mention
twenty mwen who have come to bouorsble
fortone that did not fight their way inch
by inch and against fearful odds that
senin snd again almost destroyed them.
For some good reason God hus nrranged it
for all the centuries that the only wuy for
wost people to get 8 livelibood for them-
selves and their familien s with both
hanids and all the allied forees of body,
mind and soul to push back sud push
open the red gate, the gate of earbanele,
For the benefit of all young men, if T hoad
the time, T would eall the roll of those
who overcame obstacle. How many of
the miglity men who went one way on
Pennsslvanin avenue and redched the
United States Senate, or walked the other
way on Pennsylvania nvenne and resched
the White Houowse, did not have to elimh
pver political olloquy 7 Not ene. Tlow
much weorn and seoff and brotal sitack
did Hornee Mann endure between the

ftime when he Brest began to fight for a

better comwmon school aystem in Massn-
chusetts and the day when o statae in
honor of hlin was placed on the steps of
the Binte House overlooking the Con-
mons?

Living Gates of Red Men.

Kead the biography of Robert Hall, the
Baptist preacher, who, though he had
boen pirononneed a dunce at sehool, lived
to thrill the world with his Ohristinn elo-
qrenee, und of George Peabody, who
never owned a corrlage and deoied him
eell all lusuries that he might whide liv-
ing mod after death, through last will and
testament, devote his uneounted millions
to the ednention of the poor people in Fng-
Ind nod Amerion, and of Bishop Junes,
who in boyhoosd worked hiy passage from
Lreland to America dnd bedame the jor
if Methodism and a blessing to the race
(o the biographical aleove in city, State
or matlomil libeary nnd find at least every
tAlwer boik nn illusteation of overcome ob
slacle awl of carmine gate that had 1o be
forevd opwn

What s true of individuals I8 true of
nntions,  Was it n mild spring morning
when the pilgrim fathers lunded on Ply
mouth Rock, and did they ecome in o
gdded yacht, gay streamers fiying? No,
It was in cold December and from a ship
in which one wonkd not want to cross the
Hudson or the Potomae River, Sealping
knives all ready to reocdve them, they
Innded, their only weleome the Indian
warwhoop, Red wen om the beach, R
men in the forest. Had men on the mony-
tnire.  Ted men in the valleys, Living
gotes of red men. Gates™ carbunele!

A Btory Never Told.

Abhoriginal hostility pushed back, sure
Iy now our forefathern will have nothing
to do but to tnke casy possession of the
faltest continent under  the sun.  The
skies w0 genlul, the spll so fertile, the
rivers so populous with finny life, the
acrenge so immense, there will e nothing
toodo but eat, drink nuwd be merey.  No,
The most powerfol nntion, by army o
navy, sotimded ts protest peross SLIKK
mblen of water, Then ene Lexingtan
and Buunker HUL aod  Mommomh  and
Long Island bnttles and Valley Forge
pnd Yorktown and stacvation el widows
leciond anel orplhianage, atel thirteen calonies
wient through safferings which the his
tortan hus attempted to it npon pogwer
nid thie artist to put upon eanvas, but
Engraver's knife and re-
parter’s skill and telegraphic wire nnd
ditily prress, which have mode o= aequain
vl with the horrom of modern batthefiekl,
kol not yet bhegun thelr vigilanee, and the
story of the Awmerlenn revolution  has
never been told apd pever will bhe told
It et net take much ink to sign the Dee
laration of Independence, but it ook o
terrific amonnt of bood to maintain ie. 1t
was an awful gate of opposition that the
e n and women—and the women as muoch
ax the men—pushed back. It was a gate
of sell maerifice. It was n gate of blood.
It was n gate of enrbundle,

We nre not indebted to history for our
kupwledge of the greatest of pational eni-
sox,  Many of us remembér it, and fa-
thors and mothers now Hving had better
kevep telling that story to their children,
wi thot (netead of bedng dependent upon
vedil tenis mmad obliged to say, "On such n
pige of such a book yon can read thal”
will tliey rather be able to way, “My
futher toll me 80" “My mother told me
g0, Men and women who vividly re-
niember 1801 and 1802 und 1863 and 18064,
be yourselves the historiaus, telling it hot
with pewu, but with Uvimg fongue and
voiee and pesture. This s the grentest
uwre of Memorial Decoration day, for the
calin 1illes on the grave tops soon hecome
teeathless of perfume, and in a week turn
to dust like unto that which lies beneath
tiwm. Bat the story of courage and self
sacrifice and patriotism told on platforma
sud in houneholds and by the roadside and
In chorches and du cemeteries, by that
ennual recktal will be kept fresh In the
memory of geperations ea long as our
American Institations are worthy of pres-
ervation. Long after you are dead your
cididren will be able 10 say, with the
pealmist, “We have heand with out eam,
0O God! our fathers haye told ue that work
thou didet in thelr days, In the timen of
old.” But what a time it was!

The Millions of Bereft,

Having shoved back the carbuncle gate

and the blood into rivers, and the shrieks
into whirlwinds! During those four yenrs
muny good and wise men at the North
and the Sonth saw pothing shéad but an-
nihilation With such & national debt we
eould pever meet our obligations! With
guch mortal wntipathies Northern sod
routhern men could pever come into
aswity! Representatives of Lonisiana and
Grorgia and the Carolinas ould never
agnin sit shile by gide with the representa-
tives of Maiue, Massachusetts and Now
York ot the nationul eapitol.  Lord John
Russell had declured that we were "a
Lubble Bursting pationality,” and it had
come trae,  The pations of Europe hldl
gathers) with very resigned spirit at the
tutieral of onr American repuhblic. They
bald tolled the bells on purlikments and
reichetings aml lowered their Aags at half
miaist, wtid even the lion on the other wWde
of the sea hnd whined for the dead cagle
on this wide. The deep grave hud heen
dug, nnd bheside Babylon and Thebes and
“Tyre and other dead nations of the past |
our dead repmbilic was to be burisd.
' The Epitaph,

The epitaph was all ready: “Here Den
the American republic.  Born at Phila- |
delphia, 4th of July, 1776, Killed at Bull
Iun July 21, 1801, Aged RO yoars und 17
duys, Pence to its ashes  But befors |
the abseguies hid quite olosed there was |
nn interription of the ceremondes, and our
dewd pation rose from its mortuary sur-
soundings, God had made for it o spe-
cinl resurrection day and eried:  “Come
forth, thou republic of Washiugton nnd
dobin Adwins and Thowas Jefferson and
Patrick Henry and Jobhn Hanemek and
Daniel Welster and 8. 8 Prentiss and
Henry (Nay!  Come forth!" And whe
came forth, to e stronger than she had |
aver been.  Ther mightiest prosperities
lrve comue slnee thut thme,  Who wonld
want to push back this country to what
It was in 1860 pr 1807 Hat, oh, what
n high gnte, whnt o strang gate, she bad
to push ek befores she oomld make one
stip I sdvpnee!  Gate of flame!  See
Norfolk navy yard nud Columbla and
Chambersborg and Charleston on  fire!
Gate of bayonets! Nee glittering rifles
nud earhines Aash from the Susquebanna
nad the James to the Mississlppl aod the
Arkansns! Gate of heavy artillery, mak-
ing the mountaing of Tennessoe and Ken-
tucky and Virginda tremble in its last
ngony, The gate wae &0 fiery and so rd
thut T cun think of notldng more appro-
rrinte than to take the suggeation of
Ispinh In the text and call it o gate of
carbinneles,

Milllons Want Work,

Among what we considered comfortable
homes hanve come privation and close enl-
rilation and an economy that kills.  Mil-
lions of people who say nothing about it
wre At this moment at thelr wits' ends.
There are millions of psaple who do @t
want charity, but want work., The ery

lis gone up to the enras of the “Lord of |

Sabanth,” and the prayer will be heard,
and relief will come.  If we have nothing
better th depend on than American poli-
ties, rollef will never come, Whoever |
electadl to the presidency, the wheels of
government turn &0 slowly agd & eancus
i yonder white building on the hill way

tie the hands of any President. Now,
thongh we who live in the District of
Columhin eannot vite, we can pray, luul'
wy prayer doy and night shall be: 0O
Lindd, hear the ery of the souls from undes
the aliar! Thou, who hast brought the
whent and corn of this season to such
magnitude of supply. give food to man wnd
benst.  Thow, whi hadst nor where to lay
thy hend, pity the shelterloss, Thon, who |
linst bronght to perfection the cotton of
the Bouth nndd the flax of the North, clothe
the nukedd. Thou, who has filled the mine
with eoal, give fuel to the shivering.
Hring bread to the body, Intelligence to
the mind and salvation to the soul of all
the people!  God save the nation!™

But we must admit it is 2 hard gate to
push brek.  Milllons of thin hunds have
pushed at it without making it swing on
its han! hinges. It §s o gate mnde out of |
cuipty flour barrels and cold fire grates
and unmelicated gickness nnd ghastliness
and horror. It I8 & gote of strugele, A
gate of disappointment, A red gite, or
whaut Isainh wonld have called a gote of
ctirbuneles,

The Bitter Draft,

Now, a8 I have alroady wuggested, as
there are obstacles in all our paths, we
will be happier if we consent to hnve our
life o steaggle. In all styles of life (hero
vome disappointment and struggle. God
has for some good reason sreanged it wo.
I it In pot poverty, It in sickness. 1 it in
not sickness, it in persecution. 1f it in
not persecution, it i ‘contest with some
evil appetite. I it is not some evil ujipo-
tite, it is bereavement. If it pot one
thing, it is another. Do aot get sonred
nivd crows il think your case is peculiar,
You aire just like the rest of us,  You will
have to take the bitter deaft, whether |t
b hanided (o yom in golden chalice or pew- |
ter mug, A mwan who has 81000 a year |
ineome sloeps sounder and bas u better |
nppetite than the mun who has §5,000,(04),
1T our life were not & stroggle, wo swould
never consent to get out of thik world,
nnid we wonld want to stay bere, and so
block up the way of the advancing gen-
eratlonw. By the (ime that a man gots
to be 70 yenrs of nge, and sometimes hy
the time he gets to be ) yoars of age, he
says, “I have bad enough of this, and
when the Lord wills It | am ready to
emigrate to & country where there are no
taxes and the sllver of the trumpet put
to one's lips bas no quarrel with the gold
of the pavement under hin feet.” We
have in this world more opportunity to
cultivate patlence than to cultivate any
other grace. Let that grace be strength-
ened fn the royal gymnasium of obatacle
and opposition, and by the help of God,
having overcome our own hindrances and
worriments, let us go forth to help others
whose struggle s greater than our own,

B

yoursel! to pass In and pass on and
up, lend & band to others that thoy
ma
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The short November afternoon was
darkening, and the snow, falling stead-
Iy, melted as it fell, making the slush
still deeper.

Oun one of the streat corners of an
Eastern oty stood a girl playiog a vie-
Hn; the wild, sweet notes plerced the
air and died away, and the girl held
her chilled hunds out to recelve the
pennles offered her. Then she walked
on, only pausing to look through the
brilitantly Hghted show windows at the

| Fieh furs.

For some moments she stood, then,
drawing her old shawl closer, hurrisd
on. Over the bridge she passed and up
the dark street, entering one of the
houses In &8 long row of tenements,

The great hare room, dimly lghted by
a lamp; the rusty stove, and the fumes
of ‘0l struck the girl unplensantly as
the threw open the door. By the win-
dow sat A man busily mending an old
violin, while near bBlm was a bench
strewn with tools.

“Here, father,” she sald, coming over
and throwing some pennies on the
hench; “1 atayed out nntll T was chilled
through, and that ix all 1 could get.”

Sor'Ll, MARRY RILL BRADDEN, OR
YOU'LL LEAVE HOME.

“You hussy! It's because yoi won't
work that you can't get It You're as
Inzy and proud ss your mother was
#hie’'d rather freeze to death than ask
o penny.”

I'he glirl stomd by the stove, with one
foot resting on the fender. It was her
apparent indifference that roused the
anger of the man, He spread the
money in hig palm, and eounted it.

“*Twenty yon lazy good-for-
nothing, How are we golng 1o pay the
rent with that?'

The gir]l nelther angwered nor showed
that she had heard When she had
partly dried lier feet she went to the
cupboard and, bringing some brown
bread and cheese, sat them on the ta-
ble. Bhe then wheeled her father's
chair to the board, and sat down to the
cheerless supper. She broke off bits of
bread and ate as though unconsclous of
whiat she was doing.

“You'd be glad enough to sce your
father turned out, wouldn't you? Rent
coming due and notbing to pay It
with,” He walted for a reply, but the
girl had nothing to say,

“I'hree days more, then nothing to do
but frecze and starve to death,” he con-

cents,

tinned, watchilng closely 10 see the
effect.  The face opposite remained
unchanged,

“8ny, Bal.” here the surly tone chang-
od 'nto a coaxing whine, “Bill Bradden
wid around to-day agaln, and ne says
he'd be willing and glad to marry you,
Now, Bradden's got money enough to
tnke us both In, and a good home for
your poor old—"

The dark eyes slowly ralsed to hls—
great, glowing ¢ves, burning with rage
nnl weori.

“1'd starve before 1'd marry that 1Rill
Bradden. 1I'd rather starve, anyway,
that Uve oul this—this—what I8 ealled
ee"™

SWe'll see, my girl” was the reply,
spaken so quletly as to pound ominons.
“You'll marry Bill Bmdden, or you'll
leave home,"

“Home!" and the girl lnughed & mis-
erahle little laugh.

Nothing 1o the determined expression
of the girl betrayed the agitation In her
mind as ahe quietly rose and cleared
away the dishies, piling the crusts and
bita of cheese In the bowl for their
breakfast. Suddenly a figure passed
the window. In an instant the girl
had sprung to the door and bholted It.

A loud rap sounded. Bhe went on
putting away the supper things. The
vigorous pounding continned.

“#al! Let me in."

She did not answer but slowly light-
ed the eandle and, pasaing the window
at which the man atood peering In,
wenl upsatairs, She listened at the pipe
hole and heard her father open the
door to admit the visltor, "

“That girl of yours js a rare one. The
minute she seei me coming she runs
and boita the door in my face It
cﬂ::n't look very encouraging, eh, Gar-

gy
T
“Just yon have patience, Bradden.

pate apEARR

The girl'= got to have sowe of the stub-
boruness knocked out of her, that's all,
But say, old fellow, ahout the cash.
1t's agreed and written down in black
and white that you are to hand it over
the night you marry her®™”’

“Phat’'s the bargaln. The girl's a
prize and I'm willlng to pay well for
her. Clip her wings Garrick, that It
will be stralght salling.

“Let me see—thin {8 the 12th. Three
days wore aud then— SBay, Bradden,
what do you say te doing the thing up
to-morrow nlght?  Rhe'd be Just as
willing then as she would 8 year from
now. Rhall we go aliead?"

Then they laughed together and
shook hamds.  Sal stralned her ears,
but could hear nothing more but the
click of glusses,

“Oh, how cold it 18" she half moan-
e, “Inside—inside 1T am freezing—imy
leart I8 turnlog to stone and my blood
Is ke cold water; but my brain Js not
yet numb-1 ean think.”

She heard the door open and Bill
Bradden go ont. Cresping nolsclessly
| down the staire, she lnld the bundle
down and put on her bannet and shawl,
then walkedl over and looked long st
the unconsclons face of her father as
he sat In o hesvy stupor in his chalr
with head fallen on his breast,

*1 have done the best 1 could by
you, father. I have tried and falled.
I won't stay amd be made to marry
thut muan,  No! not even to save the
roof over your head.”

The gl opened the window a treifle,
pleked up her bundle and violin, nnd,
blowing ont the lght, feft the hagnee.

P'aul Oldfield sat reading before the
fire in his little back parlor. The bhlaze
Hehtedl and shadowed the walls lined
with books—old, musty books which
hal lain for years walting to be clajm-
=; the little room was oddly furnighed
In qualnt pleces, also walting to be
clatmed, for Paul Oldficld was a pawn-
biroker, us hig father had been before
him.

The door opened, Jingling the hell on
its wire, The pawner drew aside the
chintz curtain and entersd the shop.
Before the counter stood 2al Garrlek.

“You can sell my things."” she said.
“1 ¢an't redeem them, and you ueedn't
save them any longer.”  As she spoke
sl looked nt 8 bracelet and a buncli of
bown curls in the case,

1 ean keep them a while louger, Migs
arrlek, Just oddiey A woman winfed
the curls, but I teld her the time was
ot up, =i you conld pay the Inter-
pst”

He watelied the girl's face ns she
gazied steadily at her treasares,  She
slowly raised her eyes; they were glis
ter-ng with tenrs,

“It's no use, Mro Oldfiebl. T ean't do
It,  Mother will know 1 tried to keep
thes, but couldn’t,

CAanything T ean do for you, Miss Gar-
Hek !

‘Well-yes. 1 don't suppose you ever
losin money on people do yon

I'he Lroker was surprised and pne-
zled

“I < she went on. I must
have mouey to keep father from being

1 HAVE DONE THE BEST I CoULD BY
YOU, PATRER.

turnad into the street. 1 can’t make

enovgh by playing to pay up the back

rent, and—I thought 1 could pawn my-

wolt""

“Why, yesa, I could loan money on
you, though I have never done it be-
fore, How much do you need?"

“Twelve dollars. Oh, Mr. Oldfield, 1
will play on the strects night and day
to pay the Interest and redeem my-
sell”

*Take your time about It, Misy Gar-
rick 1 am not in any hurry,” be saM,

her.
It was midnight when he locked the

taking = bracelet and a bunch of curls

making out the ticket and handing It to |

shop and put out the Hghts, after first |

| from the case, and laying them care-
fully In 4 box.

Ral Garrick grasped the money in one
hand and her violln and bundle in the
other, as she slmost ran along the
strects. Going home, she slipped the
packet through the partly opened win-
dow snd heard it fall on the fioor, them
went on.

sue had walked n long distance when
she entersd a lodging honse and pasd
the price of a bed. The adjoining room
was well Alled with cots, and Bal Gar-
rick looked cautiously about at the
sleepers before taking a paper from
ker pocket. 1t was a pawn ticket, By
the light of the candle she read:

“Iuternational Loan Office,
“No, 206, Nov. 12, '93.

“Recelved the following goods, the
person of Sul Garrlek, who will be sub-
Jwet 1o conditions herein coniained as
security for twelve dollars ($12).

“To be paid in one month from this
date with 10 per cent per month addl-
tion for interest, and in default of pay-
ment thereof, the undersigned 18 an-
thorized to sell the same at any publie
auetion,

“PAUL OLDFIELD, 6 Penn Street.”

*No. 200, she murmured. “Always
the old number, All my life I have
been the odd one. ‘The world didn’t
want me and has no place for me”

- - - L L L L

I* was Christmas nght. Paunl Old-
field sat by hig fire, idly watehing the
bright coals and thinking. thinking, al-
ways thinking, He was thinking of the
wiatful, enmest face of Bal Garrick, of
the poverty and unhappivess crowded
into that young life. He was thinking
of lu own life; solltary, lonely, nlmost

“MINE—BY CONSENT AN "RISET
Law."

melnchioly in' the monotony of {8 days,

Just then the bell tinkled. He went
ftn the shop and foind Sal Garrlek
gazng intently luto the ise

“You have sold them, then?' Her
volee trembled In spite of her effort to
hid« her disappointment.

“Miss Garrick, T conldn’t—"'

‘Mr. Oldiield," she interrupted, “the
loap g due—overdue, 1 have gent the
little 1 epuld pick up to father, and
there Is none Joft for Interest, Take
this—tuke 1t!" she demanded, shoving
the violin on the counter. “I won't
nead o any more.”

The broker started as he saw the ex-
presgion o her eves—wild, desperite,
derermined. Ha took the girl's hand
andd drew her toward lidm, -

Phe tosn 8 up,” he sald glowly. “In
default of payment thereof, the broker
ix anthorized to take into hils possession
thar which ig deposited, to protect and
love ag hie has never loved o all his
cmpty, lonely Hfe,  Sal, will you marry
me?”

Alie thrust
Hand.

“Tt's the odd number that's not re-
decmed--take it," she said, weartly, and
Pau' Oldfield kissed the beautiful up-
turned face and held her in his arms,
gav'ng, “Mine—my own—by consent
and wight of law."”

the pawn ticket In his

Napoleon Afver the Battle of Dresden

Prof. Sloane's “Life of Napoleon,” In
the Century, takes up the "Uollapse of
the Western Emgpire.,” In describing
the end of the Grand Army after the
battle of Dresden, Prof. Rloane says:
The niglit of the Tth was spent In Inde-
viglon ag to any one or all of these Ideas,
but o active preparation for the re-
treat; any contingency might be met or
f resolve taken when the necessity
arose, During that night the Emperor
took two warm bhathe, The habit of
drinking strong coffee to prevent drow-
sineas had Induced attacks of nervous-
ners, and these were not diminished
by his load of care, To allay these and
other allments, he had had recourme for
some time to frequent tepld baths,
Much has been written about a myste-
rious malady which hnd been steadily
in¢reasing, but the burden of testimony
from the Emperor's closest associates
Al this time Indlcates that ln the maln
he had enjoyed excellent health
throughout the second Baxon campaign,
There were certainly Intervals of welf-

ation, which sedmed to require the off-
set of & phynical stimulus; but o the
whole, natural causes, complex but not
irexplicable, sufficiently sccount fee
the subsequent disasters, ot
We refuse to feel fattered by, the
licitude with which & man who

indulgence and of inasitude, of exbessy
Ive émotion and depresaing self-examine.
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