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TALMAGE'S SERMON.

THE PREACHER TELLS A TOUCH-
ING SIBLE STORY.

e Beanty of Childhood—-Ita Fower
Over the Parcental Heart—Its Hiiseful
Tramsitiom from Earth to Heavem—
The Loved and Loet,

A Harvest Rhadow,

While the reapers are bhusy in many
parts of the land and the harvesis are
osing gathered the scene brought before
us in this subject in especially appropriate.
The text is 11. Kings, iv., 15, 19, 20:
“And when the child was grown it fell on
& day that he went out to his father to
the reapers  And be said unto his father,
‘My head, my head” And he said o a
lad, ‘Carry him to his mother’ And
when he had taken him and brought him
to his mother he sut on her knees till noon
and then died.”

There is at least one happr home in
Shusem. To the luxurisnee and splen-
dor of & great house had been given the
advent of a child, Eveo when the angel
of lifs brings a new soul 1o the poor man's
hnt a sta- of joy sbines over the manger.
Infancy. with its helplessness und inno-
cepce, had passed awar. Days of boy-
hood had come, days of langhter and
frolic, days of sunshine and promise, days
of strange questions and curiosity aod
quick development. 1 suppose among all
the treasures of that bouse the brightest
was the boy. Ome day there is the shout
of reapers heard afield A boy's heart
always bounds at the sound of sickle or
seythe.  No sooner have the harvesters
cut 3 swath across the ficld than the lad
Juins them, and the swarthy reapers feel
young ngain as they look down at that
Ind, as bright and beautiful as was Ruoth
in the harvest ficlds of Bethlehem glean-
ing after the reapers. But the sun was
too hot for him. Congestion of the brain
selzed on him

I se¢ the swarthy laborers drop their
sickles, and they rush out tn see what is
the watier, and they fan him, and they
try to coyl his brow, but &ll ix of no avail,
In the instant of consciousness he puts
his hnnds against hin temples and cries
eut, “My head, my head!" And the father

< mid, “Carry him to his mother,”™ just as

eny father woald have said, for our hand
is o rough, and our voice is tou harsb,
and vur foot i too lond to dector a sick
child if there be in our home n gentler
voice, amd n gentler hand, and a stiller
footstep. Bot all of no avail. While the
reapers of Shunem were busy in the feld
thers came a stropger reaper that way,
with keener seythe and for a richer har-
«¥ut.  He reaped only one sheaf, but, oh,
what a golden sheaf was that! | do not
want to know any more about that heart-
Greaking scene than what 1 mee in just
this one rathetic sentence, “He sat on her
knws till noon and then died.” Though
hundreds of years have prased away sinee
that boy skipped to the harvest field, and
then was brought home and died on his
tother’s lap, the story still thrifls ns.  In-
deed, ehililivod has a charm always and
everswhere, | shall now speak to you of
childbeud—ita beauty, its suseeptibility o
impression, its power over the parental
Yeart, and its hlissful transition from
warth to heaven

Child Lifle,
The ¢hild’s beauty does ot depend upon
torm ur feature or complexion or apparel.
Thut destitute one that you saw on the
street, brosed with unkindness and in
rags. has & charm about her even under
ner destitution, You have forgotten =
great many persons whom you met, of
finely cut featsres and with erect pos-
ture and with faultless complexion, while
you will alwars remember the poor girl
who, on a cold. moonlight uight, as you
were passing Iate bowe, in her thin shawl
nnd hagefoot on the pavemont, put out her
sand and sabl, “Please give me a pen-
ur?"  Ah, how often we have walked on
and sail, “Oh, that is nothing bat strest
vagabondism ! but after we got a block
ur two on we stopped and sabd, “Ah, that
is not right " and we passed vp thit same
way and dropped & mite into that suffer-
ing hnnd as though it were not o matter
of second thought, so ashamed wore we of
our Lard henriedposs.,
With what admiration we all look upon
a group of children on the plarground or
in the schiool, and we clnp our Hamds ol
most igvoluntarily and say, “How benn
Vel Al wtiffness and disnity are zoue
wnd vour shout i heand with theirs and
son trandle their hoop, and iy their kite,
and strike their ball, 3 ad all your weari-
aess nnd nnxiety are gane ax when o ohild
yoir bonnded over the playground your-
self. That father who stands rizid and
unsympathetic amid he sportfuliiess of
iildren voght never to have been temptod
wiit of a crusty and uredeemable solitari
ness.  The waters leap down the rocks,
but they have not the gracefnl step of
childhood, Thy merniog comes out of the
gated af the east, throwing its wilver on
the ke and its gold on the towers aud
ity fire an the eloud, but it is not so
bright and bLeantiful ax the morning of
fife. ‘There is no light like that which is
kindled in s child's eye, no color )ike
that which bMeoms on a child's check, no
ansie like the somd of a child’s voice. Its
face ‘o the poorest picture redecms any
tperfection in art. When we are weary
with toil their little hands pall the bur-
dens oft one back. Oh, what u dull, stale,
menn world this wonld be without the
sportfalness of children! When I find
pesple that do not like ehildeen, T imme-
diately doubt their moral and Christian
character. But when the grace of God
cotwes upon 4 child how anspeakably ut-
tractive! When Samuel beging 10 pray,
and Timothy beging to rend the Sopip-
tures, wnd Joseph shows bimself juvulner-
able to tempntion, how benutiful the
1 know that parents somotimes
et vervour when their ehildren beeome
plons, becanue they have the e that
pood chilldren always die.  The strange
questions nbout Gad and eternity and the
dead excile npprohension in the parentul
mind rather than congratulation. Indecd,
there are some people that seem marked
for hemven. This world is (oo poor a gar-
den [or them to bloom in.  The hues of
m are in the petals,
There is something about their fore-
bead that makes yon think that th;thand

pious boy bevame Sawoel the great
prophet.  Christian Timothy beeame a
winister at Ephesus. Yonung Daalel, can-
secrated (o Giod beeame pruoe minister
of all the realon, snd there are in bundreds
wf the schools and families of this coun-
try teday children who love God and
feep s ow wiments, and who are to
be foremost among the Christians, and
the philapth=~pists, and the reformers of
toe pext century. The grace of God never
kills any one. A child will be more apt
1o grow up with religion than it will be
apt to grow up without it. Length of days
s prowaised to the righteous. The religion
of (Tarist does not cramp the chest or
varve the spite or weaken the nerves,
Ther=are no malarias 8cating up from the
river of life. The religion of Christ throws
over the heart and life of a child a super-
nal beauty. “Her ways are ways of pleas
antuess, and all ber paths are penee.™

Buaceptibility of Childhood.

I pasa on to consider the susceptibility
of childhood. Men pride themselves on
their unchangeability. They will make
a0 eluborate argument to prove that thes
think now just as they did twonty years
ago. It ix charged to frailty or frauod
when a man changes his seuatiments in
polities or in religion, and it is this deter
mination of soul that so often drives baok
the gospel from a man's heart.
hard to make avarice charituble, and
frand honest, and pride bomble, and
skepticism Christinn, The sword of Gowl's
truth seemas to glance off from those mall
e warriors, and the heliet seems battle
proof againat God's bhattieax. Dot chuld
hood- how sosceptible to example and to
instruction’! You are not surprisesd at the
record, “Abraham begat Isane, and lsuno
begat Jacob,” for when religion starts Io
a family it i= apt o go all through. Jee
ehel o murderess, vou are not sarprised
to find her son Jehoram attempting assas-
sination. (Oh, what a responsibility upon
the parent and the teacher! The musician
touches the keys, and the response of
those keys in away off amid the pipes and
the chords, and you wonder at the dis
tance betwen the key and the chord. And
#o it is in Jife—if you touch a child the
result will come back from manhbood or
old age, telling jost the tune played,
whether the dirge of A grent sorrow or
I anthem of 0 great joy. The word that
the Szbhabth sehool tescher will this afters
noon whisper in the ear of the class will
b echoed back from everlasting ages of
light or darkness. The home and the
school devide the republic ar the despot
ism. the barbarikm or the civilization, the
uphnilding of an empire or the overthrow-
‘ng of it Higher than Parlisment or
Congress are the school and the family,
podd the sonnd of a child’s foot may mean
wiore than the teamp of a host.  What,
then, are you doing for the purpose of
bringing your children iuto the kingdom
of Gued®  If they are so susceptible, and
if this is the very hest time 1o act upon
their eternal interests, what are yon do-
ing by wav of right impalsion*

There were some Barvesters in the fields
of Seotland one hot day. and Hannah Le-
tond was helping them gather the hay.
She laid lier babe under a tree.  While ahe
was Pusy in the field there was a fiutter of
wings in the nir, and a golden eagle
clutrhed the swaddling band of the bhabe
and flew away with it to the mountain
crrie. All the harvesters and Hannah Le
niond started for the cliffa. It waas two
miles befare they came to the foot of th-
oliffs. Geetting there, who dared mount
the oiff ? No human foot had ever trod
it.  There were mailors there who bhad
gone up the mast in the day of terrible
tempeat. They did not dare risk it. Han
nah Lemond wat there for awhile and
tonked np and saw the eagle in the eyrie,
and then she leaped to her feet, and ahe
atart<d up where no human foot had ever
trodl, craz above erag. eatehing hold of
this root or that root until she reached the
eyrie and caught her babw, the ragle
sawooping in fierceness all aronnd abont
her. Fastening the child 1o her baok,
she sinrted for her friends and for home.
h, what a dizey desecnt, sliding from
tais erag to that crag, ostehing by that
vine aml by that root, coming down far-
ther and farther to the most datgerons
pnss, where she found s goat and some
kids. She said: “Now I'll' follew the
zont.  The gont will know just which ix
the ustest way down™  And she was led
by the animal down to the plain.  When
wheget there, all the people oried, “Thank
fyorl, thank Ged!” her strength not giving
way until’ the resene was effecied.  And
they eried. “Stand back. now.  (hive her
sied™  Oh, il a wonian will do that for the
phiysteal Nife of bor child, wnat ol g
i for the eternal life of your boy wml
sonr Zirl?  Let it not be tobd in the great
day of vternity that Hannal Lesuond pat
Sarth meore exertion for the saving of the
phiysical life of ber child than you, O
parent, have ever put forth for the sternal
life of your little ope.  God help you!

Power of Childhood,

1 pass on to consider the pewer which
a child wields over the parental henrt
We ofter. talk nbout the inflaenee of par.
cots wpon children. 1 never Lear any
vhing said about the influence of children
apon their parents.  Yon go to school 10
them. Yoo no more odueate them than
they edneate yon, With their little hands
they base canght hold of your entire na-
tare, and Fou eapnot wrench  yourself
nwway from their grasp,  You are dillervnt
pien anid women from what yon were be.
fore tiey gave you the first lesson,  They
huve rovalntioniszsd your soul.  There are
Touniains of Jov oo your heart which never
worild have been suvéred had they not
discovered them. Life is to ¥You n mors
stupesdons thing than it was before thase
little fowt xtarted on the pathway ta eter:
uity. Oh, how many hapes, how many
Joxe. how many solicitudes that little one
ans ereated in your soull  You go to
school every day, a schoel of sell-deninl,
a scliool of patience, in which yon are gof
ting wiser day by day. and that jnluenee
ot the ciild aver you will inorease apd
inerise, and, though your children may
re, From the very thrane of God they will
reach down an iofleence o your sonl,
{ending you an and leading yon ap vntil
wom mingle with their volees and sit be
wide their throoes.

The grasp which the child has over the
parent’s heart s seen in what the parent
will do for the child.  Siorm and dirkne s
and heat and eold are uothing to you if
they stand between you and your child’s
welfure. A great lawyer, when yet un-
¥nown, one day stood In the ¢ourtroom
and made m‘:.’uqmm plea ﬁ.ﬂ:l! Al
tven of great nm-nq: nte, sod o g1
vjeman saud 1o him afterward. “How ooold

It is so

well ~lothed though you are in rage. Toa
say., “My vchildren ashall be educsied,

| thongh 1 pever had any chapce ™

What to you are weary limbs and ach-
ing beads and bhands hardened and eal-
fous f only the welfare of your
cun ne wronght ont by it? Thag £ drow
is your sorrow, their joy your joy,
advasesment your victory. An
when the last sickoess comes, ou
fight Lack the march of disease, god it is
only after a tremendous siroggle that you
surrender.  And then when the spirit hes
fed the preat deep s breken up, end
Hacho! will pot be comforted because hor
shildren are not, and Darvid goes up the
pialace stairs, erying. *0 Absalom, my son,
wy kon, would to God 1 had died for thee;
O Absalom. wy son, wy son!™

The Lost Treasnre.

There s oot & large family, or bandly a
Inrge fumily, that has oot beot over such
a treasure and lost it In the family fold
i there no dead lumb? | have seen mauy
such cuses of sorrow, There is one pre
viginent oy memory s pastor—Sco-
ville Haynes Mot ollun.  The story of his
doath has brought hundreds unto Gasd
He bedopged to my parish in the Wesr,
A thoreugh boy, 9 or 10 vears of age.
Nothing morbid, nothing dull about him
His votew loudest and his foot swiftest on
the paayground. Uften bhe bas come into
my bouse aud thrown bluself down on the
floor tn uh =xhaustion of bstercus mirth
apd yet he was o Christian, consecrated
to Crod, Keoping his commandinents. That
i= the kind of childish piety I believe in,
Whea the dars of sickness came suddenly
and be was told that he could not get
awll, be said:  “Jesus nlone can save ma.
Jesus will wave me. He has savid mie,
ory, wamma. 1 shall go right
stradght up to heaven.” And then they
zave him o glass of water to cool his Lot
hipes, wod be said: “Mamaus, 1 shall ks
# draft from the water of life after awhile,
of which if one drink he shall pever get
thirsty again. 1 lay syself at Jesus' fect,
and I want him to do just what he thinks
bkt to do with me.” In those days “Rest
for the Weary"” was a pew bhymn, and
be had lesrned i and o o perfect eosting
of soul i bis las: bour he eried out:

thn't

“In the Clirist'an’s home in glory
Fhere remsius 8 land of rest,
There my Savior's gone before we

To fuifill my soul’s request.
There 15 rest for the weary,
There 14 rest for you.

“Sing, ob, sing, ye bheirs of glory,
Slout your triumphs as you go!
Zion's gnies are open for you,
You shall find an entranee through
There in rest for the weary.”

“There is rest for you, papa; there is rest
for you, mamme™ And then putting
hin bands over his heart, he said, “Yes
there is rest for me.”  And then, he asked
them to read *“The Lord in my Shepherd;
I shall not want. He maketh me to lie
down in green pastures and leadeth
pesids still waters,” and he eried out
“0) death, where is thy sting? O grave
where is thy victory 7

Only 10 years old. And then he said,
“Now 1 wish you would just turn this
bed wo 1 can lovk onee more on the foliage
and wew the sun set.”  And they turned
ilie bed. And he said, “1 do so wish that
Jesus would hurry and come and take
me.” Thes aaid to him, “Why, are you
not willing to await the Lords time?"
“Yea," be said, 1 am; but I wonld rather
Jesus worid come Znd bhurry and take
me.”  And s, with a peace indescribable,
he passed nway.

The Lord's WiIL

Oh, there in nothing =ad about a child’s
death save the grief in the parent’s heart
You see the little ones go right out from
a wurld of #in ard suffering to a world of
How many sorrows they escapwe
how many templations, how many tron
Ses!  Childeen dead are safe,  Thoss
that Jive are o peril, We know not what
dark path they tiay take, The day mnjs
rome i which they will hreak your heart,
bt childten dead are safe—safe forever
Woeeping paretits, do pot mourn too bt
terly over sour child that has gone. Theps
are twao kinnds of prayers monde at a child’s
sick bed.  One penyer the Lord likes; the
other praver be Jdoes pot Tike Wheti »
sottl kaweels down at g ehilil)’'s siek bed an
“0) Laord, spare this livtle one. « He
in Ve near toomy heset. T don't want te
part withs lidm, bat thy will be dogae™ —that
e the kind of w prayer the Lopd Joves
Ther- is another Kind of prayer which |
men wmake o substance when
they say: 0 Laord, this =o't right. Jv s
timed to take this child. Yon bave i
right to take this chidld. Spare this ohild
1 ean't give him up, and 1 won't give hing
up.”  The lord answers that kKiud of 2
peayer sometimnes.  The olilil lves on and
lives on and travels off in paths of wick
edness o pertsh At the end of every
prayer for a chidd’s life say, “Thy will
0 Laonld, b done.”

The briglitest Hghts that can be Kindled
Chreist s kindled, Lot us, old and
young, regoce that heaven is giathering ur
w0 mach that is attractive.  In that far
lond wo sre nol strangers.  There ar
those there who speak our name day by
day, and they wonder why so long we
tarry. M T conld coutt up the names ol
a0 those who have gone out from thess
tamilies mto the Kingdom of heaven, i
woul) tnke me all dny to wention thidr
pames. A great multitude before 1he
throne. You Joved them once, you love
them now, and ever and auon you think
you Jiear their voices ealling you upward
Ab. ves, they have goue out from al
these famides, and you wapt no book te
vedl you of the dying experience of Chris
sian children. You have heard jt.
Iwent whispered In your ear, O father, {
mother, (0 brother, O wister. Towarc

0¥,

Ays,

hinve heard

It has ]

‘A MAN'S

VENGEANCE.

——— E—

T wan & #tif climb from Pengelly
I and the basket of flsh Isanc Hocken

enrrlsd was heavy. At the top of
the bill be was fain to streteh himsel!
on the turf and rest his bent old back
against the low stone wall which lo-

Closed John Tregon's feld.
“NO use going up to the honse; John's

the place topsy-turvey,” he reflectod
“What with spring cleanin’s all the
yenar round and the drivin’, Bertha has
Lhiad & terrible hard time  Aud they de
say in the village—Well, well” he
muttered, ohecking Whmself, “it wasu’t
to be expected with her pretiy face that
Jim's her first sweetheart, And if Will
Carter decelved ber, mebbe she'll thing
the more of him. Jim Just dotes on ber
More fule, he! Had wives are of no
acconnt whativer, und supposin® yon
do hap on a gowd woman amd i1 pleases
the Lord to take her, the yenr won't
fill the emptiness 1o you she leaves e
hind, 1 coght to koow,” and Isaac
heaved a mighty sigh.  “I've buried
wives of both sorts—three of "em.”

| Not g breeze stirred the Hifeless enlm;
and the midday sun poured flercely
down. Presently he sought the shade
of 4 spreading tree which overhong
the wall & few paces from him.  Buot
he was no longer solitary. Voices fell
on his ear—RBertha Tregon’s amd that
of the wan who report sald hisd Jilted
her.

“My poor Berthia!l You've no equnse to
fear me. 1 know exactly how it was
you forsook tne for James Hiwcken, But
I wrote whetiever 1 had the chanee.”

“Not 0 single letter peached me™

“Becanse your mother waylail the
postiman.”

Ihwespite hent, Isane shiversd
| W tnslght was makiog clear much
that had puzzied him.

“Terhaps, What matters nowi
asked Berthn in forloru tones.  “You
slhoull bave kept wway. It wouald have
bevn Kinder™

the

I *And Jet you continue to think that |

{1 was fulse, Lookee here, Bertha, yon
promised to be my wife hefore ever

| Hocken courted you  And pnow yon
kuow 1've been falthful to you
{  *1 durstn't break with Jim. Mother

I« set on Wim, Oh, why did you come?
You'll get a fresh sweetheart, but Jn
‘won't. | feel he won't. Amnd 1 shall
keep my promise to him."”

| But Bertha's love wis nnchanged,
and to the breathleas Nstener on the
| thither sde of the wall, WII's tender
plendings were the knell of his son's
Liopes,

What gir] who loved hlim could resist

handsomes Will Carter?

| Gaunt and grizzled, with wenther-
beaten, strongly marked features, Lo
had always known that Jim wasn't one
that a girl would faney. And Berthn
had only accepted him at her mother's
hMdding, believing that Will was untrie
to her. It war all so plain 1o him now.
Poor Jim! Even a flower that Berthis
had plucked was precions  to bin.
Hadn't he found a rose withered naod
dead in his pocket? And all his lowyg in
vnin! Tsane whipped out his hagaler-
chilef and mopped his face, Yo, if
Will hadn't returned-—

But. contrary to Lis expectationy, the
girl was firt In Her resolve.

“1 won't lsten to yon,” she satd a1
last, roussd by WIS apbmidings
“Hm su't to Wame—he knew nothing
of our sweethenrting por am 1. It

Aidn’t enter my wind that mechier might
ve got vour letters,  How should 102
As If you alone suffered)” see falterd

CULet us part friemds”

“HBwertheurts or totbrag,” sald Will,
grumiy.

| With the swish, swisa of feet through
the long grass, crawlzg (0 his Knees
old Isane peersd cagolpnsly over the
wall, Bertha was raasing toward the
bhouse and Will Caztes, with hils head
thrown back, stridleg In un vpposite )
rection,

“Bless the littlo mald!” e efaculated. | eyes on him.

“One time 1 way #fenred for Jim, Byt
she's got & goud grip o things. Yes,
plenty more swgethenrts for WILY ho
chuckled, olsereant of the pose of hix
head. “Aud there’s but one In the
, world for my !sd—Berthn Tregon May
my tongue Be mlit i 1 let out to him.”
i Rising. Isaae shouldered his basket
and procecded on his round,
The olg tsherman had been somie.
what rasn, lowever, in his concluslons,
By hew own admibsslon, FPertha's o

at market sod the missesl be turning |

i I Reuaintatios

for Wadeliridge. Thence be could walk

to the Tregons',

But the house In view, In crossing the
fleld, Will had espied Bertha 1o the gar-
den and, with a wuMed ahoy! sped to
the tree that shelters] old Tsanc. She
hnd swiftly jolned him, Nevertheless,
the shiock of his return was visible o
ber white face, and her trembling lips
would frume no weleome, Looking at
him dmiploriogly, her bhlue eyes fillsd.
And Innging 1o clasp her ln bis arws,
the regssuring words which, whilst en
Nghtewing hlm, hnd clidllisd Jim's fath
er, il duty for the reproaches e had
Cone pnlm'd with,

But Wil bad taken Bertha by sur
prise, and btween her deead of bhim
and terror of her mother, who ruled
the Tregon bousehold with & rod of
trom, e rightly divined that she hnd
canght at the readiest menns of escaps
whicli In her distraction had presented
Hself to her, Yet his faith in ber finm-
piess was Hmited; the revival of fond
wemories would tend to lessen her
mother's inflnence,  And cunnlugly eal-
eulating  that npparent indifference
would farther mellne her to e gulded
by his commsels later, Lie devotsd w
| week to s frieuds nmil generally enjoy-
Cing Blmeelf.  His disappolntment treat
| el thus Hghtly, he soceeeded i delod

Ing everybody, Ineluding Bertha, who
glied bitter tears o secret that he snonld
| e 80 ensily consolid for her loss.  The
| bare sight of James Hocken almost
Htuaddened her, and she had to hide her
aversion to hlm and listen evening af-
ter evening to his dull tadk, And in an.
other week slie would be his wife,

[ The tree beneath which she and Will
hasd partsd became her favorite resort,
Hore she could indulge in the luxurs

Lof n good ory” unrebunked, and, grown

desperte with the nenrer approach of

the wedding day, sitting on the gnarled

| roots ane afternoon, she burst into a

very passionate grief.

A face-Wi's—appearsd above the
winll
; “Abhnay!
| Tregon?' he gravely Inguired.
I feteh Mr, Hocken to 'ee?

1 hute him! 1 hate him!™" slhe sob-
| ed] hysterically.
| *That's bad.” said Will, sympathiz

Ingly. “What's he been up to?”

“Up to! Iso’t he okl lso't he angly,
isn't he stopld? Apd—and—1I bate him,
Mother may storm, but I don't care”

Will vaulted over the wall

L] L L] ] . . .

On the day appointed for James
Hocken's nuptinis the whole village

| locked betlmes to the chureh. Hut

uelther bridegroom nor bride pat In an
appearanee, and by and by It waes
known that Wil Carter and HBertha

Tregon were misslog, and that there

| wonld be po wedding at Pengolly thar

dny.

Weeks and months rolled by, ani no
tillngs conld be gleaned of the grace
loxs couple. They lad clean vanlshed,
leaving vo clew to thelr whereabouts,
| Mrs., Tregon's tongue sharpened to a
Lidounble-edged  sword, remly to glay
friend aod foe alike who alluded 1o her
daughter,  And the dumb misery o
Jin's plain face was pitiful tosee, O]
Ixgne's bedrt nehed for Wis son,  If he
had only prepared lilm for the blow!
To have hlin g0 lmposed on! Awmd with
lils experionce of wolsnnkind,

Cuarledlly was at length appeassd, Aun
of the runaways el

London wod returned with o woeful
| story, Blhe liad seen Berthy, who had
Leonflded to ber that alter belng mar

ried at o registry oftiee Wi and she

Dondd Tecbledd to go to Aoerien, Dot wlille
Hooklog fnoa shop window e had beon

robilwal of his savings, aml that sulmses
gquently  they were psdaosd to o great
stradts. Then he had brought ber the

weleome news that he had obinioed a
Brertl oo a «teémn luneh, and the pext

wornlng bade her good-by 19 go aboard,

sinee when she hind never elapped her

Mra, Pege also sald 1hat
Herthn had refused to give hor address.
But dim aseertalped that she had ot
ber ot Rotherliithe, aud that was
etongh for hilin,

“P'mt off 10 London,”™ le annonnced

when he camee downstales, after pacing
| the floor the Nvelonk night.  “1 shall

pever test ot Carter and me are faee

o fooe™

Ihee bea fole, Tim," hils father, who
T Dy disturhesd by Bis monoronoys
tread overhemd, sald peevishiy,  “1f

Whativer's the matter, Miss
“Shall

thiat good land all Christiaus are bearing | cleion bad been prompted solely by fear | vou must str o this Lhosiness, find

This =soapping of heartstrings, thisx Bight
it yeurs, this tread of the heart reminds
us that we are passing away. [Unde
surineg  blossoms und through supime
Latvests nnd aeross sutumnal leavis and
tlirough the winlry snowbanks we ak
mmssing on,  Ob, rejoles at i, children of
ciod, rejoice at it How we shinll gathe
them up, the loved and the lost! Befors
wa momnt onr throue, before we drink
of the fountain, before we strike the barg
of our ptorvul eelebration, we will éey put.
SWhere are onr Joved and et Aud
then how we shall gather them vp! Oh
how wo shall gather them up!

1o this dark world of sin and pain

We s nly most to part ngain,

Tint when we reach the heavenly shore
We there shall mest 10 part po wore.

The hops that we shall see that day
Rhould chase our present griefs away.
WWhen these short years of pain are pam
We'll meot before the throne at last.

I 1» held that 1t is on fostruction asé
edueation that the future secmrity ané
dircton o the ooty of oy pation
cal

of her wother and conslderation for

(James Hooken., But If on refection sl
] were ¢l willlng to sacrifiee ber hiapp!
{pess, Wil Carter certaloly had no o
tentiyn of yleldiug to her wenkness.

A diie seaman, of whon Pengelly was
proad, for the last year Will had been
on Lboard o yacht erulsiog In 1he Medl

Cereapean. Bul for reasois best known
| to berself, M. Tregos had discounts
ngnced lis sult, amd, atthough e Lad
(every confidence In her, Bertha's sl
enee had Inspired mfeglyings not easy
!lu allny. Once more free, be hnd re-
turned at the enrliest date 1o Engliand,
and at Plymouth, where he landed, hal
met a friend, who, among other lems
of Peugelly sews, Informed him of her
desertion, adding:

“And she'll be Mrs, Hovken in a fort-
night.” i

Determined to demand a full explans-
tion from Bertha herself, Wil made
po comment, but his laugh was un-

‘mirthful. And with rage in his heart
he had Balled n passing cab, driven to

fundanientally mat ! the rallwny statlon arda taken the train

se-
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| Bertha, 100 be o eharity.  For all ber
| sharp temper, her motlivr's frottin” by
Peoll oo the geve, Toke whnt money
| You want om o my leather ng: only
lprnmlm-_ Jul,” notig the sullvg fire 1o
hiw deepaet exes, “uot 1o weddle wi'
win~

“Irust me to And Bertha! Buat she
wauld be dostitnte,” D #ald Lo sl
“And &l mny bave become n glinme Lo
her Kith and kin.  And In that case uo
promdse would blod me father. U'd “ve
lis Jife If [ wwung for It

Hut Pengelly was convineed that Win
had betaken hituself 1o “forelgn paris,”
And, recalling this, old [nane was ene
conraged to hope that Jim would be de-
nled the opportunity of vengeanoce,

dim had Ween In London thres
months; his guest had been unsuceess.
ful; yet be continued to hunt the prin-
elpal thoroughfares, tramping vorth,
south, east and west In turn.

Big Ben had struck one; he was re-
rrossing Westminster bridge to hix

wlgings when s woman crouching Ly

lamp post aliesd of bim fell forward

y A
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| some culldren app

In & heap and, hastening his steps, be
endeavored 1o rale her. But, with the
light falling on the pallil, hunger-plach-
ed face, a groan escaped him. His
quest for Bertha Carter had ended,

At that moment & policeman came up.

“Poor soul! she's dend,” he sald at &
glance. “Ketter so than the leap Into
the water she was hent on.  I've had
wy eye on ber since 7 o'clock. She
peemed dazed.”

The body was conveysl 1o the mor-
tuary and the verdlet at the iquest
was In mecordance with the medical
testimony, that death was doe (o sar

1 vation.

Outwandly ealm, Lis sole thought to
avenge Bertha, Jim staggered out of
the couort.

His Inguiries for the mnsa who had
robbed him of the one jowel he coveted,
to cast It from him, at length elicited
that a seamnn answering to his de-
seription of Carter was homeward
bound from Klngapore. Thenceforth,
knowing neither hunger nor weariness,
he was watehful of new arrivals at the
docks.

Hix desire for revenge was hy now 1
mononanin. And toaday he had A
strapge presclence that Will awd he
were soali to meet,  Self-ahsorbed, In

cromsing the street, he was knocked

| down by a dreay, mudd, stunned, convey-
Lt the hospltal.

Ol recovering connclonsness, lils first
request was for his discharge,

“Not yet awhile,” sald the nurse.
“But you won't be dull. That poor
chap yonder,” indieating a bhandaged
object Iu a distant bed, “has been ank-
ing for you, You dov't recognlze him?
No wander! He was brought in months
ago—after the fire In 8t Thomas streel,
He was looking on, and a woman and
eared nt o top win-
dow, The firemen were benten back
by the hlaze below, and poor Will—he
won't  tell us his surname—couldn’t
withstand their eries, and he ollmbed
up the waterspout on to the roof with
a ropee, and threw one end to them, aud

| hind netually lowersd two of the chil-

dren in safery when the walls collaps-
ol He was pleked up so terriluy in-
Jured that we had Hitle hope of him,
But he hag done splendidly, If yon—"

But Jim was midway across the ward,
O, henven, to think that this poor man-
gled  wreteh was  “handsome WU
And so sorely misjudzed!  Leaning
over the brave fellow, Hocken's cmo-
tlon was hard to restrain,

“Don't glve “em oy name” whisper-
o WIIL "I malmed for 1ife, And
wouldn't "ve my poor lttle Bertha sad-
dled with a helpless husband-—not ke
Iy. To have happened Just when the
tide had turned!” he groaned. “Where
I8 whe?"

“She has reached port bhefore ns,” sald
Jim, o oa smothered volee,  “Don't “ee
tnke on, WL His twn tears were
coursing dowo s rogeed  cheeka,
“We'll go back 1o Pengelly. 1 can work
for both"™

“You work for me? You—"

“We both loved her,” Jlm reminded
him. *“If so be you'll trust yourself to
me. Yoo will be doing me a favor”

Feebly pressing the hand that’ grip-
ped his, WIN mumbled Imllntl’lu'tly,
and Lastily covered his face.—House-
hold Words. .

"

Hoyw They BaMe Pass Fiends, .

Charles O, Black, asslstant attorney
of the Missouri Paclfie, who for the
Iast two years han resided in Athison,
hins resigned his pusition with tife com-
pany, and wil restnoe general practlce
of lnw uf Kopsas City, Mo, Bam Hapr-
burger will succeed Mr, Black, Har-
burger long haws been Bailey Waggen-
s rlght-hand mn.

They have n code of signals, which
nre parttenlarly helpfol when the man
who wants o puss drops 1o, S,
Waggener will say when o statesman
who s no cladm on radleoads presents
Ibmself, “Has Doddridege sent  those
Blanks?' “No” Saw o will promptly re-
ply. marking the Interrogstion, “and 1
rness e has applied the fatersinte com-
teree rile to us and we will pot
any more.”

“Then,” a trounbled wok stenling over
bls faee, Mre. Waggener will suggest
thot Sam “wry Rathbarn”  “It would
o o goodd,” the ready lieatenant will
sy, “You know we sent over to him
yesterday with a request for transpor-
tatlon for Benator Ingalls, s e was
ont of blanks, toeo”  “Then" Mr. Wag-
gener will say, wearlly, o the appli-
eant: “Foam afrgld |oeans help you,
Ii's got so now that 1T am Tittle wmore
than a elerk. Somethmes I am tempted
tor resign,”

The pext applleant comes whliin the
rule. “Bam,” Mr Waggener will sy,
fmperatively, “write out o pasa for Mr,
Bl bere,” atdd the poss s written,—
Kunman Clry Star.

gul

PPathox of Presidential Coaventions,

Nooone can exaning the records of
Peesidentinl conventions, with  telr
persomal successes and fallures, and
vimlly escape the conviction that thore
i far more of tragedy fhan comedy In
our nations] pelithes, TLere are touch-
s of hmmor bere nnd there, Lot (e
domdnsnt note I8 that of pathos. Be
Lind every great sucoess there s 1o e
seenh the somwbor shadow of Witter dig-
appointment, of wrecked ambitlon, of
lifelong hopes In rming. “Ad one pursnes
throngh blogrphby, aptobigrnphy, nnd
mvitiolr, the persotal bistory of  the
clief fgures In the conventions that
have been held durng the sixty yearn
which have passed sinee (hat method
of nominatiog Presldential eandidntes
etime ito wee, be finds 1t alimost fuyprl.
ably ending In sadiess nnd gloan, Not
one of thase secklog the Presidency
with most persistonce s saceesded n
geiting possesslon of that gren: ofce,
anil few of them, when finsl [3'lure
haw come, have shown themselves ahle
to benr the blow with fortitpde.—Cen-
tury.
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