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HE High street of Moxford was
| interested in this June day in the  bhe sald

fur eral of old Carmel Battersby,

whose picturesque bobble and long gray | when the funersl party reentered the Joan's attic from wall to wall.

SO UG OO

“And now I mon get back to work,”

It was a hot day even for June, and

Jocks would pever again enllven the | house M. Peters face was extremely

aireet
He had kept the curiosity shop for

about ffty years. The old spinning | tersby and the three girls
wheels, sparrow-legged chairs, carved This was Mrs

oak burewus, chins of all sorts, war

red.
Here they were met by Walter Bat-

Peter's arraugement, |
“The more witnesses there sre the

medals, waitches, coins, etc,, would no | safer 'l be,” she sald, alluding. of

doubt now go to the bammer. Mox-
ford would miss the attractive window
of No. 50 almost ae much as the quaint
form of its late owner.

Peter Battersby and Mres. Peter wers
aarly on the acene, n decent blick

They vad extremely comfortable ex
pectations. To be sure, for the last oo
vears they had not interchanged many
words with the lite Carmel, who was
Peter's only brother: ot as Mrs, Peter
remarksd when the sewas of her broth
ereli-inw's death arrived. “he couldn’t
for shamwe legve his money to any one
e

Young Walter Baltershy,

Mr. and

oourse, to the reading of her brother-ln-
law’s will “Besidon,” she added, “they
may bear something niee for them- |
sl ves,

As far as he was concerned, how- |
ever, young Walter had fully intended
to be presint, even If his father and
mother ohjected

Joun bad procured cake and sherry,
at the lustigation of Mr, Cameron. But

be carried off the serapbook.

Mrs. Jolin Battersby did something
else before she left No. 50

Together with her disappolnted son
and darling Walter she olimbed the
stalrs to Joan's little attlc and ook a
bammer with her,

“It's the very kind of splieful thing
be'd be HKely to do,” she sald, “but I'l]
not stand —robling bls own Gesh and
blood for a workbouse brat”

Mr. Peter leflt her to ber own deviess

He, Mr. Craven and the three vered
tindesd, losulted) girls went away 1o-
gether

Then Mrs. Peter studiously senrchsd

She
turned out the girl's one tin box, lookid
into the drawer of the washstand, rip
ped up the palllasse outrageously and

| threw the straw all about and treate]

the bolster with equal brutality.
There was also a handsome old oak

wardrobe that would have graced even |

a royal bedehamber. This was
Joan's three or four poos frocks.

for

It was quite lmughable to see how
mother and son tapped and probed this
antigque plece of furniture, They even
knocked off the bhend of the lion In re
Hef at the top of i1, to wee If there was
any secret cavity beliind the head,

But the wardrobe aught them bo

4

shie bad not belped herself to a glass of | WOre thao the palllaase sod the bolater. |

| Wine, even o splte of the kindly law- |

yer's suggestion: oor yet to 4 crumb of
the rake

She continued alone jn the kitehen
The tramp of strunge feet [ the roown

“Well, 'm off to the Heo and Chick-
ens,” wnld Walter Battershy at length
“I've had enough of thin”™

towo, it Mres, Peter, for there was
not an article in the room that she hud

Mrs. Peter's only son, did not conceal | over her did but make fresh tears well | pot thoroughly tested,

his Joy in his noele's demise. He rold
his boon companions at. the Hen and

up from the hountiful source (nside her,
And so the funeral party and the

The sun was still well above the cem-
etery hill when Seth ealled at No, 50 o

Chickens that be was in for a good  others sal around old Carmel's tuble | his workaday grime and his workaday

thing.

jand waited for Mr. Cameron to begin,

“Blosd, you know, as the sayving & Is  The lawyer did not keep them wiliting. |

thicker than water,” bhe sald as he
drained hils fourth pint on the evening
of his avaocular bereavemoent,

Nor were the three daugliters of M1
and Mre. Peter without discreet makl-
enly elation,  Their uncle, while he Hv
ed, was such a figure that they never
cared 1o look at blm. Besides, be hadnh
a very olvil tongue; lked to v canstle
about their high-heeled shoes aod ex
tensive hwmpets quid hats, snd o e
very rude with hic Inquirlis why thres
Mr. Rights did oot press for the honor
of thelr small gloved hinds
unlikely,
single tear would be shed for the old
suriosity man,

Of course there was his little servant |
girl, Joun Rmith. But she was only “a
workhouse Yussy.” to borrow Mrs. Pe.
ter's elegant expressior

With s nsanl seeentricity, old Car-
mel ad taken 4 zirl from the Moxford
Unlon after the death of his elderly
housekeeper, Mre, Roberts,  Joan was
that servant, and she had served him
truly for the last 8's yeam, bplng now
but 2L A gqniet, shrinking, dark-pyed
lirtle creature, who had revered Ler
dend master gquite puaceountably, and
devoted herself to him heart and hapd
aAnd soue  Save for Seth Perry, who
worked for the Moxford Tin Plate Com
pany, she had hiad no one else to care
for,

Mr. and Mrs PPeter found No,o 59
nleely prepared for the funernl. There
was alas a rather clomsy Wreath of
wild lvacinths and buttercups on the
coffin.

“The Idea of guch o thing as that!™
exelalined Mres. Peier, touching rthe
wreath with the tip of her parasol.

Joun was near at the t'me.  Khe burst
Inte teary at these words

“Please, ma‘am,” she sald, “I shonld
oo lke it to go with him. 1 picked them
all myselr”

“It aball do nothing of the Kind, then:
and your place i in the Kitchen, not in
the parior.” retorted Mres. Peter

Joan vetired, crying bitterly: and Mrse
Peter lung the wreath ‘nto a corner

“The wench ought not to be allowed
1 lenve this house, Petor"” she snli] se-
verely, “without being searched. The |
idea of her being with all these vally-
bles—all alone, ton."”

But Peter was not as cruel as his
wife,

“Cameron says she s entirely to be
trusted,” he replied, “and it's for him
to act as he pleascs, he anys.”

Mr. Cameron was the Moxford law-
yer who had charge of the old curlosity
man's affalirs.

Two or three others now arrived, in
cluding the lawyer, Mr. Hursl, the
Methodist New Connection minlater,
and old Craven, the silversmith,

Then High  street enjoyed its 1it-
tle sensation as the heame and three
coaches wolemnly passed along to the
cemetery on the hill.

Joan vlewed the start from the back
entry with tearfnol eye. Rhe waa peri-
oflically convulsed with sobs,  She
watched the processlop as lopg as ever
ahe could. The vnid In her life was im-
mense.

Bo much so, Indeed, that even the

It seemed indeed, that o

|
1'

esothing voice of Neth Pefry, who had |

¢ome upon her unawares, had no affect
on ber at first.

“Never mind., lass.” said  Seth,
“thinge’'ll all come out right.”

Bhe aoswered him with tenrs,

*He's houn® to he’ left you summar,
Joan. my lass. to remember him by:
and. whether or no, you've only o
apeik the word, and theer's one as I
be prond 1o have you.”

“#eth, | can't talk with you now.”
she anld, showing him ber damop face
and bright eyes. .

“Nor cowe home und take your din-
wer with my mother, Joan?

“No, uo. | muste't go yet. They'll

He smiled rather deyly, took a glass of
sherry and drew forth the paper from
Its official bloe v:.\l‘luiw I

ETimse
“Art
Joun
The girl began to make excuses
“It's pot right, Seth, to leave the

ready, lass™ he inguired of

L

Never was there, In Mr. Peter Bat-
tershy’s opinion, & more horrld and dis
gracefnl lnst will and testament.
Certainly her husband was to receive
a fourth purt of the procesds of the
wile of the deceased's goods, but what
wau n mere fourth?

The other three-fourths werg left—of
all things—to the Moxford Tnion, *“to
help them to traln op more girls lke
Joan Smith."” Those were the very
words,

To the three girls of Mr, and Mrms
P'oter the three largest mirrors in the
extablishment of No. 59 were hiqqueath- |
ed, without comment. Walter Batters-

I by was not even mentioned, nor was

Mrs. Peter.

Mr. Cnmeron recelved £100 and so d1d |
the doceased’s old friend, Mr. Craven. |

Lastly, Joan wns menfioned. She
wins to have a year's wages, all the
furnitare of her own bedroom and the
large scrapbook for which she had so
often plisd sclssors  and  paste, and |
which contalned curfous ltews of news
paper intelligence during the last twen-
1y years

“There, gentlomen und ladies, that is
all.” said Mr. Cameron, “and now you
must excose me, [ leave you with my
cotrustee, Mr. Craven.™

“Ome moment, sir,” interposed Mr
Peter, to whom bis wife had whispered
mach. “What became of all his money
in the hank? He must bave had thou-
sanda”

“The balance to hix credit on May 31,
answered Mr. Cameron, referring to a
note, “wan £45 Ba 1M,  After the fun-
ernl expenses are pald—"

“What's he done with 17" orled Mry,
Peter, redder of face than ever.

“lerannot tell you, madam. Good
morning.” sald the lawyer, who then
wisely left them to tight the matter out
among themselved. But before he went
he. with his own hands, earried to Joan
in her kitchen the nnwieldy old scrap-
boaok, and told her that it was her prop-
erty, ns well as the furmnitore of her
room,

“(lome, cheer up, my girl,” he sald at
parting. “Your master wus fond of
you. and he would rmther see you bright
than dowucast, And remember that |
am your friend, If you whould ever hap-
pen to want one,™

Jonn thanked Mr. Cameron and then,
having reverently kissed the old book,
put it on one slde.

Mrs. Preter,  before she parted,

thonght wuuu_-nn:. the kitchen
and say some croel to Joan. But
somebow the girl did not mind them
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TIIEN MRS, PETER SEARCHED JOAN'S ATTIC FROM WALL 10 WALL

house with no one in it He wouldn't
have Uked 11" sbe anid,

“It's not right, Joun, to make a prom
ise and not keep 1.7 retorted Seth
“Cote, how, ' not going to leave you
to mope your eyes out. Do you menn
te muke we carry you?"

She was persunded with difculry.

Then it was a revelation of characier
to sew bow she locked one door after
unuther amd jml'k("h-ll 1he
Kiys

“Anybody ‘wil think the things were
all yourn,” sald Beth, admiringly.

“It's the suwe 1o me as if they were,
she angswerad, with the tone of fresh
Tears,

But Seth hurvied her off before she
could break down agaln, and soon had
her in the linle brick cottage bie shiared
with his mother,

Old Mra. Perry bad in her younger
days been a servaut herself, She had
A trie womnal's sympathy for Joan, and
(iscernment enough w know that her
son might do far worse than marry such
n girl. 4

| when the mnjority of Christians will have

| win with myself oo yoweself

different |

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

SALVATION THE THEME OF THE
PREACHER'S DISCOURSE.

Only One Being that Ever Lived Was
Williag to Give Up Heaven for Per-
dition, Says the Preacher, and That |
Waws the Diviane Pessant.

A Passion for Bouls,

Choar out of the ondiuary style of wer-
motueing » this retiarkable discourse of
Dr. Talmage. His test s Romaos ix. 3,
“1 oould wish that myself were secusesd
from Christ for sy brethren, my kinmoey
ascvonding to the Aesh. ™

A lun(‘.l prasss e, (desd, for those who

take Paul litewndly. When sowmie of the
old theviogians declared that they were
willlug 10 e damoed for the glory of God,
ther sakl what oo ove believid, Panl
did not o the text msan he was willing to
die o orever 1o have his relatives.  He nsel
hyperbole, and when he declersd, 1 could
wish thet! mysel! were accumsd  from
Christ for my brethren, my kinsmes ac
cording to the flesh.” he meunt 1u the most
vehement of all possiblo ways 1 deviare
his anxiety for the salvation of hie relu-
tivew and feiends. 1t wan & passion for
soatle. Not more than ooe Christian out
of thousands of Chrstisns Gewls it All
sbwortdng desiry for the betterment of
the physienl und mental condition i very
common. [t would tke more of a math
cmatician than I ever cap v to ealeulate
how mauny kre, up to an anxiety that
sotetitios will pot let them shep nights,
plannitng for the eflicienes of hospilals
where the siek and woonded of beady are
trealed, aod for eye and ear Infirmsries,
and for dispensaries and retreats whers
the povrest may have most skillful sur

gery and helpful treatment. Oh, it s
beeautiful and  glorions this  widesjrrea I|
anel ever Intensifying movement to alle

visnte and cure physical misfortams. May |
el enovmrnge and heip the thounsals |
of splends! men and women engnged
that waork! Bat all that Is sotside of mwy |
wubjest ts-day. 1n of the imimor- |
tality of A man, the the iuner |
the lnner eapacity for glndoess or
dmstrema, how few feel anvtting like the
overwhelming conrentmtion ¢ prosss| 1n
my text. Harer than four-bmved clovers,
rarer thih century Mants, rarer than pri
tid donnos, have been those of whom it
“They pssion  for

vombd count

fasliin 1
nper ey,

"ar

iy b sail hadd a
souls.,” You
tind thamb of vour left band all the names
of those yon ean recall who in the last

tury chnrae

un the fingers

the wighteenth— cer WPt SO0

terimd
Ked mption of Mankind,
[ s ¥OH «

All the naties | sl recall

noour L A baving this passiol for |
ay vl oamn Connt un the Dogers ansd
thumis vour mehi and left hunds
There are mony wore soch  consserated
syl byt they are sosrtered] s webely |
your do et know  them.  Thereughly |
(hiristian people by the hundreeds of will
otis there fite to<day, but how lew e

e by yoo knew who are utterly oblivious
thing in this wwrd e
redemption of Poui ol it when
he wrote my text, and the time will come

Ty ove eXoept

womiln?

M. 6 this world &s over to be Bfted out of
the slougi in which it has been sinking
atd flonndering for nearly nindtevn cen
turies, and the betterment bad better be
When «
camtittoe of the Society of Frionds calledd |
upon o member to reprinwnd  him 'lv-l']
bremiking some small rule of the u--w"_\[
|
1
|
|

the miuber replied: 1 had o drenm, in
which all the fricuds had
Iﬂlh suthe Wiuy to have our mecting s
cloamsl, for it wan very filthy, Many prop
oml Tlons wers mnde, but no conclusion wis
reachesd untd) one of the members rose up
and said, "Friends, 1 think if each one
wotld take n broom and sweesn immedis
ately around his own seat, 1he mesting
house would be clesn” ™ Bo et the wark |
of apiritun! improvement begin  areund
our own soul.  Beme ope whispers up
from the right hand side of the palpit and

asacniibdesd 1o

the persins i onr times who have this
paksion for sl ™ Oh, no! That would
b invidions and uprudent, and the mere
wentioning of the nsmes of sneh persons

| might couse i them spiritual pride, ansd

suve, “WIill you plisse name some of
|

then the Lord would have oo more use
for them.
Rome one whisgers up from  the  Jeft

hand wide of the pulpit, Wil you nes, |
then, méntion among the people of the
past some whe bad this  passion  for |
sontle? Odh, yen! Suwmuel Rutherfond, |
the Seotchman of MN sears ago-his im |
prmonment at Abendeen for his religions
wenl, and the public burning of s ook, |

| “Lex Rex.” in Edinburgh, and bis tuojost |

nrealgnment for high trenson amd other |
persecutions, purifying apd sanctifying |
iz wo that his works, santled “Teial apd
Trivmph of Faith” wnd “Cheist Dylng
and Drawing Sinners 1o Himse!f,” and.
above all, his 215 wvoparalicled letters

It wis as comfortable & menl ng any  showsd that he had the passion for sonls;

in Moxford, with the cat purrivg on the
Hearth all the thne.

Afterward the talk tumed solldly
upon ald Carmel and his siagular b
(Ut to Joan.

“The money and the furnlture’ll be books, hix “Call to
useful enough to you, child.” said um'hrlngin: unconnted thousands into the

Mra. Perry, “but the idea of leaving you
a thing ke that!" polating to the scrap-
ook

“1 used to be so foud of It."” stam-
mered Joan. “The times we've sat to-
gether, him and me, cutting what he'd
maried ™

She rome and lifted the blig book on
the table, untled ita string and opened
It.

“Why, what's this?* exclaimed Beih,
an & mnk note for £100 appeared.

Jonn torned pale as she took it up.
It wax indorsed on the back, “Pay to
Joun Smith and no one else.”

Ere they had finished looking throngh
the hook they fonnd twenty-one other
notes of exactly the same kind,

“They are ceriainly yours, my girl"
sall Mr. Cameron, when Joan called
on him in the morning, “aod 1 shall
have great pleasure In telling M,
Poter Rattershy what has ecome of
the money to her brother-in-law's erodit
at the bank."—Cassell's “Saturday Jour.
“l-"

—— - - —.
‘Anawared,
“And why.," the teachier continued,
“should we hold the aged In respect?
“iCaunme It In' mowtly tw old men
that has all the money,” Tommy an-
swered, and the teacher wasn't able
to offer any better roason. - TH-Bila

l

Hichard Baxter, whose “Paraphrase of
the New Testmment" consed bing 10 be
dragged] befors Lord Jeffress, wlior how led
at hin as “u rascal” and “snlveling Pros
byterian” and lmprisoned him for two
years—Baxter, writing 165  religions
the Uneonverted™

pardon of the gospel, and hin “Sainta’ Ev-
erinsting Rest” opening heaven to & host
lnnumerable; Richard Cecil; Thomas &
Kewpla, writing his “Loitation of Glriat™
for all ages; Harlan Page, Robert Mo
Oheyne, Nettloton, Finney and more
whom | miglnt mention, the charnoterintle
of whose lives was an overtowering pas-
sion for sonls, A. B, Earl, the Haptist
evangelst, had it. 1 8, luskip, the Meth-
odist evangelist, had It Jacob Knapp
had it. Dr. Bachus, president of
Hamilton College, bad it. And when 1ol
he had only half an hoor 1o live sald: ]
that so? Then take me outl of my hed
and place me upon my knees and let me
apend that time in calling on God for the
malviation of the world.” And »o he died
upon his knees, Then there have bown
others whome names have beon known in
their own family or veighborhond, and
here and there you think of one. What
nnetion they had in prayer! What power
they hnd in exhortation! If they walked
into & bome, every membser of it folt a
holy thrill, and if they walked inte a
prayer menting the dullness and stolidity
instantly vanished. Oune of them would
wake up 8 whsle church, One of them
wonld sometimes electrify & whole elty.
The Divine Peasant,

Bt the mowt wond one of thet
characterisation the ever saw or
hoard or felt was a peasant in the far

Lol Bye s loug
| wight for ) yemrs more ae compars) with

| awtemee twelse thousnnd years

| the howse of tinlas, who entertainsd him

| Chriatly

ploion et of the clrouumtnnies of bis 1
mutivity, nud be chased by & Hersic |
maide ot of bis psdve land 10 live
awhile under the shadows of the aphinx

and pyramdd of Cdset, afterwand oon

founding the LL. D's of Jerusalem. then

stopping the paroxysu of tenpest and of |
madmun.  Hin path strewn with slain

drojmies and catalepeics and ophthalinins, |
travefiguresl on one monntain, press bing
on another mountadn, dying on another
movatain and sscending from  another
wotntait-—the groatest, Bn- bawellent, the
mightiest, the kindest, the most self s
mflcing, most beantiful being whose fost
ever touched the earth, Tell wn, ye |
deserts who heard oour Bavier's prayers;
tedl us, ¥ sens that deeoched bim with
your surf, twell us, ¥o multitis whe
hewnd bt preach on deck, on beach, oa
hillside; tell us, Golgothn, who heard the
stroke of the hammer on the spikeheads
ared the dying groen (o that widnight
that droppesd on widnoon, dd wny one like
Jesim have this pasion for souls?

Hut breaking right in upon me s the
question, How omu we get something of
thés Pavline and Gbesty loogiog for
saved immortalittes? | answer, by lust
ter appreciating the prolonpation of the
sonl's pxlstones oconpared with everything
phrsical and materinl,  How 1 hope that
stirgeon will socevanfully remove the cat-
armet frodn thet monti's exe! It is such a
sadd thing to be blind,  Let us pray while
e doctor bs busy with the delicate opena-
uon. Dot for bow loug & time will he be
able to give im patient eyesight?  Well,
i the patient be #) years of age, he will
add to his heppiness perhaps T years of
evenight, and thear will bring the man o
W yemrs, nd it W not proleble that he
But what is gowl eye-

Chear vision for a sonl a0 billioo of e
turiem? 1 hope the effort to drive back
the typhoid fever from yonder bome will
e stperemsful.  Giod help the doctors! We
will wait in great anxiety ubtil the fires
of that fever are extungnished, nnd when
the man rises from his pillow sl wolks
out, whth what heartiness we will wel
cutie bl g the fresh air  and  the
hurcl and busioness ercles!  He in 30
ronrs of e, wnd BF be stigd] Tive 00 yoars
mory that will make him W, Buor what
are B yeurs v of sarthily vigor com
pared with the soul's beaith for o quad-
rillion millewinms—a millonium, as you
ktiowt', fi thonsiapd vears?  This wark]
s e fittiad wp for man's resdence, bhas
exlated ubout six thousand vears,  How
mueh longer will it exist*  We will sup
provmis Howlindl Jawt an much mnger, which
= vory doubtful, That will make it ex
But whut
are or will be twelve thousand years comm.
pared with the eternity proosding those
years and the eternity ollowing them

tzne, as compared to eternity, ke the
drop of the night dew shinken from the
top of & grass blade by the ow's o on
its way oficld s mornong, ax compmred
with Mehterranenn and Arnbian ned At
nnd Paeifi

Lt ke wntery dotnin otis ?

Paul ut Corinth.

A stranger desirssd o purebase o form,
tout the owner wonld not sell it —wonld
anly et . The stranger bired 11 by looase
for only vue crop, bhut he sowed aeorns
and 1o wature that crop SO0 youls wipe
[MEREETTS! That was 0 practiced decep
tioti, but | dewsdve you not when 1 tell
yort that the crop of the ssul takes hold
of unending sges

I sew the wothor of my text seatisl in

ot Curinth, ot fur from the overbanging
fortross of Acro-Cormthius, ad mestioat-
ing on the longevity of the soul aml ger
ting more and more agitated about s
vinltie and the awful risk sote of his kin
devdd were running coticermng W oand e
writes this létter comtmining  the  text,
which Chrysostom admired so muoh he
had it read to him twice n week, and
among other things be says those daring
wnd startling words of my text, 1 oull
wish thut mysell were accorss=] (ran
Chrst for miy brethren, my klosmen, w
condjug to the Besh ™

Anothier way to gt something of the
Pauline longing for rodevioed fmmortal-
ities Ix by examgning the vast wachinery
arrangied to save this inner nod spiritoal
nature.  Thet mastinery started to re-
volve on the edge of the gurden of Fiden,
Just after tw eyclone of sl prostrated
s sycamores und tumarisks and willows
ol will not cense to mevolyve antl] the last
sottl of warth shall get rid of ite lant sin |
and ender the heasenly Eden. On tha [
stapendous mnehinery for soul saving rhe
pantrirch put bs band, and prophet his
haind, snd evangelist his batd, and apes- |
the his baud, nwd Cheist his band, gl al !
wost every hoamd thet toscled i Desosue
noerished Imod. It was e st ex |
[rEtasi Ve |Iull‘h|.ln4r} “Ver constroctel, Ih
cost more to start it and has cost oand
will comt more to keep it ronning than sl
the whewis that over made revoligtion ey
this plamer.  Thet machinery tureped in
by wedinurs wiotive power, bat by fores of |
tears and Llesl,  Tu conpest Ha leinds
of lnfluence made ouwt of human  and
nerses with all parts of the
earth milhonn of good men and women
are now al work aod will be ar work un
HE wevery wilderness shnll beoame 5 gur
dem, and every tear ol grier shall e
toar of joy, and the sword of divine vh |
tory shall give the wound to  the ol
dragon that shall seod YWm bowliog 1o the
pit, the irem gate clanging against him,
never agnin 1o open. AN that aod jotin:
itely more to save the sonl! Why, it must
be w tremendous  soul —cremendous  for
good or tremendous for evil, tremendous
for happinesn or tremendous for wis,

Put on the lefr wide of the lnrgest shest |
of paper that ever came from pmper miH
a single nnit, the figure 1, and how many
ciphers would you bave to add to the
right of that fignre (o expross the soul's
valow, ench cipher adibng tenfold® Work.
g lato that seheme of the sonl's ridemp
thon, how mwany wugels of God, descend.
Ing and ascepding!  How many storms
swooping on Lake Gallleo!  How mauy
sarthquakes opening dungeons nnd strik-
ing eatalelysms through mountaine, from
g 1o base!  Whint noonday sun was put
on retrent! What omnipatence s and
what Godbvad was pur 1o torture! Al
that for the wonl. No wonder that aql,
though possossing great apuipotse of tem
perament when he thought  what  his
friends and Kindred were risking conevrn-
ing theie souls, Hung aside wll ondinary
ticklem of apeceh, argnment aod apt simile,
and bold metaphior, and earned wllosion,
w unfit to express how he felt, and seig-
ing upon the appatling hyportolism of my
text eries ont, 1 could wish myself ue-
crirmged"—that Js, #trock of the thunder.
bolta of the annipotent God, sunk 1o un-
fathomed depths, chained Into: servitpde
o Absddon and thrust into  fumass
whone Bres alinll never born oot—if only
those whom I love might now and forever
be sived, Mind you, Paul does pot say,
“I do wish.” He says, "I conld wish."
Even ln the agony he feit for others he
Md wot lose bis balssca I could wish
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e 'her. And 1o make sure of baving ber peutry.  His mother ut first under sus Fn-)-rl!' socursed ™ [ eould, but T &a ot

Uhnly suw levng that ever !ivvsd was literal-
Iy willing w give up heaven for pendi-
thon, and thal was (he divine pessant
whom 1 mentioned & few momenta age.
He was not ouly wilhug o exchmage do-
writiois of bliss for dominns of wretchs
edpmss, but be W) s, for, that be forssok
bheaven, witnes the stooping star and
ull thise who saw his miracles of mercy,
and that be netually  eatered  the
gutes of the world of perpetnal confingra-
tion the Bible distinetly declires. He
did ot say, with Paul, *1 eonid.™ but he
said, “1 will, | do.” sod for the souls of

T men he “descended Into hell”

Piety on lce.

I (his last half of the last decade of
the uineteenth century the témperature
in the churches is very low, and most of
the piety would spoll if it were not kept
on jee,  And, taking thingw as they are
ordinary Christisus will never reach the
point where the outery of Paul in the text
will pot seem like extravaganea. The
proprieties in most of the churches are so
fixed that all & Christinn s expacted
to do on Sunday is to get up a little later
in the morning than usual, put on that
which is next to his best attire—not the
very best, for that has to be reserved for
the levee enter the church with stately
step, bow his head, or at any rate ahut
his eyem in prayer time, or close them
enough to look slespy. turn toward the
pulpit  with  boly dullness  while  the
preacher speaks, put & 5 cont plece—or if
the times be hard & 1 ceat plece—on the
collection  platter, kind of shoving It
down under the other ecoin s that it
might be, for all that the usher knowa, a
5 gold piece, and then, after the bene
diction, go quietly home to the higgest
repast of all the week., That ix all the
majority of Christians are doing for the
rectification of this planet, and they will
do that until, st the close of life, the pas-
tor opens a blnck book at the head of their
enslet and reads:  “Blessed nre the dead
who die In the Lard.  They rest from
thelr lubors sod their works do follow
then.”  The sense of the ludicrous s so
thoronghly developed in me thar when [
lisnr these Sergpture words rend at the
obsequies of one of the religious do-noth-
ngs du the chinrchos it is too much for my

gravity,  "Thelr works do follow them."
What wark=? And in what direction do
they follow them—up or down? And do

they follow on foot or oo the wing? And
ow Jjong will they follow before they
cntel np?  Mord approprinte funers] text
for all such relighous dead bents would be
the words |n Matthew xxv., 8  “Dur
lnmps are gone out,”  One would think
thit siteh Christinns wonld show at least
under whose banuer they are eplisted
In one of the Napoleopic wiurs 4 womas
Jeannette by name tobk her psition
with the trovpe nod dhouldersd o broom
stivk,  The vulonel wald, “Jeannette, why
Ao Yo take wuch o pseless wenpon into
the ranks?"  “Well" she said, "1 ean
shiow, ot least, which side 1 am op.”

Concerning Missionaries.

Nuw, the object of this sermon is 1o stie
ut Jemst one-fourth of you to an ambition
for thut which wy text presents in Wazing
voenbulnry ~uamely, 8 passion for souls,
To prove thut it is possible to have much
of that spirit, 1 bring the conseceatjon of
winm forvign misslonaries, It s usoally
ostimatiod that there are ot least 3,000
imisslonnries. I moake a Hbornl allowance
ol admit there may be ten bad misalon-
aries ont of the A0, but T do aot helieve
there is one, ANl English and American
merchants  leave Bombay, Calcutis,

| Amoy and Peking us soon as they make

their furtunes, Why? Becavse no Eu-
ropwan or American in hin senses would
stay in that climate after mobetary in-
ducements have ceased. Now, the mis
siatiaries there are put down on the barest
nevessities, and most of them do not lay
up &1 in twenty years. Why, then, do
they mtay in thuse lundy of intolerable
lent aud cobras and raging fevers, the
thermometer sometimes playing at 130
aud T4 degrees of oppressiveness, 12,000
miles from home, becnuse of the un
henlthy climate and the prevailing im
moralities of those peglons compelled to
send their children 10 England or Scot-
lated or Americs, probably never to sce
thens again® O blewsed Christ!  Can it
be noything but & paesion for souls? 1t
v ensy to understand il this frequent
depreciation of foreign missionaries when
vou know that they are all opposed to the
opinm  teathic, and that interferes with
cotamterce, wnl then the misslonnres arn
maoral, und that I an offense 1o many of
the merchiants—uot all of them, hut muay
of them—who, absent from all home re-
straint. are S0 jmworsl that [ 11
nutke only fulut allusion to mun
strosity of thelr alvminations
River of Life,

Who is that young womsn on thé worst
street in Waushington, New York or Lan
don, Bible in band aud o Jittle package in
which wre small vinls of medicines, and
another btundle in which are biscaira?
How dare she risk horself among those
“rooghs,”" and where jn she golng? Bhe
Iwane of the queens of heaven hunting up
the sick and hinngry, and before night ahe
Wl Base redd Christ’s “Let not your

we
the

{ lsart be troubled™ in elght or ten places,

andd connted out from those vials the right
wnmber of drops to sase puait, wid klven
fod 1o a family that would otherwise
huve had nothing to eat to-day, end taken
the weasure of o dend child that she muy
prepare for it s shroud —her every adt of
kinduves fur the body necompanied with
o betiedbotion for the sonl,
Work for Hulvation,

Bat, after ail, the bewt way to enltivate
that divine passion for souls is te work
for their salvation. Under God anve
one, nnd you will want right away to save
twa, Muve two, ind you will want to save
ten.  Bave tea, and you will want to
uve twenty, Save twenty, and you will
“all: to muve a hnndreed. Bave a hundred,
widd you will want 1o save overybody.
And what s the yse of talking lgm:hi.l
'?-h-n the plave 19 bogin in hers and the
time pow ?

“Who Is on the Lord's side?” “Quit
yourselves like men" In solemn eolumn
march for God and bappiness snd heav-
e Bo glad am 1ithat I do not heve 1o
“wish mysell acenrmid” angd thraow awny
my heaven that you may win your hesv.
en, but that we muy havo s whole oon-
ventlon of heavens -lieaven sdded (o
heaven, heaven built on henvon, And
while 1 dwell npon the thesne | hegin to
experience inomy own poor self that
which I ke 1o bo something like a pas-
sion for sonle. Aad now unte God, the
only wise, the unly good, the only great
b glorysforover! " Amen! .

For seven yeams the St Lawreace
river gradually decreanes In depth; then
for seven years |t stadoally (pereases
In depth, the difference In | being
about five feat, Why (1 duﬁl’.m
by yet discovered. ks




