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INTERNATIONAL
CHAPTER XVI-~(UCONTISUED.)

It was half an hour past the appoint- |

ed time when she neared the trysting
place, and she was beginning to won-
der whether or not Monsleur Causel-
diere had grown weary and had gone
away, when, 1o her rellef, he emerged
'rom some nocok where he had been hid-
Ing and stood before her, Yes, It was
he, looking anxious and restless, bul
brightening up considerably at sight of
her face.

Now that the meeting had really
some about, Marjorie felt somewhat
sbashed at the thought of her own
boldness. She pauged in some confu-
slon, and timidly held forth her hand,
put the Frenchman strode boldly for-
ward, and, the place being lonely, took
her In his arms,

“Marjorie, my Marjorie!™ he mur-
mured.

Both words and actlon took her so
completely by surprise, that for a mo-
ment she could do nothing but tremble
pasgively in his embrace like a trem-
pling, frightened child; then, recover-
ing herself, she drew back, blushing
und trembling.

“Monsieur—Monsleur Caussidiere!”
she erled.
The Frenchman looked at her

strangely; he took her hand, and held
it lovingly in both of his,

“Marjorie,” he said, “my liitle friend!
It seems now that 1 have you by me,
that I am born agaln. 1 have traveled
all the way from Dumfries to see you;
and you do not know why?—because,
my child, you have taught me to love
you,"

Marjorle paused in her walk; she felt
her heart trembling painfully and her
cheeks burning like fire. 8he looked up
at him in helpless amazement, but ghe
did not speak,

“When you departed, Marjorie,” con-
tinued Caussidiere, affectionately clasp-
ing the little hand which still lay pas-
sively in his, "I felt as if all the light
and sunshine had been withdrawn from
the world, and | knew then that the
face of my little friend had left such
an image on my heart that I could not
shake it away, I tried to fight against
the feeling, but 1 could not. You have
made me love you, my darling, and
now 1 have come to ask if you will be
my wife?"”

“Your wife, monsjeur!"

She looked so helplessly perplexed
that the Frenchman smiled,

“Well, Marjorie,” he said, “of what
are you thinking, ma petite?”

“] was wondering, monsieur, why
you had spoken to me as you have
done.”

For a moment the man's face cloud-
ed: then the shadow passed and he
smiled again,

“Because 1 adore you, Marjorie,” hLe
gald.

Again the girl was silent, and the
Frenchman pulled his mustache with
trembling fingers. Presently he stole a
glance at her, and he saw that her face
was irradiated with a look of dreamy
pleasure., He paused before her and
regained possession of her trembling
hands.

“Marjorle,” he sald, and as he spoke
his voice grew very tender and vibrat-
ed through every nerve in the girl's
frame, “my little Marjorie, If you had
been left to me, | don't think 1 should
ever have spoken, but when you went
away I felt as If the last chance of hap-
piness had been taken from me. So |
sald, ‘I will go to my little girl, 1 will
tell her of my loneliness, 1 will say (o
her 1 have given her my love, and 1
will ask for hers in return.’ Marjorie,
will you give it to me, my dear?”

She raised her eves to his and an-
gswered softly:

“1 llke you very much, monsieur.”

“And you will marry me, Marjorfe?"”

“I—1 don’t know that.”

“Marjorie?"”

“1 mean, monsgieur,
Lorraine.”

“You will not!

“Monsieur!"”

“Marjorie, do you not see what |
mean? They are all agalnst me, every
one of them, and if they knew thgy
would take my little girl away. Mar
jorie, lsten to me. You say you love
me—and you do love me—1 am sure of
that; therefore | wish you to promise
10 marry me and say nothing to any
soul.”

“To marry you in secret?
not do that, monsieur.”

“Then you do not love me, Marjo-
rie?”

“Indead, It Is not true, And Mr. Lor-
ralne s ke my father, and he loves e
so much, | would not do anythiug to
vex or hurt him, monsleur.”

I will tell Mr,

you must not!"”

Oh, | conld
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| that she was the one to blame, He was
80 much wiser than she.and he knew 8o
much more of the world; and he loved
her so much that he would never coun-
sel her amiss, Majorie did not consent
to his wish, for It is not in a momant
that we can wipe away the deeply in-
stilled prejudlee o fa lifetime, but she
finally promised to think it over amil
see him again,

He walked with her to within a quar-
ter of a mile of the clergyman’s gate,
then he left her,

During the rest of that day Marjorle
wenl about in a sort of dream, and it
wag not until she had gone to bed at
night that she was able to Lthink dls-
passionately of the Interview,

The next day she went to meet the
Frenchman again, The moment he
saw her face he knew that In leaving
her to reason out the problem he had
done well,

HShe came forward with all the confi-
dence of a child, and sald:

“Monsleur Causgsidiere, since 1 love

you, I will trust you with all my
heart."”

Oh! the days which followed; the
hours of bligsful, dreamy joy! Mar-

Jorle went every day to meet her lover
—each day found her happler than she
had been before,

He was good and kind, and her love
for him Inereased, his reasoning seemed
loglcal as well as pleasant, and It was
beginning to take a firm hold of her
accordingly.

What he might have persuaded her
to do it is difficult to Imagine, but an
event happened which for the time be-
Ing saved her from precipitation,

She had left her lover one day, prom-
ising to think over his proposition for
an iImmediate secret marrlage, and give
him her declslon on the following
morning,

She walked along the road with her
head filled with the old and still per-
plexing problem, but the moment she
reached home all such thoughts were
rudely driven from her head, She found
Mrs, Menteith in the parlor crying bit-
terly. Mr. Mentith, pale and speech-
less, stood by her side, with an open
telegram in his hand,

“What ig the matter?’ asked Mar-
jorie.

Taking the telegram from the min-
inter's unresisting grasp, she read as
follows:

“8end Marjorle home at once,
Lorraine is dangerously ill.”
The girl sank with a low ecry upon
the ground, then with an effort she rose
and cried:

“Let me go to him; let me go home!”
Not once that night did Marjorie re-
member Caussidiere or her appoint-
ment with him on the following day.
Her one thought now was of Mr. Lor-
raine, She hurriedly left for home,

Mr.

CHAPTER XVII.

T was a raw, wet,
windy night when
Marjorie arrived at
the rallway station
of Dumfries.
Scarcely had the
train reached the
platform when Lthe
figure of a young

man leaped upon
the footboard and
looked in at

the carriage window, while a familiar
volee addressed her by name,

She looked round, as ghe stood reach-
ing down some parcels and a small
handbag from the net above her scat,
and recognized John Sutherland.

“They have sent me to meet you,” he
sald, stretehing out his hand., “I have
a dog cart walting outside the station
to drive you down."

She took the outstretched hand nfag-
erly, quite forgetful of the sngry words
with which they had last parted, and
eried in a broken volce:

“Oh, Johnnie, Is he better?”

The young man’s face looked grave,
indeed, as he replied:

“He I8 about the same. He is very
weak, and has been asking for you. Hut
come, let me look after your luggage,
and then we'll hurry down."

There were few passengers gnd little
luggnge by the train, and they found
Marjorie's small leather trunk standing
almost by itself on the platform. A
porter shouldered it and following him
they passed out of the station and
found a solitary dog cart walting with
a ragged urchin  at the horse's head
A few minutes later Marjorie and Suth-
erland was driving rapldly side by side
through the dark and rain washed
wireeta of the town At last  they

For a moment the Frenchman's face
was clouded, and he cast a most omi
nous look upon the girl, then all in a

moment again  the sunshine  burst
forth.
“You have a kind heart, Marjorie

he sabd. It b ke my little girl 1o talk
0. but she ls sensible, and will listen
to me. Marjorie, don't think | want
1o harm you, or lead you o do wrong
1 love you, far too well, little one, wnd
ny u" m.l s how | can keop and
cherish you all my lfe”
It must ot be supposed (hat Mare
m waAs MI‘! m afsinsl s
this. Bhe believed that (he
was Incapable of deceit and

-
though at frst the proposel had siven

shook, she soon came 1o (hink
:' . persuasive Vo,

drew up before the gate of the munse
With an eager cry, half a sob. Mar
jorle leaped down
‘TH put up the

horse and come

“Wheesht, Migs Marjorie,”” she an-
swered, “‘speak low. A wee while syne
he sank into a bit sleep. He's awfu’
changed! I'm thinkin’ he’ll no last
mony hours langer.”

“Oh, Mysle!”" sobbed the girl, con-
vulsively,

“Wheesht, or he may hear ye! Bide
here a minute, and I'll creep ben and
see if he has waukened.”

She stole from the room,

In a few moments she roturned to
the door and beckoned. Chok-
ing down her emotion Marjorie fol-
lowed her without a word. They
crossed the lobby and entered the
rudely furnished bedroom where Mr.
Lorraine had slept so many years, and
there, in the very bed where the littls
foundling had been placed that wintry
nlght long ago, lay the minister—hag-
gard, worn and ghastly, with all the
look of a man who was sinking fast.
His white halr was strewn npon the
pillow, his cheeks were sunken and
ashen pale, and his dim blue eyns
looked at vacaney, while his thin hand
fingered at the counterpane.

Marjorie crept closer, with bursting
heart, and looked upon him, As she
did so she became consclons of a move-
ment at the foot of the bed. There,
kneellng in sllence, was old Solomon.
He Jooked up with a face almost as
gray and stony as thgt of his mas-
ter, but gave no other sign of recogni-
tion.

The minister rocked his head from
slde to side and continued to piek the
coverlet, muttering to himself,

“Marjorie, Marjorie, my doo! Ay, put
the balrn In my arms—she has your
own eyes, Marjorle, your own eyes o'
heaven's blue, Solomon, my surplice!
To-day's the christening. We'll call
her Marjorie, after her mother, A bon-
ny name! A bonny bairn! Bring the
light, Bolomon! She's wet and weary.
We'll lay her down in the bed!"

At the mention of his name Solomon
rose like a gaunt specter, and stood
gazing desolately at his master. His
eyeg were wild and tearless, and he
shook llke a reed,

Suddenly there was a low cry from
Solomon,

Marjorle started up, and at the same
moment Mr. Lorraine half raised him-
self on his elbow and looked wiidly
arround him.

“Who's there?’ he moaned—"Marjo-
rie!”

And for the first time hig eyes
seemed fixed on hers in actual recog-
nition.

“Yes, Mr, Lorraine,
me!"

He did not answer, but still gazed
upon her with a beautiful smile, His
hand was still in hers, and she felt it
fluttering like a leaf, Suddenly the
smile faded into a look of startled won-
der and divine awe, He looked at Mar-
jorie, but through her, asg it were, at
something beyond.

“Marjorie!” he moaned, “I'm com-
ing."”

Alas! it was to another Marjorie,
some shining presence unbeheld of
other eyes, that he addressed that last
Joyful cry. Scarcely had it left his iips
than hig jaws dropped convulsively,and
he fell back upon his pillow, dead,

L] ‘ L ]

Let me draw a veil over the sorrow of
that night, which was spent by poor
Marjorie in uncontrollable grief. Suth-
erland, returning a little while after
the minister's breath had gone,
tried in vain to comfort her, but re-
mained in or about the house to the
break of day. )

Early next morning Miss Hethering-
ton.driving up to the manse door in het
faded carriage, heard the sad news, She
entered In, looking grim and worn be-
yvond measure, and looked at the dead
man. Then she asked for Marjorie, and
learned that she had retired to her
room. As the lady returned to her
carriage she saw  young Sutherland
standing at the gate,

“It's all over at last, then," ghe said,
“and Marjorie Annan has lost her Hest
friend. Try to comfort her, Johanie, if
ye can."”

“I'll do that, Miss Hetherington,”
cried Sutherland, eagerly,

“The old gang and the young comi,”
muttered the lady. *“She’s alone now

Oh, speak to

When the funeral’'s o'er she must come
to stay awhile wi' me. WIIl ye tell her
that?"

“Yes, If you wish ir.,”

“Ay, | wish it. Poor bairn! It's her
first puff o' the i1l wind o' sorrow, but
when she's as old ag me she'll ken there
are things in this world far waur thap
death.”

- - L

The few days which followed Imme-
diately upon the clergyman’s funeral
were the most wretched Marjorie had
ever spent. Habited in her plain black
dress, she sat at home In the little pay-
lor, watching with weary, wistful eyes
the figures of Solomon and Mysle, who,
similarly clad, moved like ghosts about
her; and all the while her thoughts
were with the good old man, who,
after all, had been her only protector in
the world

While he had been there to chewr
others were from her
wWas as one el

how far these
Now she knew
utterly alone

she

back,” erted Butherland
Marjorie scarcely heard, but, opening
the gale, rah in across the garden, and

! Ko koo moftly at the manse door w bl 2

was apenod almost instantly by My
the ald serving woman
The moment ahe saw  Mar o aliv

| put her Anger to her lps
| Marjorie stepped 1 and *he dowvr was
soltly ohosed Mysie ledd the way 'sta
the study, where &  lamp was dimly
burning

“Uh, Mysle, haw s he now *

The old womau's hard, world wora
face waa sad beyond expression, asd
| her aywsi Ware ted wilh wesplng.

It was by her own wish that sbe

malned at the manse Mre. Menteith
ebliged after the tuneral o return 10
heo home, had ofered to take Marjorie
with her. and Mise Hetherington aad
sen! A lke Bols reguesting her 'u
miake the Castle her home ol these
invitalions Marjovie refused
oo B0 vaniist B )
Mesenivd the ladigmity What male
you quit the elub, By * Weasun
L enough, | van el you. | worked five

yvaie (o e elecied treasurer and Lhen

in the world, but I'm her friend mlll.|

and comfort her, she had never realized |

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

" COMING LESSONS '
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT,

LAST

From the Followlng Text; “Go Thoua
and Preach the Klogdom of God”—
Luke; Chapter IX., Verse 60—The
Regnant Gospel.

HE Gospel i8 to be
regnant over u!l
hearts, all circles,
all governments,
and all lands, The
kingdom of GCod
spoken of in the
text s to be a uni-
versal kingdom,
and just as wide as
that will be the
realm sermonle,
“fio thou and preach the kingdom of
God.,” We hear a great deéal in these
days about the coming man, and the
coming woman, and the coming time.
SBome one ought to tell of the coming
sermon. It s a simple fact that every-
body knows that most of the sermons
of today do not reach the world. The
vast majority of the people of our
great citles never enter church.

The sermon of today carries along
with it the deadwood of all ages, Hun-
dreds of years ago it was decided what
o eermon ought to be, and It is the at-
tempt of many theologlcal seminaries
and doctors of divinity to hew the
modern pulpit utterances into the same
old-style  proportions, Booksellers
will tell you they dispose of a hundred
histories, o hundred novels, a hundred
poems, to one book of sermons, What
is the matter? Bome say the age is the
worst of all ages, It Is better. Some
say religlon is wearing out, when it I8
wearlng In, Some say there are 30
many who despise the Christian rell-
glon. I answer, there never was an
nge when there were so many Chris-
tians, or so many friends of Clhristian-
Ity as this age has—our age; as lo
others a hundred to one. What Is the
matter, then? It Is simply because
our sermon of today Is not suited to
the age. It Is the canal boat in an age
of locomotive and electric telegraph.
The sermon will have to be shaken out
of the old grooves or it wi'l not be
heard and it will not be read,

Before the world is converted, the
sermon will have to be converted. You
might as well go into & modern Se-
dan or Gettysburg with bows and ar-
rows Instead of rifles and bombshells
and parks of artillery as to expect to
conquer this world for God by the old
styles of sermcnology. Jonathan Ed-
wards preached the germons best
adapted to the age In which he lived,
but if those sermons were preached
now they would divide an audience in-
to two classes; those sound asleep and
tLose wanting to go home.

But there {8 a coming sermon—who
will preach it I have no idea; In what
part of the earth it will be born I have
no idea; In which denomination of
Christians it will be delivesed, 1 can
not guess, That coming sermon may
be born In the country weeiing house
or on the banks of the St. Lawrence,
or the Oregon, or the Ohio, or the Tom-
bigbee, or the Alabama., The person
who may deliver it may this moment
lie In a cradle under the shadow of the
Slerra Nevadas, or in a New England
farmhouse, or amid the rice fields of
Southern savannas. Or this moment
there may be some Yyoung man in gome
of our theological seminarles, In the
junior, or middle, or senlor class, shap-
ing that weapon of power. Or there
may be coming some new baptisms of
the Holy Ghost on the churches, so
that some of us who now stand in the
watch towers of Zion, waking to the
realization of our present ineficiency,
may preach it ourselves. That coming
sermon may not be twenty years off.
And let us pray God that its arrival
may be hastened, while I announce to
you what [ think will be the ehief char-
acteristics of that sermon when it does
arrive; and 1 want to make the re-
marks appropriate and suggestive to
all classes of Christian workers.

First of all, I remark that the com-
ing germon will be full of a living
Christ, in contradistinction to didactic
technicalities. A sermon may be full
of Christ, though hardly mentioning
hig name, and a sermon way be empty
of Christ while every sentence {5 repe-
titious of his titles. The world wants
a living Christ, not a Christ standing
at the head of a formal system of the-
ology, but a Christ who means pardon
and sympathy and condolence and
brotherhood and lfe and heaven, A
poor man’'s Christ. An over-worked
man's Christ,  An Invalld's Christ. A
farmer's Christ, A merchant's Chrlst,
An artisan's Christ. An every man's
Christ,

A symmetrical and finely worded

system of theology I8 well enough for
theologleal classes, but it has no mare
business In a pulpit than bhave the |
technieal phrases of an anatomist, or
a physician, In the siek room of a pa-
tieut. The world wants help, (mme- |
diate and world uplifting, and it will |

| come through a sermon In which Christ |

i
|

(hey lasinted on putiing s & caal regls |

ol =Detralt Frve V'reea

shall walk right down Into the im-
mortal soul and take everlasting pus
sesalon of it, Blling It ar fall of lght
o s the noonday Wrmament Tha
sermon of the future will ot deal o ith
men In the threadbare (1
Josus Christ

trations uf

In that coming serman
here will be Instances { viearious
sactifice taken right out of every-day
e, for there s nol & day somebods
I not dying for oihers As the physi

lan, saving his diphther)
smerifiving his aown lite; as the shi,
aplain going doen with his vessel |
while he s getitng hin passongers o
o the lifebont. s the Rreman, con
suming n the burning bullding while
he s taking & ohidd out of & fourth
sory window, a8 last summer 1he

ratlenl hy

strong swimmer at Long Branch, cr
Cape May, or Lake George, himsell
perished trying to rescue the drown-
ing; as the newspaper boy not long
ago, supporting his mother for some
years, his Invalid me'“er, when of-
fered by a gentleman fifty cents to get

some especial paper, and he got it and |
rushed up In his anxiety to deliver it, |
and was crushed under the wheels of |

the train, and lay on the grass with
only strength enough to say, “Oh,
what will become of my poor, #lck

mother now?"

Vicarious guffering? The world Is
full of it. An engineer sgid to me on
a locomotive in Dakota: “We men seem
to be coming to better appreciation
thén we used to, Did you see that
account the other day of an engineer,
who to save hls passengers, stuck 1o
his place, and when he was found dead
In the locomotive, which was found up-
slde down, he was found still smiling,
the hand on the air brake?” And us
the engineer gaid it to me, he put his
hand on the air brake to illustrate his
meaning, and I looked at him and
thought, “You would be just as much
of a hero In the same crisis.”

Paul preached until midnight, and
Eutychus got sound asleep, and fell
out of a window and broke his neck.
Some would say, “Good for him." [
would rather he sympathetic like Paul,
and resuscitate him. That aceldent ls
often quoted pow in religious circles
as a warning agalnst somnolence in
church, It Is just-as much a warn-
ing to ministers against prolixity. Eu-
tychus was wrong in his somnolence,
but Paul made a mistake when he kept
on until midnight, He ought to have
stopped at 11 o'clock and there would
have been no aceldent, 1If Paul might
have gone on until too great length, tet
all those of us who are now preaching
the gospel remember that there Is
limit to religious discourse, or ought
to be, and that in our time we have
no apostolic power or miracles, Na-
poleon, In an address of seven min-
utes, thrilled his army and thrijled
Europe. Christ's sermon on the mount
—the model germon-—was less than
eighteen minutes long at ordinary
mode of delivery, It is not electricity
scattered all over the sky that strikes,
but electrielty gathered into a thun-
derbolt and hurled; gnd it is not re-
liglous truths scattered over, spread
out over a vast reach of time, but re-
liglous truth projected In compact
form that flashes light upon the soul
and rives its indifference.

When the coming sermon arrives ‘n
this land and in the Christian church
—the sermon which is to arouse the
world and startle the nations and usher
in the kingdom—it will be a brief ser-
mon. Hear it, all theological students,
all ye just entering upon religious
work, all ye men and women who ‘n
Sabbath schools and other departments
are tolling for Christ and the galvation
of immortals. Brevity! Brevity! *

But I remark also that the coming
sermon of which 1 speak will be a
popular sermon. There are those in
these times who speak of a popular ser-
mon as though there must be some-
thing wrong about it. As these critics
are dull themselves, the world gets the
impression that a sermon s good in
proportion as it is stupld. Christ was
the most popular preacher the world
ever saw, and, considering the small
number of the world’s population, had
the largest audiences ever gathered.
He never preached anywhere without
making a great sensation. People
rushed out in the wilderness to hear
him, reckless of their physical
necessities. So great was their anxiety
to hear Christ, that, taking no food
with them, they would have fainted
and starved had not Christ performed
a miracle and fed them. Why did so
many people take the truth at Christ's
hands? Beeause they all understood it
He illustrated his subject by a hen an:
her chickens, by a bushel measure, by
a handful of salt, by a bird's flight and
by a lily's aroma. All the people knew
what he meant, and they flocked to
him. And when the coming sermon of
the Christian church appears, it will
not be Prineetonlan, not Rochesterian,
not Andoverian, not Middletonian, bu:
Ollvetie—plain, practical, unique, earn-
est, comprehensive of all the WOes,
wants, sins, sorrows and necessities of
an anditory.

We hear a great deal of discussion
now all over the land about why peo-
ple do not go tu chiureh. Some gay |t
Is becauge Christlanity is dying out,
and because people do not believe in
the truth of God's word, and all that,
They are false reasona, The reason 'a
because our sermons are not Interest-
Ing and practical, and sympathetic and
helpful. Some one might as well tell
the whole truth on this subjeel, and so
1 will tell It. The sermon of the fu-
ture—the Gospel sermon to come forth
and shake the natlons, and lift peopls
out of darkness—will be a popular ser-
mon just for the simple reason that t

I will meet the woes and the wants and

the anxieties of the people. There are

| in all our denominations eccleslastioal

mummies, sitting around to frown
upon the fresh young pulpits of Amer
lea, to try to awe them down. to cry
out, “Tut, tut, tul! sensational! They
stand today, preaching In  churchea
that hold a thousand people and there

are & hundred iwrsons present and
If they canunot have the world saved in
thelr way It seemas as If 1hey o not
want it aved at all I do wot know
bt the eld way of making ministers
of the Goadel s e A colleginte
educaton and an apirientievailp under
the cuare and home atlention of some
earnest, aged Christian minister the

young man getiing the patriareh’s

SIPIL Al sastsling bhim In Mis e lig

lons serviee. Young lawyers  study
with ald lawyeras Young b vsielans
study wilh obd physlvians, and | be-

Heve It woukl be & areat help if every

Foung man sMudying hw  the Hoapel
Wminiatry could put bimiell in the home

and heart and sympathy and under the
benediction and perpetual presence of
a Christian minister.

That sermon of the future will be an
every-day sermon, going right down in-
to every man's life, and it will teach
him to vote, how to bargain, how to
plough, how to do any work he is call-
ed to, how to wield trowel and pen and
pencil and yardstick and plane. And
it will teach women how to preside
| over thelr households, and how to ed-
| ueate their children, and how to iml-
| tate Mirlam and Esther and Vashti,
and Eunice, the mother of Timothy;
and Mary, the mother of Christ; and
those women who on Northern and
Southern battlefields were mistaken by
the wounded for angels of mercy fresh
| from the throne of God,

Do yon exhort In pra;mr—mﬂ-tlng?
Bo short and be spirited. Do you teaeh
in Bible clags? Though you have to
study every night, be interesting. Do
you accost people on the subject of re-
liglon in thelr homes or in publie
places? Study adroitness and use com-
mon sense, The most graceful, the
most beautiful thing on earth in the re-
liglon of Jesug Christ, and if you awk-
wardly present it, it is defamation. We
must do ony work rapldly and we must
do It effectively, S8con our time for
work wiil be gone. A dying Christinn
took out his wateh and gave it to &
triend and said: “Take that watch, [
have no more use for it; time is ended
for me; eternity begins.” O my friends,
when our watch has ticked away for
us for the last moment, and our clock
has struck for us the last hour, may
LIt be found we did our work well, that
we did it in the very best way; and
whether we preached the Gospel in
pulpits, or taught S8abbath classes, or
administered to the sick as physicians,
or bargained as merchants, or pleaded
the law as attorneys, or wera busy as
artisans, or as husbandmen, or as me-
chanics, or were like Martha called to.
glve a meal to a hungry Christ, or like:
Hannah to make a coat for a prophet,
or like Deborah to rouse the courage
of some timid Barak In the Lord's eon-
flict, we did our work in such a way
that it will stand the test of the judg-
ment, And in the long procession of
the redeemed that march round the
throne, may it be found there are
many there brought to God through
our instrumentality and in whose res-
cue we are exultant, But, O you un-

saved! wait not for that coming rer=
mon. It may eome after your obse-
quies. It may come after the stone-

cutter has chiseled our name on the:
slab fifty years before. Do not walt
for a great steamer of the Cunard or
White Star line to take you off the
wreck, but hail the first craft with
however low a mast, and however
small a bulk, and however poor a rud-
der, and however weak a captain. Bet-
ter a disabled schooner that comes up-
in time than a full-rigged brig that
comes up after you have sunken. In-
stead of walting for that eoming ser-
mon—it may be twenty, fifty years off
—take this plain invitation of a man
who, to have given you spiritual eye-
sight, would be glad to be called the
spittle by the hand of Christ put on the:
eyes of a blind man, and who would
consider the highest compliment of
this service, If at the close five hun-
dred men should start from these doors
gsaying, “Whether he be a sinner or mo,
I know not, This one thing I know,
whereas 1 was blind, now [ gee™
Swifter than shadows over the plain,
quicker than birds in their autumnal
flight, hastier than eagles to their prey,
hie you to a sympathetic Christ. The
orchestras of heaven have already
strung their instruments to celebrate
your rescue,

And many were the volces around the

throne;
Rejoice, for the Lord brisgs back his
own.

PICTURED FOSTCARDS.

They Are Slowly Coming Into Use In
Eungland.

IMustrated posteards are slowly
creeping into use in this country, but
enterprise and art have an opportun-
ity here of increasing and meeting a
demand in this direction, says the Lon-
don Telegraph. Yosgteards with repre-
sentations of interesting local scenes
have long been popular on the conti-
nent with residents, and visitors readl-
Iy fall into the fashion. Ornamental
posteards and envelopes are constantly
used by correspondents, and postcard
collecting abroad is quite as common
as stamp collecting was in this coun-
try some time ago. The cards are
fastened in an album, especially made
for the purpose, or artistically arrang-
ed in groups on walls and tables. Our
Hlustrated posteards will probably be
made varied as the tastes grow, and
with art and technical schools on every
hand there I8 no reason why they
should not lead to the establishment
of a new department of industry.
There Is certainly no more ready or
pleasing way by which & friend cam
give his correspondent an idea of his

i landscn pes

| surroundings. Many of the great pub-

lishers are now lssulng views of Kag-
Vsh cathedrals and other placos of his-
torle Interest and not o few pretly
Some hotels, oo, are us-
ing cards with views calculated to In-
vite customers. Bul people tn  this
countiry generally wse the plainest -

per and posteards. On the continent
th slen of these Interesting IMitle
works of ant

afe cnormous, asd it is
attvmgst 1o got one betior
wade by entorprising mane-
facturers there whoe conlemplate o
producing works of the old liiaslors «
minlatipre Firms in Landon wha are
wilh  German  publishors
wil & vasl number of (hose
PRameuial posivards abroad, and (et
their fumers greatly value Thom

statil an
will be

sy Lhe)

Hrsal gifis make uwnworthy sslures
buld and finer natures humble
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