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CHAPTER 1,
B Don’t, Paul--don’y stare at me lke
Bt!” ericd my wife, leaning forward
‘her chalr and laying her smnall hot
across my eyes, with a gesture
f scared, half petulant, that lrrl-
mo vaguely, “I-—I don't like It,
r-"

“*1 beg your pardon, Helen,” I re-
Wponded somewhat hufly, drawing
Uback, "I really was not aware you
L objected #o0 polutedly to my looking at
I ,_w!”

M don’t-1 don’t!” ghe Dbroke In
. ly. “How could you Iimagine
B & thing? It was the expresslon
jour fuce, Paul, that took me back
‘the moment, when [ turned my
d and found you sitting there
tehing me with wuch & critieal,
irching sort of look, almost as if
-y OU s’

*As If 1 what, sweetheart?” 1 asked,
peased by the earressing touch,

As If you paw something in me
pu could not quite make out, and did
ke nt all—at all!  But 1 was
dstaken in that, wasn't I, Paul?”
Then, after n moment's pause, as
4 did not reply-—-

. .i #Bure it wau only foo!lsh famcy on

MY part?  Bay It was only that-—ah,
BRy It was only that, love!” she whis-
Mpered, in the soft drawling brogue I
was learning to like,

B “Well, dear,” I anewered wlowly, a8
¥ou press me so, I must admit [ was
8 liLtle purprised, after leaving you on
the lawn romping with the dogs In
Mhe very ecutacy of high spirits, declar-
that even the twenty-first of June
too shoit n day to be happy In,
fiud you half an hour later eltting
¢ alone, to all appearance & prey
the profoundest melancholy, your
byes perfect wells of despalr, looking
if the burthen of existence was Loo
Beavy to be borne another summer's
! ’.'l
“It was heavy—mso heavy! You are
Ight, 1 could not have borne it much
pnger. For the last twenty minutes
~1 have been your widow, Paul.”
* "Oh,” 1 sald, with a fecling of unac-
countable rellef, stroking her tumbled
'wilky hair, “I see! You were my
" widow, madam-—a very flattering and
. satlsfactory explanation of your ap-
W pearance indeed! But, dear, don't you

_think, ail clrcumstances considered, it
s rather premature for either of us Lo
‘don the weeds even in spirit yet?”

. Bhe was niueteen, as fresh and as
hardy as the mountain lLeather she
' had lived among all her life, 1 was
twenty-five, stood six feet one in my
 stockings, and bad not known @an
hour's illness since I had the mecasles
* many years Lefore,

"~ “That was not the kind of widow-
hood 1 meant,” Tlelen said, looking at
me with a touch of pathetie reproach
in her stronge eyes, “Your death,
your mere bodily extinction, Paul,
would not grieve me for long; I should
cease to mourn you soon enough.”

“Mrs, Dennys,” [ exclalmed, In
mock indignation, “explain yoursell,
please! You surely would give me
the conventional year of crape at the
least?"’

“No, 1 wouldn't—not a year, not a
week, not a day, for I would die the
same moment you did. Do you think
I eould live and you dead, husband?"

“And yet you say you were my
widow for full twenty minutes, true
daughter of lirin?"

“That was bocause 1 had lost you in

& way that severed us in life as well
J ' as in death.”
’ “Lost me in a way that severed us
in life as well as in death? This is
dreadful weather for conundrums! |
give it up!” 1 responded languldly.

“I—was widowed, Paul, because |
had lost your love—Dbecause you cared
for another woman more than for me,"”
she returned, In a low. volce, looking
at me with eyes full of traglc denunel-
ation, as Rebecca might have looked
at Ivanhoe, a8 poor La Valliere at
louls when she bade him her laat
good-by outslde the convent gates,

I laughed a little too bolsterously, 1
felt, and drew her to my side,

“To be sure, to be sure,” | assented
volubly, “1 never thought of that so-
lution! How long Is It since [ first
learned to care for you, ma belle? "I'hat
day you and I slipped down the moun-
taln side through the yellow broom ?—
let me mee-seven, eight, why, nearly
nine months ago! A long spell of con-
ptancy—almost time | should be weary-
ing for another love, lan't (t? Some
men, you know, would llke a caange
of wife with every chauge of coat; but
as | happened to be of rather eonserva-
tive kidney, | think I ought to be able
to wear one wife to three coats at the
least, aud 1 belleve I courted you in
the very eloth your Angers are careas-
ing now. IUs getting & bit shabby,
to be sure; but—"

“You may treat my words lightly”
she Interrupted, leaning over me wilh
half-closed eyes, & bright pink spot
burning on her cheeks, 1 still
stiek 1o my epinlon, somslhing
tolls me | shall lose jou, as | say wome
day!™

“Feed your melancholy on the
faney,” | retorted, with peavish uneasi-
ness, feeling somewhat that | had
sald too much, “If 1t ploases you, |
wonder If your morbid eye of prophecy
sees Any chance of my losing you as
you are to lose me ™™

fhe ssemad ot fArsl not ta usder-
oand, (\hea anawored quickly -
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“You lose me? Oh, no, no What-
ever happens, no matter how bitterly
you miay make me suffer, you could |
not lose me that way."

“Am | to thank the gods, I wonder?
What, Helen! Through treachery,
desertion, Indifference, brutality even,
you will still cling to me like a llmpet
~—ah? Are you sure, quite sure there
Is no other way but commonplace dis-
solution through which I can shake
you off? Think, wife—think!” I re-
torted banteringly, when, to my sur~
prise and alarm, the look of scared,
nlmost agonized, melancholy gtole over
Ler dark winsome faco agaln, her arms
tightened convulsively round my neck,
her burning lips were pressed close Lo
my ear, an she gasped out--

“You kpow--you know-—you-you
have guessed how you can lose me,
then? I—I feared you wonld—soon--
soon. Oh, they ought to have told
you in time! IL was wrong-—wrong.
I tried to tell you often, but the words
wouldn't come, 11 am not to blame,

-
-

4 ad
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Oh, Paul, Paul, my dear, {f you had
not taught me to love you so well—
(O p—

CHAPTER 11,

Thoroughly startled I sprang to my
feet, roughly lifting her from the floor
whither she had sunk, and held her
firmly before me.

"“Helen,” I cried, “do you know what
you are eaylng? What—what Is the
mutter with you? This Is the way
You went on that day, at Lucerne,
shortly after we were married; what do
you mean? I--I insist on an expla-
nation! Hpeak out at once [ tell you
at once!”

She looked at me with gleaming

eyes, und utterly colorless face, her
lips moving, but uo sound coming.
I "What is 1t?" I repeated, my wrath
rising, horrible suspicion blackening
my mind. “How have you decelved
me?  What have you done that I--I
should have been told of before 1
married you? Helen, speak, or by
Heaven, I'll—-"

"I have done—nothing,” she answer-
ed, gtanding stralght before me, not
the least wign of fear in  her face,
“You may kill me If you like, | sha'n't
mind much; but I have done no harm,
you should know that well, One day
of my life was as dull, innocent, un-
eventful as another until I met you.”

“Then what do you mean by these
hints and wild words? Why—why do
you thus torture, and try to raise a
demon in me, |ittle me?”’ 1 asked,
very much ashamed of my brutal out-
burst,  “Tell me, Helen?"

“I don't know--I don't know,” ghe
replied, Lursting Into tears and lay-
ing ber white face on my shoulder,
“l mean-—nothing-—nothiug. What
should I mean? I=1 ean't help it, 1
suppose. Oh, pity me, pity me and
bear with me if you can, dear boy!
It's—it's not all my fault, My poor
mother wus llke that before [ -1 was
born,"”

“Your mother, dear?"” I asked pres-
ently, when she was quite herself
again, and apparently as much asham-
ed of her outburst as 1 was of mine, 1
never heard you speak of her before,
Do you remember her at all?”

“No; ehe died when 1 was a baby;
but 1 often heard Molly speak of her,”
she answered quickly.

“And your father?"”

“My--my father?"

“Yes, did you not know him?"

After a slight pause she said —

“No, 1 did not know him. [ believe
he died even before her, He was an
‘nglishman, and they knew very little
of him at home, Granny did not like
him, I belleve. Paul, let me sit up;
Mise Stopford is coming up the ave-
nue."

I withdrew my arm quickly, and,
moving Into the shade Dbehind her
chair, sald as corelessly as I could

“8o she is. Youn and Kdie seem to
be striking np a powerful friendship,
Helen; she was here yesterday after-
noon, and on ‘'esdany morning also;
wasn't she?”

“Yes; don't you like her coming?"

“Of course 1 like it I don't think
vou could bave a plearanter compan-
jon than Edith, or one who "

“Conld clvillze me more affectually.
I quite agree with you; Kdith is dolng
her best to tone me down, Paul; |
hope she may succeed, Vlow pretty
she {a!" sighed MHelen, as her visitor
passed the window where we were
sitting. ! think she looks fairer In
blue than in any other color, Paul,
I often wonder how you escaped fall-
Ing In love with that girl."”

I shrugged my shoulders vaguely

“You have known her since she was
a child, haven't you™ she pursued as
1 made no reply

“Yea. During my sister's lifetime she
plmost lived with us.  Hhe and poor
LAy had the same governsss o udled
together— all that, you know

“And one seldom falls In love wilh
A person ane has knowa all one's Hife
~jooked upun as a sislér, you mean,
Paul ¥

“I suppose ao!

“Amd yel your pametake, long nan
Paul, gives the 1= to that theory. "

My naiuesake !

L "Yes; the Paul whe loved Virginia
| Oh! Me was an unusual specimen |
| of tropleal produes; besides, s Bt
falr 1o quote him as

“Mush' [lore she Ia'

Urestlngs ' 1he uow comer over

1 retired to a distact window, and took
up the Field; but my eyes wandered
from the cloge, eramped print to th
heads of the girle beading over their
work, and thought what a charming
pleture they iiade in the chastened
golden light, and how reflectively my
wife's dark tumbled locks threw oul
the smooth coronet of hurnished gold
that crowned Edith's stately head,

She was a most beautiful woman
—tall, fair, with soft blue eyes heavily
lashed, and a faultless profile, Nevey
before had I scen her look so attract-
fve as she did on that evening while
she directed Helen's little clumsy
Lrown hand across that square of oal-
meal cloth on which such wonderful
birds, butterfiles, and flowering vege-
tatlon were to blossom into life. lHer
dress, of a light blue stuff, (rimmed
with delicate lace, itted her exqnisite-
ly, and there was a suggestion of grace-
ful poetle perfection about her general
appearance, hier every movement, thal
wns most soothing to the senses that
lazy summer day, 1 felt as If 1 could
have watched her with unsatiated
pleasure for hours at a stretch—"a
denghtor of the gods, divinely tall and
divinely falr'--while Helen, my wife,
wns & most distinct child of earth,
small, dark-halred, dark-eyed, with
unformed babylsh features, and a skin
which, thongh pure and healthy, lacked
the dellcate peach-bloom of the other,
Was she ordinarlly pretty or almost
plain? 1 still asked myself that ques-
tion after nine months of matrimony,
and could arrive at no satlafactory so-
lution. For Helen was seldom the
same, cither in mind, manner, or looks,
two hours together,

One hour she would look, even In
the most partial eyes, dull, common-
place, hopelessly unattractive—the
next, fer no apparent cuuse, her ap-
pearance would change, her cheeks
glow, her eyes gleam with a light that
I vaguely felt for a moment would, In
most men's opinion, dim KEdith's placid
beauty Into Insignificance. Bhe had
certalnly very strange eyes—|1 never
could ascertain thelr exact shade,
Sometimes they were deep, dark, still,
like water In heavy shadow—again,
they were all life with Alckering tawny
lights, as they were that moment, when
ralsed to Edith's In rueful expostula-
tion,

“Oh, Miss Stopford, please don't ask
me to change my wool again! Let
me finish to the gtalk in this browny
yellow."

“My dear Mrs. Dennys, Imponsible!
You have only three shades In the leaf
ag yet, and 1 have changed my wool
as many as three-and-twenty times In
a single spray of virgin vine."

“Have you? Then I'll never be an
artist In crewels!” laughed Melen, the
cloth dropping lazily from her hands;
whereupon Jim, her little terrler,
thinking the lesson over, jumped
briskly up on her lap, upseiting her
workbasket, the contepts of which
rollzd over the waxed boards— sclssors,
tapes, needles, bodking went right and
left, A stout reel of black cotton
traveled languldly my way, and, stoop-
ing to plck it up, the golden halr of
the only woman | ever loved brushed
my forehead deliciously,

“Meet me at the end of the cedar-
walk in balf an hour,” she eald in a
gquick whisper, with downcast eyes,
fumbling for the reel that I, in my agl-
tation, had dropped again. “I have
something to say to youw"

1 nodded, lay back in my chair, and
instinctively held up the paper to
shade my face from observation,
When my wife called me over to drink
a cup of tea, I glanced apprehensively
into a mirror to see {f the color had
faded from my temples yet. No, it
was still there, burning brightly, even
through my tanned skin.

“Meet me at the end of the cedar
walk in hall an hour,” I repeated
stupidly, agaln and again, as ! strolled
aeross the lawn towards Bretton Hall,
the residence of General Stopford,
IBdith's uncle, and my grandfather's
brother. “What does it mean? What
can ghe have to say to me? 1 can't
undersiand it."

(To be Continued.)

THE ROMANCE OF ALUMINUM.

Aluminum is a metal which we are
aupposed to owe to modern science;
but a curlous passage of Pliny’'s works,
which haa hitherto recelved but little
attention, indicates that it was dlscov-
ered once before, as long ago as the
first century of the Christian era, Dur-
ing the relgn of Tiberlus, a certain
worker in meials appeared at the pal-
ace and showed a beautiful cup com-
posed of a brilllant white metal that
sghone llke silver, When the artificer
was presenting it to the Kmperor he
purposely dropped it on the flgor of the
chamber., The goblet was &0 brulsed
by the fall that it seemed Irretrievably
injured; but the workman teok his
hammer, and In tht presence of the
court repaired the damage without de-
lay. It was eviden! that this metal waa
pot stiver, thaugh it had alinost the
same brilllancy, besides belng much
more ductile aud considerably light-
. The Fmperer gquestioned the
artificer closely, and learned from him
that he extracted the melal from an
argillaceous earth. Tibarive then
asked If anyoue besides himael! knew
the process and received the proud re-
ply that the secrel was known oaly (o
bimself and Jupiter, This answer was
sifficient. The emperor bhad reflected
that M It were possible to obtala this
melal from vo common s rubstance a8
elay the value of gold and silver would
he greatly reduced, o he determined
to avert sieh a lamenlable caniastrophe.
He canamd the work wops of 1he diseny -
srer o be wholly deatroyed, and the

| Iiekless artifeer was selged and decap-

fiated, so that his seorel might perish
with him. It s thought that this metal
wust have boen aluminum.

Disarm o oritie and be will kick you

TALMAGE'S  SERMON.

OUR BIRTHRICHT LAST SUN-
DAY'S SUBJECT,

From the Following Text: “To This
End Was 1 BoepS' <John, Chapler
xvill,, Verse 37  The Manifold He-

sponuibilities of Parentuge Het Forth,

After Pilate bad gulelded, tradition
ays that his body was thrown nto
the Tiber, and such storms ensued on
and about that river that his body was
taken out and thrown into the Ihone,
and similar disturbapces swept thal
river and itg banks, Then the hody
wis taken out aud woved to Lansanne,
and put in a deeper pool, which Imme-
diately became the center of similar
atmospherie and agueous disturbance,
Though these are faneitul and
traditions, they show the exccration
with which the woild looked upon Vi
late. It was before this man when he
was in full life in a court of Oyer ant
Terminer, Pllate gaid to his prisoner:
“Art thou a king, then?”’ and Jesus
answered: “To thix end wis 1 born.”
Bure enough, although all earth and
hell arose to keep him down, he is to-
day empalaced, enthroned and coronft-
ed king of earth and king of heaven,
That is what He came for, and that 18
what He accomplished,

By the time a child reaches ten years
of age the parents begin (o discover
that child’s destiny, but by the time he
or she reaches fifteen years of age, the
question {8 on the child's Hps: “What
shall 1 do? What am 1 going (o be?
What was [ made for?' It is a sensl-
ble and righteous question, and the
youth ought to keep asking It until it
ir g0 fully answered that the young
man, or Young woman, ean say with n#
mwuch truth as ity author, though on &
Jeps expannive geale: "To thig end was
I born,"”

There I8 too much divine skill shown
in the physieal, mental and moral eon-
stitution of the orainary human being
to suppose that he wuag eonstructed
without any divine purpose, 1f you
take me out on pome vast plain and
show me a plllared temple surmounted
by a dome like 8t, Peter's, and bhaving
a floor of precloug stones and arches
that must have taxed the brain of the
greatest dranghtsman to deelgn, and
walla scrolled and niched and paneled,
and walpecoted and painted, and |
should ask you what this bullding was
put up for, and you answerad: "Ior
nothing at all,” how could 1 bLelleve
you? And it is {mpossible for me to
belleve that any ordinary human be-
ing who has in his muscnlar, nervous
and cerebral orgunization more won-
ders than Christopher Wren lifted in
St. Paul’s, or Phidias ever chiseled on
the Acropolis, and bullt In such a way
that it shall last long after St. Paul'n
cathedral §8 as much a ruin as the
Parthenon— that such a being was con-
structed for no purpose, and to execute
no misglon, and without any divine in-
tention toward some end. The object
of this sermon Is to help you to find
out what you gre made for, and help
you find your sphere, and assigt you
into that condition where you can say
with certainty and emphasis and en-
thusiasm and triomph; “To this end
was 1 born.”

First, 1 discharge you from all re-
spouslbility for most of your environ-
ments. You are not responsible for
your parentage or grand-parentage.
You are not responsible for any of the
cranks that may have lived In your an-
cestral line, and who a hundred years
before you were born may have lived
a style of life that more or less affeety

you today. You are not responsible for |

the fact that your temperament is san-
guine, or melancholle, or billous, ot
Iymphatle, or nervous, Neither are
you responsible for the place of your
nativitly, whether among the granite
hills of New England, or the cotton
plantations of Louislana, or on the
banks of the Clyde, or the Dneiper, or
the Shannon, or the Seiue. Neither are
you responsible for the religion taught
in your father's house, or the irrelig-
lon, Do not bother yourself about
what you cannot help, or about cireum-
stances that you did not decree, I'nke
things as they are, and decide the
question so that you shall be able
safely: to say: “To this end was I
born.” How will you declde it? By
direct application to the only Belng in
the universe who is competent to tell
you—the Lord Almighty. Do you know
the reason why Ife ls the only one
who can (ell? Hecause he can see
everything between your cradle ana
your grave, though the grave be cighty
years off. And besides (hat, He |s the
only Being who can s#e what has been
happening In the last 600 years in your
ancestral line, and for thousands of
years clear back to Adam, and there is
not one person in all that ancestral
line of 6,000 years but has somehow
affected your character, and even old
Adam himsel! will sometimes turn up
in your disposition, The only Heing
who can take all things thay pertain
to you into consideration is God, and
He is the one you can ank, Life Is so
short we have no time to exporiment
with occupations and professions, ‘The
reason we have so many dead fallures
I8 that parents declde for chilldren
what they shall do, or children them-
selves, wrought on by some whim or
fancy, decide for themselves, without
any imploration of diviee guidance,
So we have now (o pulpits men making
sermans who ought 1o be In black:
smith shops making plowshares; and
we have in the law those who instead
of ruining the ensea of thelr cllen's
ought to ba pounding shos lasts; and
doctors wha are the worst hludrances
ta thely patients convalessonce; and
artists trying to paint hndscapes who
ought ta be whitewashing
fences, while there are olthers making
bricks who owght 1o be remodeling
constitutions, or shoving planes whe
ought to be rapsforming literatures

fnlse |

| eg abont ot eighly years of age, |

bie a.!d |

you shall undertake, until you are so
positive you can in earnestness smile
Your band on your plow handle, or
your carpeuter's bench, or your Binek-
stene’'s Commentaries, or your medical
dictionary, or your Dr, Dick's Didactie
Theology, snylng: “IFur this end waa |
born,” ‘here are children who early
develop natural aMnitles for certain
styles of work., When the father of
the astronomer Vorbes was going to
London, he asked his children what
present he should bring each one of
them, 'The boy who wasg to be un a4
tronomer crled ont, “"Bring me n tele:
neopel’ ® o 9

Do you walt for extraordinary quili-
flentions, Phillp, the conqueroy, gained
his greatest victories geated on o mule,
and if you walt for some caparisoned
Bucephalus to vide Into the confilet you
will never get into the world-wide fight
at all, Samson slew the Lord's ene-
mies with the jaw-bone of the stupi-
dest beast ereated, Shamgar slew 609
of the Lord's enemies with an ox-gond,
Under God, spittie cured the Dblind
man's eyes In the New Testament
story., ‘Take all the facully you have
and say: "O Lord! Here Is what |
huve, ¥how me the fleld and back me
up by omnlpotent power. Anywhere,
anyhow, any time for God.,” ‘Two men
riding on hovseback came to a trough
to water the horsen, While the horsoes
were drinking, one of the men sald to
the other a few words about the value
of the soul, then they rode away, and
in opposite divections, But the words
uttered were the salvatlon of the one
to whom they were uttered, and he he-
came the Rev, Mr, Champion, one of
the most digtinguished misslonaries in
heathen lands; for years wondering
who did for him the Christian kind-
ness, and not finding out until In o
bundle of books sent bhim to Africa he
found the blography of Bralnerd Tay-
lor and a pleture of him, and the mis-
slonary recognized the face In that
book a8 the man who, at the watering
trough for horses, had sald the thing
that saved his soul, What opportuni-
tles you have had In the past! What
opportunities you have now! What
opportunities you will have in the days
to come! Put on your hat, oh! woman,
this afternoon, and go and comfort
that young mother who lost her babe
lust summer, Put on your hat, oh!
mun, and go over and see (hat mer-
chant who was compelled yesterday to
make an assignment, and tell him of
the everlasting riches remaining for all
those who serve the Lord, Can you
sing? Go and ging for that man who
cannol get well, and you will help him
into heaven, Let it be your brain, your
tongue, your eycs, your ears, your
heart, your lungs, your hand, your feel,
your body, your mind, your soul, your
Iife, your time, your etornity for Gad,
feeling In your soul: “To this end was
I born."

It may be helpful if 1 recite my own
experience in this regard, 1 started
for the law without asking any divine
direction, 1 consulted my own tastes,
1 llked Jawyers and courtrooms and
judges and juries, and reveled in hear-
ing the Frelinghuysens and the Mrad-
leys of the New Jersey bar, and as as-
wistant of the county clerk, at sixteen
years of age, 1 goarched titles, natur-
alized forelgners, recorded deeds, ro-
celved the confesslon of judgments,
swore witnesses and jurieg and grand
Juries, But after a while I felt a eall
to the gospel minlstry and oentered It,
and I felt some satisfaction in the
work. But one summer, when [ was
resting at Sharon Bprings, and while
seated In the park of that village I sald
to myself, “If 1 have an especlal work
to do in the world I ought to find it
out now,"” and with that determination
I prayed as 1 bad never before prayed,
and got the divine direction, and wrote
It down in my memorandum book, and
1 saw my life work then as plalnly as
I see it now. Oh, d6 wot be satistied
with general directions, QGet specific
directions. Do not ghool at random.
Take alm and fire, Concentrale. Na-
poleon’s success in battle came from
his theory of breaking through the en-
emy's-anks at one polnt, not trying to
meet the whole llne of the enemy's
force by a smaller force. One reason
why he lost Waterloo was because he
did not work his usual theory, and
spread his foree out over a wide range.
O Christian man, O Christlan woman,
break through somewhere. Not g gen-
eral engagement, and made {n answer
to prayer, If there are sixteen hundred
milllon people in the world, then there
are sixteen hundred million diuerent
missions to fulfill, different styles of
work to do, different orbits In wuich
to revolve, and if you do not get the
divine direction there are at least -
teen hundred and ninety-nins milllon
possibilities that you will make a mla-
take. On your kuees before God get
the matter sectled so that you can firm-
ly say: “To this end was | born.”

And pow ! come to the elimacterie
consideration, Ar near as | can teil,
you wers bullt for a happy eternity, all
the disasters which have happened to
your nature to be overcome by the
blood of the Lamb if you whi heartily
accept that Christly arraugement, Wa
are all rejoiced at the increase in hn-
man longevity, People live, as near as |

can observe, gbout ten years longer
than they used to. The modern doctors |
o not bleed their patients on all oe-
canlons as did the former doctora, In
those times If a wan had fever they
bled him, If be had consumption they |
bled him, it he had (beumatism they |
hled him, and if they could not make |
ont exactly what was the maltier they
bhled him. Olden time phlebolomy was
death’s roadjutor, Al this has chang:
od. From the way | see people ship- |

vonclude that life insurance companies
will have to change their table of risks
apdd charge & man Ro more promiom
Al sevenly than (hey used 1o do when |
he was sisty, and no more premivm sl |
ity than when he was furty. liy ihe
vivancement of medical sclonce and
the wider acqualuntance with (he laws

Ask Ood about! what worldly business | of health, and the fact that the prople

know better how to take care of them-
gelves, human life Is prolonged. But
do you realize what, after all, is (e
brevity of our earthly state? Ia the
times when people lived seven and
elght hundred years, the patriarch Ja-
cob sald that his years were few, Look-
Ing at the life of the youngest person
in this asgembly and supposing that be
will llve to be a nonagenarian, how
short the time and soon gons, whfle
banked up {n front of us Is an eternity
¥o vast that arithmetic hay not figures
enough to express its length, or
hreadth, or depth, or helght, For &
happy eternily you were born, uniess
you run yourgelf against the divine in-
tentions, If standing in your presence
my ey¥e should fall upon the feeblest
voul liere ag that soul will appear when
the world lels it up, and heaven en-
trances it, I suppose 1 would be S0
overpowered that | should drop down
ns one dead, You have examined the
family Bible and explored the family
records, and you may have dseen
daguerrotypes of some of the kindred
of previous generations, you have had
photographs taken of what you were
in boyhood or girlhood, and what you
were (en years later, and it s very in-
teresting to any one to be able to look
back upon pletures of what he was ten,
or twenty, or thirty years ago; but
have you ever had a pleture taken of
what yon may be and what you will
be If you seek after God and feel the
spirit's regenerating power? Where
shall I plant the camera to take the
pleture? 1 plant It on thig platform, 1
direct It towards you, B8it still or stand
still while I take the pleture. It shall
bo an instantaneous pleture, ‘i nere! i
have it. It 1 done, You can sce the
pleture in its Imperfect state, and get
some ldea of what It will be when
thoroughly developed., There g your
resurrected body, so brilllant that the
noonday sun {8 a pateh of midnight
compnred with it, There s your goul,
#0 pure that all the forces of diabollsm
conld not spot It with an jmperfection.
There is your being, 2o mighty and so
swift that flight from heaven to Mer-
cury or Mars or Jupiter and back agaln
to heaven would not weary you, and &
world on each ghoulder would not
erush you, An eye that shell never shed
a tear, An energy that shall never feel
a fatlgue. A brow that shall neyer
throb with pain. You are young again,
though you died of decrepitude. You
ure well agaln, though you coughed
or shivered yourself Into the tomb.
Your everyday associates are the apos-
tles and prophets and martyrs, and
mokt exalted souls, masculine and fem-
inine, of all the centuries. "The arch-
angel 1o you no embarrassment, God
himself your pregsent and everlasting
Joy. That Is an Instantaneous pleture
of what you may be, and what I am
sure some of you will be, * * *

What a strange thing it must be to
feel one's self born Lo an earthly erown,
but you have been born for a throne
on which you may reign after the last
monarch of all the earth shall have
gone to dust, 1 invite you to start now
for your awn coronation, to come in
and tuke the title deeds to your ever-
lasting Inheritance. Through an Im-
passioned prayer, take heaven and all
of 1ts raptures,

What a poor farthing is all that this
world can offer you compared with par-
don here and lifo fmmortal beyond the
stars, unless this side of them there
be a place large enough, and beautiful
enough, and grand enough for all the
ransomed, Wherever it be, in what
world, whether nearby or far away, In
thls or some other constellation, hau,
home of light, and love, and bleased-
ness, Through the atoning mercy of
Christ, may we all get there!

Mis Birthday Gift.

When Mrs, Ransom went away for a
fortnight's visit, she called her two
boys to her and said, firmly: *“Now,
Rob, I want you and Ned to promise
me that you will not teage papa to take
you to the football game next week.
If he wants to go he might wish to be
with some friend, and not have the
care of little boys like you, And don't
forget that you are to give papa some-
thing bought with your own money for
his birthday.” The boys promised,
and the mother departed. The fact
that the birthday and the football
game occurred on the same date
seemed partlcularly unpropitious. But
the day before, Bob had a sudden in-
spiration, the glow of which was soon
ghared with his brother. On Mr. Ran-
som's plate at Dbreakfast the next
morning was a somewhat solled en-
velope on which was printed in pain-
ful letters, “Happy Birthday." Open-
ing it, the beneficiary found two dingy
quarters wrapped (o a half-sheet of
paper which bore the words, “To by a
tikket for the game.” And looking up,
he encountered the gaze of four wist-
fully hopeful eyes, whose owners had
no reason to regret their strategy.

—— ——

Easpecting Too Mach

A dril'! sergeant was  uapopular
among his men, They found him too
particular, Ome day he had on hand
& party of recrults whom he was put-
tlng through the funeral exercise.
Opening the ranks so as to admit the
passage of the supposed funeral cors
tege among them, the lustructor, by
way of practical explanation, walked
slowly down the lane formed by the
two ranks, saying, as he did so: “Now,
I'm the corpse, P"ay atteation!™ Haw-
ing reached the end of the line he
turned. regarded the men with g serv-
tintalug eye for a minuie, and then re-
marked: “Your ‘ands = rvight, and
your ‘eads Is right, but you ‘avea’t gt
that look of resvel you ought te wve™

Cishilasiinag ' wslung Fastward,
A father with a long Mo of givis and
a wife and baby in & wagon drawn by
twe  bWrindie oxen passed  through
Mope, Ark. on (he way o Porte Rise,
to setile on & plees of land —Dalins
News,




