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CHAPTER II1.
nd of the cedar-walk [ took
iponition, lighted a clgar, aund
i wait ns patlently as I could,
“lovely evening in late June,
drowsy hum of the bees,
i with the breath of roses and
coming from the old Knglish
behind the walk, sent my
wandering back to another
| June, just a year ago, when
it on the same bench, burning
) and suspense, walting to
dair lady who had glven me
¥y to be my wife, We had
th other from childhood, and
Y sister's lifetime little Edith
‘almost as much with us as
illl. ] remember I had pro-
ber at the early age of four-
id had been favorably answered.
B, Paul” the young ludy had
:-};-i-'--. up her rosy lips for my
)i ' .' “I will marry you, as
8 eldest, and have asked me
n, when you're dead I'll
y, it he's good.”
yhie! rangement Arty-—at the
ging hopelessly in love with
8 Fronch governess, a black-eyed
B damsel of twenty-nine—
jgreed.
jat I saw nothing of her for
g8, My sister beginning to
ordered to the South of
gpent my holidays for some
her and my father
era; then I passed Into Sand-
pd, after that, I had five years
' regiment in India,
y meantime matters had not
hly at home. My handsome
‘Arthur, destined for the bar,
0 was supposed to have all the
the family, turned out to
gSperate scamp and an unmitl-
0¢ He disgraced himself at
then, throwing aside all sense
nt and decency, sowed the
prolific crop of wild oats ever
d in the sober and respectable
8 of the Dennyses of Colworth.
fo he hed reached his twenty-sec-
ar he had squandered two con-
ible fortanes—one left him by his
jer, whose favorite child he was—
y by his godfather, besides
Inging my poor father into a gulf
' that eventually hastened his
Hearing of his critical state
§ heavy troubles, I resigned my com-
fon and hurried home, only to find
alas, resting quietly in his grave,
my wretched brother an exile in
Ids of Australia, whither he had
to evade his creditors,
It was a very dreary home-return-
ing, and bitterly did I anathematize my
. precipitancy in giving up my profes-
slon to moon away my life at Colwarth
in solitude. Nearly all the “chums”
of my boyhood had “moved on" some-
how, except my immediate neighbors
at the Hall, the old General and his
nice; and I think, but for their kindly
reception, I should have started wan-
derlng again. The former [ found
in a very precarious state of heallh
and temper, the combined influences
of gout and unlimited brandy-water
making him a trying companion to
poor Kdith, who was however moat
patient with him, and as devoted as
any daughter could be.

At first 1 did not recognize in the
beautiful and graceful young lady who
greeted me so easily and kindly the
child I had played with years ago; but,
by degrees, landmarks of old times
cropped up, we found we had not for-
gotten each other in the least. I fell
head over heels In love with her at
once, and for weeks hovered about
her in a state of beatific suffering,
not daring to hope, and unable to
tear mysell away. Day after day I
told myself I had not the slightest
chance. Was she not the most beautj-
ful, charming, angelic creature in ex-
stence, besides belng the presump-
tive heiress of the old general's vast
wealth? Was not  every eligible
male (n the country my rival?  Yet,
1 stayed, and by degrees the delight-
ful, Intoxicating fact became clear,
even to my bewlldered senses, that she
showed more favor to me than to any

. other sultor. B8he had always a smile
of welcome and a Lright word for me,
and st times, when she belleved her-
gelf unobserved, | have caught her
Jovely blue eyes stealthily resting on

! me with a look of unmistakable af-
foction that fired wmy blood, and made
me-lose - my head for-the moment,

One day, driven to desperstion by
one of those stolen glances, | resolved
to try my fate and learn the best or
worst. She had gone to spend the
afternoon st the Rectory, her uncle

' told me, but would be back to dinner,
1 went to the cedar-walk, knowlag she

\ would retura by that way, and speut

‘ a feverish hour preparing for the at-
tack, composing heart-rendering ap-
peals, declarations of sternal devotion.
and yot the moment she slood belore
we in hor blooming beauty with a slim

hite fager held under her wose with
an inch
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of my moustachy, and sald
» besssehingly— "Oh Paul, dear boy, do

this wretehed thorn out for

A stupld little curste olly
N farther In, and it doss Bur
! all stored up eloquence weal
my head

sucossafully
rather clumaily

| 4

performed the opers
1 foll upon my Knees al har Bl
band, presand it 10
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my lips, as | stammered out rastur
ously--

“KEdith, Edith, my darling, 1 love
you—I love you, Oh, esay it s not
in vain! I —-"

Here 1 stopped in dumb dismay, for
Edith, with a look almost of horror,
hastily dragged her hand from me,
and, covering her erimson face with
it, eried hysterically

“Hush, hush--oh, please hush! You
~-you don’'t know what vou are say-
ing! Oh, this ix a drendful mistake!
I—I—thought yon knew--you had
guessed [-—[-"

“Loved some one else?’ 1 prompted
fiorcely.

She bent her head in asvent, her face
still buried In her bande,

“No, I did not guens,” | answered
hoarsely, after a short pause; "and |
think, Miss Stopford, if you review
your conduct to me during the last
two months, you will have to admit
you gave me little reason for arriving
at such a conclusgion. Who is he?' 1
demuanded roughly,

“I—1 ecan't tell you;, don't ask me,
Oh, Paul, dear old friend, won't you
try to forglve me?" she pleaded, 1ifting
her lovely tear-etalned fuce timidly to
mine. "I am go sorry, so sorry If 1
have pained you--I did not mean to in-
deed. [-—I thought you looked upon
me only as a sister whom you had
known-—"

“A glster!” 1 Interrupted, with a
harsh, loud laugh--"a sister! Edith,
can you look me In the face and say
you belfeved such a thing? No! 1
theught not"-—as she cowered away
from me instinetively., “You knew
what you were dolng well- well; but
you would not gpare ‘your dear old
friend’ one single pang-you would
drag him to your feet, and let your
heartless vanity batten on his ap-
gulsh! Oh, it was shameful! Ilad you
not a glut of vietims already?”

“Paul,” €he cried impulsively-and
there was a touch of deciglon in her
volee that sllenced me—"that is
enough; 1 will listen to no more-—let
me pags, please, One day you will be
sorry for thoge words-—on your bended
knees you will nsk my pardon!"

“Now, now, my dearest, my sweet-
est,” 1 Interrupted Impetuously, falling
down agaln before her, love overmas-
tering every other emotion, *“I will
ask your pardon a thousand times, {f
you will only give me one little word
of hope! Oh, Edith, if you knew how
I loved you, you-—you would pity me a
little!™

I had gefzed her dress, and wag kisa-
fog its limsy frilling wildly, when her
cool white hand waa laid on my brow,
and ghe whispered tenderly—

“I ecan't, T can't pity you. Paul
Don't you-—don't yon understand vou
have come too late?"”

CHAPTER 1V,

With an imprecation [ sprang to my
feet, cureing her for a coneummate
flirt, and left her gobbing and re-
proaching me for my wrath and
cruelty.

That night T went to town and tried
to drown despalr-In dissipation. At
the end of a forinight I had almost
persuaded myself I was cured, when,
one night at the opera, I saw her
seated beslde a voung fellow of whom
I had been vaguely jealous from the
beginning. l.ord Sandmouth's eailor
son, just returned from aea.

She was smiling on him as she had
emiled on me, and my jealousy broke
forth as flercely as ever. 1 could not
tell whether I loved or hated her most,
The next day | determined to put the
sea between her and me, but could
not at once decide to which side of the
globe 1 wounld steer-— whether to make
for Norway or the Nile, New York or
New Jerusalem, when | remembered a
commigsion, entrusted to me by a dy-

| ing friend in Indis some two years be-

fore, and | declded on fullling it be-
fore starting on a longer journey.

He had died of fever in the jungle,
and | was the only European with him
during his lineas, 1e hoad asked me
on my return home to flnd out if his
mother was still alive, deliver a pack-
age of letters Into her hand, beg her
forgivensss, nnd tell her how deeply
he regretted tholr long estrangement,
For fifteen years he had not seen or
heard of her, but he gave me her ad-
dress al thelr time of parting, In & re-
mote village on the rosst of Donegal.

After a weary rallway journey, and
many hours' painful jolting over milsa
of wild barren mountain, | found my
friend's wmother living in a desalate
farm-house halfway up » cragey peak
overlooking the sea, elght miles by
road from the nearest podi-lown and
a more disagresable, repeliont. harsh-

| toned old woman [t was never my -
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luck 10 come arfoss

It was with & feeling of repugnance
ihat | debiversd the podr fellow'y last
requiat fur forglvensss, hearing the
way she sough! to make spivitual vap
tal to herself out of his very death
and improve (he avcasion for my bene:
n

Vnearemonbwsly cutling a pharisa!
el phinse short, | was In the ast of
pising @ take my leave when a girl

Ihaush ".'.‘.‘ her aproa full wf freahly ‘" | ".“'.

potatoms, which she held oul e M
dasey (or (papeciion

“Mike vkl Juu B thiene, and wania |

to know If he's to go digging for the
market."”

With an Imperiovs gesture she si-
lenced the girl, motioning her to the
window, where, after the first startied
glapce In my direction, she sat quite
still, looking out to sea.

I resumed my seat half unconcemn-
edly, and gtared at the new arrival
with an interest quite unaccountable
to myselfl; certainly, her beauty did not
appeal to me, she did not even atrikeo
me a8 belng possesged of ordinary
pood looks, Her face was covered with
freekles and tanned by the sun, and
her halr fell In an unkempt mass
around her neck and shoulders; her
drevs was a coaree serge, nurelieved by
the sHghtest attempt at trimming or
ornament, While | looked, my
thoughts went back to Edith, on whose
fairness T had often feaeted, sitting in
the sunlight, as this girl was now, her
pretty fingers  wsparkling wilh dia-
monda, bangles and bracelets tinkling
muslcally on her wrists and mingling
with the goft frou frou of lace and silk
cach time she drew her needle through
the everlasting strip of oatmeal cloth,
Lace--could | Imagine such a texture
shadowing that child's little brown
fist fingering the clay-crusted pota-
toes on her knees! [ began to won-
der lazily who she was —-servant or re-
lation of the grisly chatelaine? -when
my surmises were brought to an
abrupt cloge, Mre. Casey's improving
oration had reached a rounded period,
and 1 was evidently expected to say
“Amen” and take my departure, chas-
tened and edified in spirit, 1 rose to
say good-by.

“You will have a charming after-
noon for your walk, Mr, Dennys,” she
sald, taking my hand with esome
alacrity, “Sitnated as you behold I
am, away from all civilization, I regret
it is not in my power to offer you even
the form of hospitality.,” When I had
murmured a hasty disclaimer she re-
sumed complacently, “But you wil
have a charming afternoon for your
walk: you eame from Ballykillagan,
did you not?"

“Yes, 1 walked thence—1 could find
no car in the village; it must be eight
or nine miles at the least.”

“Because you came by the road; by
the cliffs and acrces the Goat's Back
it's not quite five, Helen, my grand-
daughter here, will put you on the
track if you ke

1 gald I wonld llke, and the next
minute Helen and I were standing out-
side, | waited for a moment thinking
ghe would want hat, cloak, or sum-
shade, but, as she seemed to consider
Lercelf fully equipped, we started at
once acroes the sloping meadow Lhat
led to the brink of the cliff, where
ehe paused with shyly averted face,
pointed to a tiny sheep-track winding
round the const, hade me keep to that
until 1 had turned the third point, then
to steer inland jn a southerly direction
until 1 came to a ruined cabin,

Here 1 interrupted her, somewhat
aggrievedly, explaining that I was
quite n stranger In these parts, and
would ba sure (o lose myaelf if she did
not secompany me farther,

“Besldes,” | concluded tentatively,
“ag your grandmother impressed on
me, it certainly is lovely weather for
walking, and you have nothing par-
ticular to do this afternoon, have
vou?

“1 have nothing at all to do; If you
wish, I'll go with you as far as you
like,” sh answered, much to my gur-
prise, and starting at & break-neck
pace down the cliff.

(To be Continued.)
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NONPLUSED JOKERS.

One Verse of Voetry PFald for Robble
Barn's Dinner.

Here Is a story told of Robert Burns
in his youth, Burns was living in
the town of Ayr, and though still
voung had attalned more than a local
reputation as a poet, says the Newcas-
tle (England) Chronicle. One day he
was passing through the main street
of the town and saw two strangers sit-
ting at one of the inn windows, With
idle curlogity he stopped 1o look at
them. Seeing him and thinking that
the rustic might afford them some
amusetnent while waiting, the strang-
ers called him in and asked him to
dine with them. Burns readily ac-
cepted the invitation and proved a
merry, entertaining guest, When din-
ner was nearly finlshed the strangers
suggested that each should try his
hand at versemaking and that the one
who falled to write n rhyme should pay
for the dinner., They fell secure In
the challenge, belleving that their
rustic guest would pay for the meal
'he rhymes wers written and Burns
read the followiug: "1, Johuny Peep,
saw (wo sheep; (wo sheep saw me,
1ialf & crown aplece will pay for thelr
fleece, and 1, Johnny Piep, go free”
The strangers’ astunishment was groat
and they both exclaimed: “Who are
you? You wust be Robble Buras.”

Plossing the Mirds

A sclentist onee put an aulomatie
musical box oa the lawn, and spent
many hours walching the robbius,
biuebirds and other birds gathering
about 1. A leoking glase  put  up
where the birds can see (hemselves o
i, s also very aliractive, while & com-.
hination of & musical box and & look-
Ing Slase pleases (he birds mare than
anyihing else cie vould put wut for
thelr amusement

ae Frcopilon

“I beow there's & good deal sald
about sandy foundations, ' observed
[ the metaphysioal bogrder, “but sand
| makes Lhe beal foundation for & prise
BT abjested the argws
| mentative boarder, “you san't bulld »
|..ru- Aebt on anything Wul recha -
Uhienge Tribune,

TALMAGE'S  SKERMON.

“A WEDDING PRESENT,' LAST
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT,

“Thou Hast Glves Ma & Nuuth Tiad; Glve
Me Also Bprings of Waler

Gave MHer the U'pper snd Neibiar

Bprings.” ~Joahun 16 19,

The ity of Debir was the NDoston
of antiquity--a great pluce for braln
and books, Caleb wanted it, and he
offered his daughter Achsah as a prise

to any one who would capture that
city, It was a strange thing for Caleb
10 do: and yet the man that coula take

the city would have, at any rate, two
elements of manhood -bravery and
patriotism. Desides, | do not think

that Caleb was as foolleh in offering
hs daughter to the conqueror of e
bir, as thousande tn this day who seek
slllances for thelr children with those
who have large means, without any
reference (o moral or mental acquire-
ments. Of (wo evils, | wonld rather
measure happinese Ly the length of
the sword than Ly the length of the
pocket-book, In one case there is sure
to be one good clement of character;
in the other there may be none at all.
With Caleb’s daughter as a prize to
fight for, General Othniel rode into the
battle. The gates of Debir were thun-
dered Into the dust, and the city of
books lay at the feet of the conguerors,
The work,done, Othniel comes back to
claim his bride. Having conquered the
elty, it is no great Job for him to con-
quer the girl's heart; for however
faint-bearted a woman hergell may be,
she always loves courage In n man.
I never saw an exception to that, The
wedding festivity having gone by,
ihniel and Achsab are about to go to
thelr new home, However loudly the
cymbals may clagh snd the laughter
ring, parents are always sad when a
fondly-cberished daughter goes off to
stay: and Achsab, the daughter of
Caleb, knows that now is the time to
aek almost anything she wants of her
father, It seems that Caleb, the good
old man, had given as a wedding pres-
ent to his daughter a piece of land that
was mountainous, and sloping south-
ward toward the deserts of Arabia,
swept with some very hot winds, It
was called “a youth land,” But Achsah
wants an addition of property; she
wants a plece of land that 1s well
watered and fertile, Now it Is no won-
der that Caleb, standing amlidst the
bridal party, his eyes so full of tears
because ghe was going away that he
could hardly see her at all, glves her
more than she asks.
“Thou hast given me a south land;
give me also springs of water, And
he gave her the upper springs, and the
nether wprings.”

The fact 1s, that as Caleb, the father,
gave Achsah, the daughter, a south
land, so God gives to us the world. |
am very thankful he has given it to
us, But I am lke Achsah In the fact
that I am not watigfied with the por-
tion, ‘Trees, and flowers, and Erass,
and blue skies are very well in their
places; but he who has nothing but
this world for a portion has no portion
at all. It is a mountalnous laud, slop-
ing off toward the desert of morrov,
swept by flery slroccos; It is "a souch
land,” & poor portion for any man that
tries to put bis trust in it. What has
been your experience? What has been
the experience of every man, of every
woman that has tried this world for a
portion? Queen Elizabeth, amldst the
surroundings of pomp, is unhappy be-
cause the painter skelches (0o minute-
ly the wrinkles on her face, and she
indignantly cries out, “You must strilke

off my lkeness without any shadows!™

Hogarth, at the very height of his
artistic triumph, Is stung almost to
death with chagrin becausge the paint-
fng he had dedicated to the king does
not seem to be acceptable; for George
1. eries out, “Who is this Hogarth?
Take his trumpery out of my presence.”
Briusley Sheridan thrilled the ecarth
with his eloquence, but had for his last
words, "I am absolutely undone.”
Walter Scott, fumbling around the ink-
stand, trying to write, says to his
deughter, “Oh, take me back to my
room; there I8 np rest for 8ir Walter
but in the grave!' Stephen Girard,
the wealthiest man in his day, or, at
any rate, only second in wealth, says,
“l live the life of a galley-#lave; when
1 arise in the morning my one effort s
to work so hard that | ean sleep when
it gets to be night.,” Charles Lamb, ap-
plauded of all the world, In the very
midst of his literary triumph, says,
“Do you remember, !iridget, when we
used to laugh from the ghillh = gal-
lery st the play? There are now no
good plays to laugh at from the boxes.”
But why go so far as Lthat? | need o
go no farther than your street to find
an llustration of what | am saying.
Pick me out ten successiul  world.
lings -and you know what | mean by
thoroughly successful worldlings - pick
me out ten successful woildllugs, and
you can not fAnd more Lhan one that
looks happy. Care drags him to busl-
neas, care Arags him back, Take your
stand at two o'clock al the corner of
the streets and see the sgonised physi-
sgnomies, Your high oMeials, your
bankers, your insursnce men, your
importers, your wholesalers, and your
retallors, a8 & class -as & wlans, are
they happy ! No. Care dogs their steps
and, making no appeal 1o God for help
or combort, many of them are lossed
sverswhither. low has It been vith
you, my hearer? Are you mare (on-
teuted In (he house of fourtesn rocms
than you were In (he Lne roams you
had n & houwse when jou  staried?
Have you ol had e care and wor
rimant slaee you won that ARy thau
sand deliars than you 34 betore?
fome of the poorest men | have sver
known have bhesn (hase of great lar
e A wman of small means may

| left
And Me | ft.

She gald to him,.

put In great business strnits, bul the
ghastliest of all embarrasements Is
that of the man who has large cslates.
The men who commit sulclde because
of monetary losses are those who can-
not bear the burden any more, becanse
they have only Afty thousand dollars

On Boawling (ireen, New York, there
v a house where Talleyrand used to
g0. He was a favored man, All the
world knew him, and he had wealth
almost unlimited: yet at the close of |
his Tife he says: “Dehold, eighty-three
yYears have pasrsd withoul any prac
tienl result, save fatigue of body and
fatigne of mind, great discouragement
for the future, and great disgust for the
past.” Oh, my friends, this s & “soulh
land,” and It slopes off toward deseris
of sorrows: and the prayer which
Achsah made to her father Caleh we
make thix day (o our Father God:
“Thou hast glven me a south land;
Klve me also kprings of water, And he

| gsve her the upper springs, and the

nether nprings,”

Blessed be God! we have more ad-
vantages glven us than we can really
appreciate, We have spiritual bless-
jngs offered ug in this world which I
shall call the nether springs, and
glories in the world to come which I
whall call the upper springs.

Where shall 1 find words enough
threaded with light to set forth the
pleasure of religion? David, unable to

degeribe It In words, played It on a
harp, Mre,  IHemans, not finding
enongh power in prose, sings that
pralse In a eanto, Christopher

Wren, unable to deseriba it in lan-
guage, sprung L into the arches of 8L
Paul’'s., John Bunyan, unable to pre-
sent it In ordinary phraseology, takes
all the fascination of allegory. Han-
del, with ordinary musie unable to
reach the helght of the theme, rouscs
It up in an oratorio, Oh, there is no
Jife on earth so happy as & really
Christian )ife! 1 do not mean a sham
Christian life, but a resl Christian life,
Where there Is a thorn, there is &
whole garland of roses, Where there
Is one groan, there are three doxolo-
gles, Where there {5 one day of cloud,
there I8 a whole season of sunshine,
Take the humblest Christian man that
yon know —angels of God canopy him
with their white wings; the lightnings
of heaven are his armed allles; the
Lord is his Shepherd, picking out for
bim green pastures by still waters; ir
e walk forth, heaven {8 hix body-
guard; {f he He down to gleep, Indders
of 11ght, angel-blossoming, are let into
his dreams; If he be thirsty, the poten-
{ates of heayen are his cup-bearers; it
he- sit. down..to.foqd, his plain tablg
blooms into the King's banquet, Men
say, “Look at that odd fellow with the
worn-out coat;” the angels of God ery,
“LAft up your heads, ye everlasting
gates, and lat him come in!” Fastid-
fous penple cry, "Get off my front
steps!” the door-keepers of heaven
cry, “Come, ye blessed of my Father,
inherit the kingdom!"” When he comes
to dle, though he may be carried out
in & pine box to the potter's fleld, (o
that potter's fleld the charlots of Christ
will come down, and the cavaleade
will. crowd all the boulevards of
heaven, * * ¢

Man of the world! will you not to-
day make a cholce between these two
portions, between the “south land"” of
this world, which slopes to the deax-t,
and this glorfous Jand which thy Fath-
er offers thee, running with eternal
water-courses? Why let your tongu€
be consumed of thirst when there are
the peiher springs and the upper
springs; comfore here and glory here-
after?

“ou and | need somelhing better
‘thafi this world éan give us.  The fuct
is that It cannot glve us anyihing
after o while. 1t 18 a changing world,
Do you know that even the mountains
on the back of a thousand streams are
leaping Into the valley. The Alle-
ghanles are dying. The dews with
erystalline mallet are hammering away
the rocks. Frosts, and showers, and
lighinings are sculpturing Mount
Washington and the Catskllls, Niag-
ara Is every year digging for itself a
quicker plunge. The sea all around
the earth on its shifting shores is
makizg mighty changes In bar, and
bay, and frith, and promontory, Some
of the old sea coasts are midiand now,
Off Nantucket, elght feet below low-
water mark, are found now the stumps
of trees, showlng (hat the waves are
conguering the land. Parts of Nova
Scotla are sinking. Ships today sall
over what, only a littie while ago, was
solld ground. Near the mouth of the
#t, Crolx river ls an Island whieh, In
the movements of the carth, Is slowly
but certainly rotating. All the face
of tha earth changing--changing. In
1831 an lsland springs up in the Med|-
terranean ses. In 1864 another island
comes up under the observation of the
American consul as he looks off from
the heach. . The varth all the time
changing, the columus of a temple near
MWzoll show that the water has risen
nine feet above the place It was when
the columns were put down. Chang-
ing! Our Columbla river, once vaster
than the Minsissippl. fowing through
the great Awerican desert, which was
then an Bden of lusuriance, has now
dwindled 10 & small stream cresping
down (hrough & gorge.  The sarth
Itaell, that was once vapor, afierward
water nothing bot water- afterwara
molten roek, cooling off through ‘he
ages wntll plants might Mve, and an-
tmals might live, and men might live,
changing all the while, mow crum-
bling, now bivaking off.  The wsun,
burning down gradually in e sockel
Changing' changing! an intimation of
Ihe last great change 1o come wver
the world even lnfused lute the mind
of \he heathes wha has never seen (e
Hible  The Hindoos belleve that Hra-
mah, the creator, once made all things.
He created the waler, (hen moved aver
the waler, out of it lifted the land,

grew ihe planta, and anlmals, and

men ot it. Out of his eye went the
eun, Out of his lips went the fire.
Out of his ear went the alr, Then
Bramah lald down to sleep four thou-
sand tbhree hundred and twenty million
years. After that, they say, he will
wake up, and then the world will be
destroyed, and he will make It over
agauin, bringing up land, bringlog up
creatures upon it; then lylog down
ngain to sleep four thousand three
hundred and twenty milllon years,
then waking up nnd destroying the
world again-— creatlon and demolition
following earh othey, until after three

i hundred and twenty sleeps, each on#
| of these slumbers four thousand three

hundred angd twenty milllon years
long, Hramah will wake up and dle,
and the universe will die with him-—-
en intimation, though very faint, of
the great change to come upon this
physleal earth spoken of In the Bible.
But while Bramah may sleep, our Uod
never slumbers nor sleeps; and the
heavens shall pass away with a great
nolse, aud the elements shall melt with
fervent heat, and the earth and all
things that arve therein shall be burned
up.

“Well,” says somo one, “if that is
80; If the world {s golng from one
thange to another, tnen what I8 the
Use of my tolling for its bettermentr”’
That is the polnt on which 1 want to
guard you., I do not want you to be-
come misanthrople, It s A great and
glorious world, 1f Christ could afford
to wpend thirty-three years on it for
Its redemption, then you can afford to
toll and pray for the betterment of the
nations, and for the bringing on of
that glorious time when all people
#hall wee the salvation of God, While,
therefore, 1 want to guard you against
misanthrople notlons in respect to this
@nbject | have presented, 1 want you 1o
take this thought home with you: This
world is a poor foundation to bulld on.
It Is a changing world, and It i3 &
dying world. The shifting scenes and
the changing sands are only emblems
of all earthly expectation. Life s very
much like this day through which we
have passed, To many of us it {s storm
and darkness, then wsunshine, storm
and darkness, then afterward a little
sunshine, now again darkness and
storm. Ob, bulld not your hopes upon
this uncertain world! Bulld on Uod.
Confide in Jesus. Plan for an eternal
resldence at Christ's right hand, Then,
come slckness or health, come joy or
sorrow, come life or death, all is well,
all 1s well,

In the pame of the God of Caleb,
and his daughter, Achsah, 1 this day
offer you the "upper springs” of un-
fading and everlasting rapture,
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JIM HEARD CHARLES DICKENS.

And e #ald the Audiepce Was Veory
s,

Jim was a student at Yale in the lat-
ter '60%, und so was In New Haven
when Charles Dickens gave publie
rendlngs in that city from nls own
works, ways the New York Times, Jim
neglected many of the privileges the
college offered (o him, but he had sense
enough to take advantage of the op-
portunity to hear Dickens, The mas-
ter's Interpretations were a revelation
to Jim and to this day he has not lost
the deep Impression they mads upon
him. The Young Women's Dickeus
club of Bozvilie somehow recently
learned these facts and a cordlal invi-
tatlon was promptly sent to Jim to
meet the club and give his recollections
of Mr, Dickens. The Invitation was
accepted and Jim, who s a good talker
and not a bit shy, simply dellghted his
auditors with his description of Mr.
Dickens as A man and a really eloguent
estimate of him as a reader. He told
what a wonderful actor he wag and
how a strange new light was shed up-
on his characters by the revelation of
his own conception of them., From
generalization Jim came finally to par-
tlcularization and was telling of the
wonderful effect produced by the rapid
changes of tone of volce as Mr, Dick-
ens was reading from the “Christmas
Carol.,” Jim sald there was a susplelon
of Yuletide in the atmosphere ns the
reader introduced the benevolent old
gentleman, who had come to Ebenezer
Serooge for a Christmas contribution.
He then described the tremendous ef-
fect of the sudden transition of the
harsh, metailic voice of Scrooge, as
that “elutehing, grasping, covetous old
sinner” surlily asked whether there
were no longer any workhouses, “The
audlence was g0 still"” sald Jim, “The
pudience was so still that you might
have—might have picked up a pin.”
And Jim, utterly unconsclious how he
had spolled his elimax, continued wse-
renely on, albeit not a little puzaled at
the smiling faces before him

Passlag of the Fumily ikl

The “Decadence or Passing of the
Family Bible” ‘These words mean
much more (han appears on the sur-
face. Every man and woman remem-
bers the ploasure and pride which he or
she felt in the large family Dible In
thelr childhood days Hemembering
this, have you stopped to think for a
moment how few large family Bibles
are in evidence today? M) attention
having been called 1o this, curfosily
prompted me Lo make Inyuiries of the
manager of one of the most prominent
religious publishing houses in the olty,
“The demand for the large book grad-
ually ceased during ke last decnds, '
be sald. "It s no longer considered
ihe thing to have & handsoine family
Nible ar the principal ornament of the
parior table.  lu the Brat plece, the
records which wers once made In W
are now registersd.  The slae whiea
bas wow taken Ils place s & serviceable
one with gowil maps, Oexible cuvers
and sxcellent print. 1 is golteon up M
lons expense. and it in bow considersd
proper for every member of the family
o have an Individual Mible, insiead of
depeuding  wpon the large, wawisliy
volume of aur grandfathers ™
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