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CHAPTER 1V.—(Continued.)

“Was it anything, dearia?” She ut-
tored an exclamation as she'Had Bllie
bell's white face, 27T hd Deers—tHod ro
Eolng to attack us, Bluebell? 1s that
iy

“No, no, auntie—not
know," said the girl, ‘With an attempt
s wan smile,  “AL lpasl, that wasn’|
what d¥dSwartedf Bl Bon't ask me
tonight, auntle, I'm tired, Good night.”
Miss Elizgabeth was all of mother sho
hadd ever known,

“Good night, Qod kgep you, dearie’l
the elder Woman Whispored,  Hed
words remained with Blueboll after sie
had shut herself into her room.

God keep her! There was One 1o
whom' she shonld ‘turn now Yor Welp 'In
this most terribleverials of hersyounis
life. Bluebell threw herself on  her
knees, burying her face in her hands.

Oh, God, shdw Kot wiial was  “thd
right’ thiak (o do." "Hhip her, ol, God)
for therq wag, pp othey whq could tell
her what she must do!

Save her father from the ctonse-
quences of a dnlHmrule,g}-lmv v m'.ll!ng
heddelf to this scountiyel!” t wits a
fearfnl sacrifice! Did God demand 16
of her? Nay, would she be (olng right,
In making (t? Blucbell wag 8  good,
sweet, true-hearted girl, 8She had al-
wiys shown respect and affection for
the most unlovable man who was her
father, even when he was least worthy
of respect; but she had an  unusual
amount of common sense for a young
glrl, and was not likely to be betrayed
into  any senlimental and maudlin
course of actions—~ ows .

As she knelt there a sudden thought
came o Bluebell, bringing the warm
blood in a palpltating wave over the
pallor of her white face, and quicken-
ing the throbs of her heart that had
been beating so.low and despaivingly,
IL was the thought of Adair Rothes.

“If he were only hero,” Bluebell $aid
to herself, T think he would help me.
Ho sald he was my friend.!" ¢

Her thoughts wanderpd  from | the
terrible erlsis of the moment to the
brief time of happiness in the after-
noon when 'Rotheg had firat met her.
It had not lasted lopg, that was true;
but somehow the memory of Rothes'
clasp of her hand, of his long look into
her eyes, brought a kind of brief
swoeetness Into Bluehell's heart, which
even the pain and sorrow of the pres-
ent could not quite blot out,

When she rose from her knees her
mind was quile made up.

“I mhall not marry that man,"” she
saild, and her eyes were full of m
sitrange, deep determination. It wonld
nol make dad’'s 8in the less if 1 did so,
It would be a sin on my parl to marry
a man like that, [t would be adding
sin to sin. Dad must escape, but it
will be in some other way. [ will help
him toido so. He must escape to Bng-
land, and auntie and [ will carry on
the farm here” - .

#0 far as |

_This determinatipn . brought a cer-

tain restfulness to Bluebell,
dresged, got into, bed, and. preseutly
went to sleep, though it wad''n sleép
disturbed by troubled dréams of Hoers
aftacking Netw' Kelsd, setttug frd (b
it, and tylng ‘up all its oveupants to
sfakes’ 1w order; that they mighit be,
burnt also, o0 it . a1

Adam Leslie had a worse night than
his daughtor. He wag op at daybreak
and riding over bis farm. . As he was
returning about 7 &'cloek e saw a tall,
dark figuve approaching him on' horse-
back. He recognized It at owuce, and
his heart sank, : ,

Moore rode guickly up to him.. Mr.
Leslie could see some excitement on
the usually dark, impassivie face.

“Nows, Loslie—greal news!™ he ex-
claimed, as he came close to the other
man, and flung himsell off his horse.
“Dilsten, man: but frst”"—he  dropped
hig volce—"what of my love affair.
How have yon succeeded with the Tittle
bride-elect 2"

Lieslie's rublennd face blagebhed, bul
he endeavored to: put on an air of as-
AUrancsa,

“My dear Moore, she will
rolind; 1 am not afrald of that
COUTEe you must allow for a little re-
luctance at first; but thers Isn't the
slightest fear but she will give in. But
you'll give ug a day or two more of
grace, will you not?”

MHis tone of nhject entreaty told more
thgn his words did to the keon ear of
Gernld Moore, who turned agide for a

come
Or

tomont, and passed his hand over his [*oathe and fear

Hps as A€ to' conceal thelr expression.
“Yes, I will glve you a day or two
more,” he sald presently, "for there's
some work before you, Mr. Leslie, if,
a8 1 think, you feel inclined to tell
something which the Writish general
at ‘Tadysmith would give his ears to
know. In a few days some of the
higgest men on the Boecs' side may
be mpde prisopers. Ha! is that not
tidings worth hearing? 1 could give
the information myself, but I wish you
1o have the chance of a little glory,
and also of a pecuniary reward. You
do not need to sell this Information
under geveral, bundred poundas'

Tho pxﬁlpf,,‘.Ad:;m Lealle gllatongd.
Avaries was. one of the man's bhesel-
ting Rtﬁ.’i.m,!t Wwas the haste to be rich
which had: laoded him in the net of
the ]Jllliﬁp#i‘l:w~_ rerald Moare,

He grasped Moore's arm

“And you ean give mg this informi-
tion—1?7 Foropity's saled, let we know
ell, ¥Moore"

The other man bhent his head, and

She un-'

['oft his drunken fit.

 sullen

for a few minutes spoka In a low hut
dellberste and distinet yoles Leslin
drank In every wori [Hia hatred of
the Boers was only equaled by his Inst
for gold, and the two passions, seeing
a way to be aatlafed renderad
hig rubleund face agitated and con-
vitlsed with emotion

“You are willing to Inform?
go, and at once!™ exclalmed Moore,
UNot 4 moment Is to be lost! (Ib ls
utterly Impossible that the Informa.
tlon can be ecarried to Ladysmith ina
any other way. 1 golemnly assure you
that pno one elus knows it but myself.
Yoil can reach Ladysmith by 9 o'clock,
So then, without more nde, go!"

As Adam Leslis, Ml of ‘the deslgn
that was to deliver the very leaders
of the Hooer army Into the: hands of
the enemy, hurrled within his stead-
ing, the other man looked after him
with a smile. /

“Ho-you have worked fnto my hands,
friend Leslie,” he muttered. And he
rulibed these usaful members together
a3 If Leslie were lterally between
them.

"Now my path will he ensy, + Yes,
my c¢charming Bluebell, vou will find
ierald Moore |8 capable of revenge as
wall ag love!" And he laughed., “And
if you will not yield to persnasion, my
dear young lady, why, thon, we must
neods try fores!™

he re,

Then

CHAPTER V.

Blnebell had come down prepared to
give her father her answer, and to
maké her proposal to him, in the
morning; but to her surprise and con-
sternation, she learned that he had
gone off on horseback, no one knew
whither, not saying when he should
return,

“It was Sam who saw him go,"” suid
Misa Ellzabeth, fn a frightened tone,
“and he says he went in the direction
of Ladysmith; but of course he may
be going much farther than that—hae
may- be going by train. Do you know
nothing about {t, Dluebell?

_ Blusbell shook her Lead, She was
morp. put about even than her aunt by
this new move, What conld it mean?"

“Dear auntie, you're not afraid of
the Boerd, are you? They have never
done us any harm, why should they
now? Though they are fighting with
Britons, It I8 wilh British soldiers
armetl” thembelvies, not' with helpless,
junarmed people, especlially women."
| The day passed, the women going
about their usual avocations; but
Adam Leslie did not return. It was
not till late in the evening that he rode
at a hard pace up the avenne and into
[tho steading, right up undecneath the
stoop or veranila, Bluebell went down
to. meet him, then turned away with a
shudder, for she could gee e was deep-
Iy finghed and his eyes blazing, while
{he staggered slightly as he got off his
horse, | il

“Sam!" eried Bluebell to the Zulu
servant  who v had  apppeared at the
gound of the horse's hoofs, "take my
father's horse. Father, take my!arm,"”
ghe sald, In a low volee.

Bot he flupg her off with an oath.

MAway into the house! * You dare o
digobedient creature, and T will have
nothing to do with you!" he snarled.
He himself staggered Into the sitting
room, where he lay down on a couch
and fell asleeep, without even remov-
ing his great riding boots,
| Bluelell could not speak to hini that
might.  She crept away. bitterly hu-
miliatad and distressed; and Miss
Elizabeth came in and endeavored to
comfort her; Imt it was such comlort
a5 one who Is [gnorant of the real na-
ture or depth of a wound can give,

By the morning her father had slept
Bluahell managed
to gaet a few minutes alone with him
after breakfast, during which he was
and ‘silent, not exchanging n
word with the women

Bad ng Adam Lieslie wasg, he had still
o fow I1|.~a|it‘n-u of n gentleman, and
one of these told him that he had beon
guilty of a bage-nnd dishonorable act
in sellling the information which was
to betray the Boer leaders into the
hands of an enemy.

“Father, | must speak to you for a
minute,” Bluebell sald, very pale but
very determined. "I have been think-
ing over what you sald last night |
cannotl do what you wish, 1t wonld he
A orime to sell mysell to a man 1
But—but yvon must

escape, This Is the time to do it, when
all the country s in confusion, and
prople are leaving every day. You

must go down to Darban aod get to
England, Aunt Elizabeth and 1 shall
stay on here, and we can send vou the
money we make. The only thing we
bave to do s to throw Mr, Moore off
the scent.”

He had been glaring at her with a
look that vagnely terrified Bluebell up
to this moment. Now he interrupted
her In a hoarse, sullen tone

“You are mad, chlld!  You don't
know whal you are talking about! 1
am not golng to escape, or 1o do any
such thing, in the mmantime, As for

you, you will ‘have to make up your
mind sooner or later o marey Gerald
Moore; but he s not golng to insist
it ance.  You will have a week or two |
in which to aceustom yoursell to the |

idea thut seems 30 igscrecable o
you '
He turned without another word,

and walked out of the room. Blucshal!

with mingled
henrt

ey

lootked aftor him,
) homilistion In

Hoe had not always like this
Bluehell eould remember her early
yoars of chililbiood in far-off Seot-
land when n sweel-faced Lirown-
hatred woman ruled houss, and
Adam Laeslle had been as different
from what he was now as day la from
night,

Then the sgwest mother had died,
ind Loslle had besn toroned out of the
inheritance ho hod thought would be
his, by a cousin, long supposad to be
dead, turnlng up; and, In o sullen, de-

agony

the

flant mood, the man had sot off for
South Africa, taking hia slater with
im, The passion for making money
hatd entered his heart, which ssemad
to have no longer any sweet home
affection to soften It slnce his wife
died; and he had become harder and
more sullen and more Immersed in
money muoking unptil this fearful end

had come.

A day or two passed. Gerald Moors
geemed to have disappeared, and Blue;
hell began to breathe more froeely,
Porhaps, after all, he was not 8o bad
as she had thonght; perhaps her evi-
dent aversion to the idea of marrylng
him had offended him, and decldod
him to act a more marciful part than
he had at first Intended

Meantime, too, they had heard no
further news of the Invading Boera,

One nlght Blueball had gone to her
aown room rather earller than usual,
She had had a headache—an uncom-
mon allment with her—and, saying to
her aunt that she felt sure that there
was a thunderstorm coming, she bade
her good-night and went to bed: but
for a long time she could not sleep,

The night was very hot—an unusual
thing at that season, when, though
the days are swelteringly warm, the
nights are correspondingly cold—and
there was the strange stillness In the
air which precedes o thunderstorm.
Blueball lay waiting for the first sud-
den clap of thunder, the first dazzling
blaze of lightning, all her nerves un-
strunig, not by fear, but by the over-
charged electricity In the alr, and her
own throbhing temples,

At last Bluabhell’s ears, strained to
cateh any nolge, detected a strange
throbbing sonnd; but it seemoed to be
vary far away. [t was certainly not
the rumbling of thunder., Was it a
real gound, or dld it exist only in her
fancy, in the throbbing tympanum of

her ear? DBluebell lay still and lis-
tened,

No, it was no fancy! She heard It
again, and this times more distinet.

It wag the sound of horaes' hoofs—of
many horses’ hoofs—Bluebhell  well
knew, though the nolse produced was
not that of several distinet sounds,
but of one galloping along the wagon-
path of the veldt.

Bluebell started up in bed, a sudden
trembling seizing her. The Boers! Of
cdourse it was the Boers! She d1d not
Have a danbt on the subject. But In
what direction were they golng, Ah!'
they were coming towarids New Kelso!
She could hear thelr horses approach-
lug every moment.

Almost mechanically Bluebell threw
hersell out of bed and dressed herself
auickly, then thrust her feet Into her
slippers.  All the honse was silent. [t
was about 1 o'clock in' the morning,
and every one was In bed, Should
ghe go to wake them? Bluebell hesi-
tated,  Perliaps the horsemen would
pass right on; they must be going
towards '.'lil_\:ﬂﬂlilh. Was it not bot-
ter that her father should sleep on in
Ignorance that the hated Boers
40 near. 1f he knew of thelr prox-
imity, who conld tell what bad step
his hatred of them might Induce him
o take?” .

Bluebell determined to remaln whera
she was and wateh, She stood belhind
the mustn durtains, which alone pro-
tectedd the unshuttered wihdow, watch-
inz. TFler heart

were

heat fast and un-
evenly, and nervous 1ittle shoots of
piin ran through the palms of her
hands.

(To be contlnned.)

With the Eyes of Faith,

Some iden of amatenr pholography
as it wag In its early days may ho
gathered from an incldent which the
late Bishop Walsham How contliled to
Iis note Bafore he became o
bighop he used to call the
old men of the parfsh on New Yeoear's
day, and on one oveasion he Jisplayed!
to his gnests a photogranh of two ald
men who had long worked at the rec-

book,

toEel hor

tory, They were photogranhel :n
their working clothes, one with a
spade and the other holding a little
tree as I about to plant &, A very

deaf old man, Richard Jones, took the
plintograph in his hands, and looking

at it sald “Beautiful! Beautiful!"
So the rector shouted; *Who are thov,
Richard 2" “Why,” he aald, “ita

Abrabam effering up Isasc to be gac-
rificed!” The rector tried o undeceive
him, and as the old men who had bheon

photographed were sitting  opposile
him, he sald; “"You'll see them betfurg
yau if  you'll look np” Richard
smiled serenely but all he saild was
“"Yoen, yea, 1 aeps ‘em before me—hy
falth!”—Youth's Companion,
Prophiotie,
Mrs. Bingo—"You went to Mickle-

man, the palmist, didn't you? And how

was he?" Mrs. Kingley—"Wonderfui!

His powers of divination are veally

marvelous.”" What did he gay?" “He

gald 1 would be without a cook for

nearly ¢ month."—Detroit Frep Pross
1ts Denwbae ks,

“Dreadiut!’ ‘exclaimed Cholly A glo

mane a8 he looked at an old painting
where the costumes included dounblet
and hose,  “IUs pleturesque.”  “'Per
hups But how could a man roll up

his trousers ke they do in London?’

Washington Star

TALMAGE'S  SERMON.

FEWARDS OF ENDEAVOR SUN-
DAY'S SUBJECT.

From the Followlng ‘Text "1 Hoave
Finlshed ths Work Which Thou Gavest
Mo to Do John XVIL, 4 The Frults

of Well. Won Vietary.

[Copyright, 1000, by Louls Klapach,]

There Is a profound satsfaction In
the completion of anything we have
undetaken. We lft the capstone with
exnltatlon, while, on the other hand,
there is nothing more disappointing
than after having tolled in a certaln
direction to find that our"time is wast-
ed and our Investment profitless,
C*hrist came to throw up a highway on
which the whols world might, if it
chose, mount into heaven, Hae did It
The foul mouthed crew who attempted
to tivad on him could not extinguish
the sublime satisfaction which he ex-
pressed when he aaid, *1 have finished
tha work which tholi gavest me to
do.*"

Alexander the Great was wounded,
and the doctors conld not medicate his
woundsand he seemed to he dyingansd
In his dream the slck man saw a plant
with a pseuliar flower, and he dream-
ol that that plant was put upon hla
wound and that ifmmediately it was
cured, And Alexander, waking from
hiis dream, told this to the physician,
and the physiclan wandered out until
he found just the kind of plant which
the glek man had described. brought
it to him, and the wound was healed,
Well, the human race had been hurt
with the ghastliest of all wounds—
rhat of gin. It was the business of
Christ to bring a balm for that wound
—tha balm of divine restoration. In
carrying this buslness to a success-
ful issue the difficulties were stupen-
dous,

The Spiettual Upbullding.

In many of our plans we have our
friends to help us; some to draw a
gsketch of the plan, others to help us
in the execution. But Christ fought
every inch of his way against bitter
hostility and amid clrcumstances all
calenlated to depress and defeat.

In hia father's shop no more Inter-
course was necessary than Is ordinar-
{ly necessary In bargalning with men
that have work to do; yet Chrigt, with
hands hard from use of tools of trade,
was called forth to becoms a publie
apeaker, to preach In the face of mobs,
while some wept and some shook their
fists and some gnashed upon him with
their teeth and many wanted hlm out
of the way.
respectful assemblages Is not s0 easy
a8 It may geem, but It requires more
energy and more force and more con-
centration to address an exasperated
mob. The villagers of Nazareth heard
the pounding of his hammer, but all
the wide reaches of eternity ware to
hear the stroke of his spiritual up-
bullding,

S0 also the habits of dress and dlet
were against him. The mighty men of
Christ's time dl4 not appear in appare!
without trinkets and adornments,
None of the Caesars would have ap-
peared in citizen’s apparel. Yat hera
waa a man, here was a professed king,
who always wore the same coat. In-
deed, it was far from shabby, for after
he had worn it A long while the gam-
blers thought it worth raffling about,
but still it was far from being an
{mperial robe. It was a coal that any
ordinary man might have worn on an
ordinary oceaslon. 3

Neither was there any pretension la
his diet, No cupbearer with golden
challee brought him  wine to drink
On the seashore he ate filsh, first hav-
ing broiled It himself. No one fetched
him water to drink; but, bending over
the well in Samarin, he begged a
drink. He sat at only one banquet,
and that not at all sumptuous, for to
relleve the awkwardness of the hoat
one of the guests had to prepare wine
for the company.

Man Without a Diploma.

All this wasa against Christ. So the
fact that he was not regularly gradu-
ated was against him. If & man come
with the diplomas of colleges and
schools and  theologleal seminarles,
and he has lUeen throngh foreign trav-
el, the world [s disposed to listen. Bt
here wns a man who had graduated
at no college, had not in any acad-
emy by ordinary msans learned the
alphabet of the language he spokeand
yet he proposed to talk, to Instruct in
gubjects which had confounded the
mightiest intellects, John says: “The
Jowa marvaled, saying, How hath this
man letters, haviog never learned?"
We, in our day, have found out that
a man without a diploma may know
as much as a man with one and that
a college can not transform a slug-
gard into a philcsopher or a theolog-
feal seminary teach a fool to preach.
An empty head after the liwying on of
hands of the preabytery s empty still.
But it shocked all existing prejudices
in thoge olden times for a man with
no schplastiv pratensions and no grad-
pation from o learned uztitution to set
himself up for a teacher. It was
aguinst him

So also the brevity of his life was
against him, He had not come to what
we call mid-life. But very few men do
# ¥thing before 33 years of age, and
yet that wus the point  at
Christ's life terminated, The first 15
vears you take in nursery and school
Then it will take vou six years to get
into pecupation ar  profession
I'hat will bring you te 21 years. Then
it will take you ten years at least to
gt established life work
the mistakes vou have made
mun at 33 years of age gets
pstablished In his life work he

exception, 14 that s the

your

i your -
recting
If any
fully
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whileh | o
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point at whichk' Christ's life "termin-
atod.
“Messsd Are the Poor™

Popular opinion  declared In those
fays, ""Blesgasd s the merchant who
lhas a eastle down on the banks of
Laka Tiberias" This young man
alel, “Blessed are the poor.'* Popular
opinion sald in thoss days, "Blessed

are those who live amid statuary and
fountains and gardens and congratu-
‘ations and all  kinds of festivity.”
This young man responded, ""Blessed
wre they that mourn.'” Publle opinlon
in those days sald, “Blessed ia the Ro-
man eagle, the fAap of wiose wing
alartles nations and the plunge of
whose iron beak Infilcts eruelty upon
It4 enemies.” This young man re-
sponided, “Blessed aro the merelful”
Popular opinton said, “An eyns for an
fye, o tooth for a tooth.” In other
words, if a man knocks your eye out
knock hls out., If a man breaks your
tooth break his. Retort for retort, sar-
casm for sarcasm, Irony for irony, per-
secution for persecution, wound for
wound, Christ sald, “Pray for them
that desplitefully use vou." They look-
ed at his eye. It was llke any other
man's  eye, except perhaps more
speaking, They felt his hand, made
of bone and muscle and nerves and
flesh, just like any other hand. Yet
what bold treatment of subjects,what
supernatural demands, what strange
doctrine! They felt the solld earth
under them, and yet Christ sald, “I
bear up the pillars of this world.” They
looked at the moon. He sald, “1 will
turn it Into blood.” They looked at
the sea. He said, “I will hush it"
They looked at the stars. He sald, “I

will shake them down llke untimely
figs." Did ever one s0 young say
things so bold? It was all against
him.

After the battle of Antletam, when
a4 general rode along the lines, al-
thongh the soldiers were lying down
oxhausted, they rose with great en-
thusiasm and huzzaed. As Napoleon
returned from his captivity hia first
step on the whartf shook all the king-
doms, and 250,000 men flocked to hls
standard, It took 3,000 troopa to
watch him in his exlle. So there have
been men of wonderful magnetism of
person. But hear me while I tell you
of a poor young man who came up
from Nazareth to produce a thrill
which has never been exelted by any

other. Napoleon had aronnd him the
memories of Marengo and Ansterlitz

and Jena, but here was a man who had
fought no battles, who wore no epaul-
ots, who brandished no sword., He had
probably never seen a prince or shak-
¢n hands with a nobleman. The only
extraordinary person we know of as
belng in his company was his own
mother, and she was so poor that in
the most dellcate and solemn hour
that comes to & woman's soul sha was
obliged to lje down among drivers
grooming the beasts of burden,

The Question of Lincage.

I imagine Christ one day standing In
the streets of Jerusalem. A man de-
scended from high lineage is standing
beside him, and says: “My father was
a merchant prince, He had a castle an
the beach in Galilee, Who was your
father?" Christ answers, “Joseph, the
carpenter,” A man from Athens s
standing there unrolling hisg parch-
ment of graduation and says to Christ,
“Where did you go to school?" Christ
answers, "l never graduated.” Aha,
the ldea of such an unheralded voung
man attempting to command the at-
tentlon of the world! As well some
ittle fishing village on Long Island
shore attempt to arralgn New York.
Yet no sooner does he set foot in the
towns or cities of Judaea than every-
thing i8 In commation, The people go
out on a plenle, taking only food
enough for a day, yet are so faacinat-
@1 with Christ that at the risk of
atarving they follow him out into the
wilderness. A nobleman falls down
flat before him and says, “My daughter
is dead." A beggar tries to rub the
dimness from his anil  says,
“lLord, that my eyes may he opened.”
“A poor, sick, panting woman presses
throngh the crowd and says, 'l must
touch the hein of his garment.” Chil-
dren who love thelr ,mother better
than any one else struggle to get into
niz arms, and to kigs his cheek, and
to run thelr fingers through hls halr,
fur ail time potting Jesus so0 in
love with the little ones that there is
hardly a nursery In Christendom from
which he does not take one, saying,
“1 must have them, 1 will fill heaven
with these, for every cedar that 1 plant
in heaven 1 will have 50 white lilles,
In the hour when 1 was a poor man
in Judaea they were not ashamed of

eyes

me, and now that T have come to a
throne I do not despise them. Hal!
it not back, O weeping mother! Luy

it on my warm heart. Of such is the

kingdom of heaven."

Victary Over Nature,
See him victorious over the forees of
nature, The sea is a crystal sepuleher,
It swallowed the Central American,
the President and the Spanish armadda
a8 easlly as any fiy that ever floated
on it. The infand lakes are fully as
terrible in thelr wrath., Some of us
who have sailed on It know that Lake
Galilee, when aroused in a storm, is
overwhelming and yet that
crouchod in his presence, and
his feet. He knew all the waves
the wind, When he beckoned
vame. When he frowned, they
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water. Maedieal
great changes in

disopsed

tion on the solidifed
sclence has wroughi
rheumatie Hmbs and
but when the muscles

hlood,

are entirely

flea, | _°
made no Indenta- | Tey vama this morning and sult very

withered no humuan power can reators |
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is dead, But here 1s a paralytic—his |
band lifeless, Christ suys o hLim
"Streteh  forth  thy band,"” and e
stretehes (b forth,

In the eye Infirmary how many dis

opgvd 4% that delleate aorgan have been
cured? But Jesans says to ona bliad,
“Ba apen!” and the light of heaven
rushes Lthrough zates that bavo never
hepore beon opened, The [rost or an

nx may kil a tree, but Jesus smites
one dead with a waord. Chemistry
may do many wonderful things, but

what chemist at 4 wedding when the
wine gave out could chaopge a pall of
waterinto acaskof wine? What human
volea eould command a school of fish?
Yot here |8 8 volea that marshals the
gealy tribes, untll in a place where
they had let down the net and pulled
it up with no fish in it they lat it down
agnin, agd the disciples lny holil and
began to pull, when by reason of the
multitude of Ash the pet Lroke, Na-
ture lg his servant. 'The Howers—he
twistod them Into his sermons; the
winds—they were hie lullaby when be
glept In the boat; the raln—Iit hung
glitteringly on the thick follage of tho
parables;: the star of Dathlehem—it
sang a Christmaa earol over his birth;

the rocks—they heat a dirge at s
death, Behold hla victory over the
grave! The hinges of the family vault

become vary rusty bocanse they are
neveropened except to take anotherin,
There {8 a knob on the outside of the
door of the sepulcher, but nona on the
inslde. Here comes the conqueror of
death. He enters that realm and says,
“Daughter of Jeirus, sit up!® and she
sits up. To Lazarus, “Come forth!”
and he came forth, To the widow's
son he said, *Get up from that bler!"
and he goes home with his mother,
Then Jesus snatched vup the keys of
death and hung them to his glrdle
and eried until all the graveyards of
the earth heard him, “O Death, I
will be thy plague! O Crave, 1 will be
thy destruction!”

The Supernaturnl Nuture.
No man could go through all the ab-

stacles I have described, you say,
without having a nature super-
natural. In that arm, amid its mus-

cles and nerves and bones, were In-
tertwisted the energles of omnlipo-
tence. In  the syllables of that volee
there was the emphasis af the eternal
God, That foot that walked the deck
of the ship In Gennesarct shall
stamp kingdoms of darkness into de-
molition. This poverty struck Christ
owned Aungustus, owned the sanhe-
drin, owned Tiberias, owned all tha
castles on {ts beach and all the skies
that looked down Into ity water, own-
ed all the earth and all the heavena.
To him of tho plain coat belonged the
robes of celestial royalty. He who
walked the road to Emmmans the light-
nings were the fire shod steeds of his
charlot, Yet there are those who look
on and see Christ turn water i(nto
wine, and they say, "It was sleight of
hand!"” And they see Christ ralse the
dead to life, and they say, “Easlly ex-
plained; mnot really dezd; playing
dead.” And they see Christ giving
sight to the blind man, and they say,
“Clairvoyant doctor.” Oh swhat shall
they do on the day when Christ rises
up in judgment and the hills shall
rock and the trumpets shall call, peal
cn peal?
Christ & Sympathizer,

My subject also reassures us c! the
fact that in all our struggles we hava
a sympathizer. You cannot tell Christ
anything new about bardship. 1 do not
think that wide ages of eternity wiil
take the scars from hls punctured side
and his lacerated temples apd his sore
hands. You wlll never have a bur-
den welghing so many pounds as that
burden Christ carried up the bloody
hill, You will never huve any suffer-
Ing worsge than he endnred, when with

tongue hot and cracked and Inflamed
and ewollen, he moaned, 1 thirst.”
You will never be surrounded by

worse hostility than that which stood
around Christ’'s feat, foaming, revil-
ing, livid with rage, howling down his
prayers, and snufing up the swell of
blood, O ye [faint hearted, O yo
troubled, O ye persgciuted one, here 3
a heart that can sympathize with you!

Ahead of Americen,

1 know it would be wrong to explain
our being three years aheaill of a New
England bhoy merely from the scholar-
ly preparation of our teachers, saya
Professor Hugo Munsterberg. A
ond factor, which is hardly less im-
portant, stands clear before my mind,
too; the help which our school found

A=

in our homes, [ do not mean that wa
wore helped  In our work, but the
teachers were silently helpad by Lhe
spirit whivh prevalled In our homosy
with regard to the school work., The
sehool had the rlght of way., our par-
ents reinfereed our bellef In the work

and our respect for the teachers; a
reprimand  in the school was a
shadow on our home life; o word of

pralse in the ‘school was /& ray of sun-
shine for the household. The
lent school books, the wise plans for
the uphullding of the ten years’
vourse, the hyglenie cnre, the external
atlmulatlons, have all, of course, haip-
ol toward  the resalts; and yet | am
convinead that thely eflect was en-
tirely secondary compared with those
two features, the acholarly enthusiasm

exoal-

of our reachers, and the respect for
the school on the part of our parents.
Atlantic Monthly.

Help Wanted to Uss the Seods.
A member of congress from an agrel-
sultnral district In the west read a let-
ter recently recelved from one of his

neople. It read thus “To the Vary
IHonorable Mr. Blank: Kilad sir and
osteemad friend—I have the seads,

specinlly the cabbage seed which
pleas send me
W New harrar

wall
grows woll in this
¢ loads of fertillser

galk
and

imine I8 broke so it aln't no good)
ind If vou could senddl mb & ‘man for
v ¢ouple of days I wonld b abligad
With thia help I knaw the zardoen stuff
wiil turn out al rite and I will sand
some to you and the predident. Your
grotefu]l well wisher and yrtor,'—

| New York ‘I'ribune,
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