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TALMAGE'S SERMON,

"ENEMIES OVERTHROWN" LAST
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

“Let tiod Arise, Let IHis Enemles Be
Seattered”—Dook of Psalms, Chaptor
Ixviilk, 1—The Struggles of
Human Exlstence.

Verse

A procession was formed to carry
the ark, or sacred box, which, though
only three feet nine inches in length
and four feet three inches in height and
depth, was the symbo! of God’'s pres-
ence. As the leaders of the procession
lifted this ornamented and brilllant box
Ly two golden poles run through four
golden rings, and started for Mount
Zion, all the people chanted the battle
hymn of my text, “Let God arise, let
his enemies be scattered.”

The Cameronians of Scotland, out-
raged by James 1., who forced upon
them religlous forms that were of-
fensive, and by the terrible persecution
of Drummond, Dalziel and Turner, and
by the oppressive laws of Charles I
and Charles II,, were driven to pro-
claim war against tyrants, and went
forth to fight for religious liberty; and
the mecuntain heather became red with
carnage, and at Bothwell Bridge and
Aird’s Moss and Drumclog the battle
hymn zand the battle shout of those
glorions ald Scotchmen was the text
1 have chosen: *“Let God arise, let his
enemies be scattered.”

What a whirlwind of power was Oli-
ver Cromwell, and how with his sol-
diers, named the “Ironsides,” he went
from victory to victory! Opposing
enemies melted as he looked at them.
He dismissed parliament as easily as
a schoolmaster a school. He pointed
his finger at Berkeley Castle, and it
was taken. He ordered Sir Ralph Hop-
fon, the general, to dismouunt, and he
dismounted. See Cromwell marching
on with his army, and hear the battle
cry of the “Ironsides,” loud as a storm
and solemn as a death-knell, standards
reeling before it, and cavalry horses
soing beck on their haunches, and
armies flying at Marston Moor, at
Wineeby Field, at Naseby, at Bridge-
water and Dartmouth—"Let God arise,
let his enemies be ccattered!”™

So you see my text is not like a
complimentary and tasseledl sword
that you sometimes see hung up in a
rarlor, a sword that was never in bat-
tle, and only to be used on general
trairing day, but more like some weap-
on carefully hung up in your hcme,
telling its story of battles, for my text
hangs in the Scripture armory, telling
of the holy wars of three thousand
years in which it has been carried, but
still as keen and mighty as when Da-
vid first unsheathed it. It seems to
me that in the church of God, and in
all styles eof reformatory work, what
wo mest need now is a battle-ery., We
raise our little standard, and put on
it the name of some man who enlv a
few wyears ago began to live and 1 a
few years will cease to live, We go in-
to contest against the armies of iniqui-
ty, depending teo much on human
agencies. We uze for a battle-cry the
name of some brave Christian reform-
er, but after a while that reformer dies,
or gets old, or loses his courage, and
then we take another battle-ery, and
this time perhaps we put the name of
some one who betrays the cause and
=ells out to the enemy. What we want
for a battle-cry is the name of some
leader who will never betray ns, and
will never surrender, and will never
die.

All respect have I for brave men and
women, but if we are to get the victory
all along the line we must take the
hint of the Gideonites, who wiped out
the Bedouin Arabs, commonly called
Midianites. These Gideonites had a
glorious leader in Gidecn, but what was
thke battle-ery with which they flung
their enemies into the worst defeat in-
1o which any army was ever tumbled?
It was “The sword of the Lord and of
Gideon.” Put God first, whoever yon
put second. If the army of the Ameri-
can revolution is to free America, it
must be “The sword of the Lord and
of Washington."” If the Germans want
to win the day at Sedan, it must be
“The sword of the Lerd and Von Molt-
ke, Waterloo was won for the Eng-
lish, bhecaunse rot only the armed men
at the front, but the wershipers in the
cathedrals at the rear, were erying
“The sword of the Lord and Welling-
ton."

The Methodists have gone in trinmnph
acrcass nation after nation with the
cry, “The sword of the Lord and of
Weslev.” The Presbyterians have
gone from victory to victory with the
ery, “The sword of the Lord and John
Knox.” The Baptists have eonquered
millions after millions for Christ with
the ery, “The sword of the Lord and
of Judson.” The American Episcopa-
lians have won their mighty way with
the cry, “The sword of the Lord and of
Bishop M'llvaine.” The victory is to
those who put God first. But as we
want a battle-ery suited to all seets
of religionists, and to all lands, I
nominate as the battle-cry of Christen-
dom in the approaching Armeageddon
the words of my text, sounded before
the ark as it was carried to Mount
Zion: “Let God arize, let his enemies
bLe scattered.”

As far as our finite mind can judge,
it seems about time for Ged to rise,
Does it not seem to you that the abom-
inations of this earth have gone far
enough? Was there ever a time when
sin was 80 deflant? Were there ever
before so many fists lifted toward God
telling him to come on if -he dare?
Look at the blasphemy abroad! Whai
towering profanity! Would it be pos-
gible for any one to caleulate the num-
ber of times that the name of the Al-
mighty God and of Jesus Christ ara
every day taken irreverenily on the
lips? Profane swearing is as much for-

bidden by the law as theft, or arson,
or murder, yet who executes it?

Pre-

fanity is worse than theft, or arson, or
murder, for these crimes are attacks
on bumanity—that is an attack on God,

This country is pre-eminent for blas-
phemy. A man traveling In Russia
was supposed to be a clergyman, “Why
do you take me to be a clergyman?”
said the man. “Oh."” sald the Russlan,
“all other Americans swear" Tha
crime is multiplying in intensity, God
very often shows what he thinka of it,
but for the mest part the fatality Is
hushed up. Among the Adirondacks 1
met the funeral procession of a man
who two days before had fallen unider
a flash of lightning, while boasting
after a Sunday of work in the flelds,
that he had cheated God out of oue
day, anyhow, and the man who worked
with him on the same Sabbath s still
living, but a helplass invalld, under the
same flash.
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I indict this evil as the reglcide, the
fratricide, the patricide, the matricide,
the uxoricide of the century. Yet un-
der what innocent and delusive and
mirthful names alcohellsm deceives the
people! It is a “cordial.” It is "'bit-
ters.” It is an “eye-opener.” It Is
an “appetizer.” It iz a “digester.,” It
is an “invigorator.” It is a “settler.”
It is a “pight cap.” Why don't they
put on the right labels—"Essence of
Perdition,” “Cons-ience Stupefier,”
“Five Drachms of Heart-ache,” “Tears
of Orphanage,” “Blood of Souls”
“Scabs of an Eternal Leprosy,” *“Ven-
om of the Worm that Never Dies?”
Only once in a while is there anything
in the title of liquors to even hint
their atrocity, as in the case of “‘sour
mash.” That I see advertised &l
over. It is an honest name, and any-
one can understand it. “Sour mash!”
That is, it makes a man's disposition
sour, and his associations scur and his
prospect sour; and then it is good to
mash his body, and mash his soul, and
mash his business, and mash his fam-
ily. “Sour mash!” One honest name
at last for an intoxicant! But through
lying labels of many of the apothe-
caries’ shops, good people, who are
only a little under tone in health, and
wanting some invigoration, have un-
wittingly got on their tongue the fangs
cf this cobra, that stings to death so
large a ratio of the human race.

Others are rained by the common
and all-destructive habit of treating
customers. And it is a treat on their
ccming to town, and a treat while the
bargaining progresses, and a treat
when the purchase is made, and a
treat as he leaves town. Othkers, to
drown their troubles, submerge them-
selves with this worse trouble, Oh,
the werld is battered and brulsed and
blasted with this growing evil! It is
more and more entrenched and forti-
fied. They have millions of dollars
subseribed to marshal and advance the
alcoholic forces. bhey nominate and
elect and govern the vast majerity of
the officeholders of this country. On
their side they have enlisted the mizht-
iest political power of the centuries.
And behind them stand all the myr-
midons of the nether world, Satanie,
Apollyonic and Diabolie. It i{s beyond
all human effort to overthrow this
bastile of deccanters or capture this
Gibraltar of rum jugs. And while I
approve of all human agencies of re-
form, 1 would utterly despair if we
had nothing else, But what cheers me
is that cur best troops are yet to come.
Our chief artillery is in reserve. OQOur
greatest commander has npot yet fully
taken the field. If all hell is on their
side, all heaven is cn our side. Now
“Let God arise, and let his enemies
be scatiered.”

Then look at the impurities of these
great cities. Ever arnd anon there are
in the newspapers exposures of soclal
life that make the story of Sodom
quite respectable; “fcr such things,”
Christ says, “were more tolerabla for
Scdom and Gomorrah” than for the
Chorazins and Bethsaidas of greater
light. It is no unusual thing in ocur
cities to see men in high positions
with two or three familics, or refined
ladies willing solemnly to marry the
very swine of society, if they be weal-
thy. The Bible all aflame with de-
nunciations against an impure life, but
many of the American ministry utter-
ing not one point-blank werd against
this iniguity lest some e¢ld libertine
throw up his church pew. Machinery
organized in all the cities of the Unit-
ed States and Canada by which to put
yearly in the grinding-mill of this
iniquity thousands of the unsuspecting
of the country farm-houses, cne pro-
curess confessing in the courts that
she had supplied the infernal market
with one hundred and fifty victims in
gix months. Oh! for five hundred
newspapers in America to swing open
the dooi of this lazar-house of social
corruption! Exposure must come be-
fore extirpation.

While the city van cairies the seum
of this sin from thke prison to the po-
lice court morning by morning, it is
full time, if we do not want high Amer-
ican life to become like that of the
court of Louis XV., to put millionaire
Lotharios and the Pompadours of your
brown-stone palaecs into a van of pop-
ular indignation, and drive them out
of respectable asscciations. What
prospect c¢f social purification can
there be as long as at summer water-
ing places it is usnal to ses a young
woman of excellent rearing stand and
simper and gizgle and roll up her eyes
sideways before one of those first-class
satyrs of fashiouable life, and on the
ball-rocm floor join him in the dancs,
the maternal chapercn meanwhile
beaming from the window on the
scene? Matches are made in heaven,
they say. Not such matches:; for the
brimstone indicatcs the epposite
region.

The evil is overshadowing all our
cities. By some the:ze immoralities are
called peccadillces, gallaniries, eccen-
tricities and are relegated to the realms
of jocularity, and few efforts are be-
ing made against them. God bl:ss the
“White Cross” movement, as it is call-

ed—an organization making a mighty
assault on this evil! God forward the
tracts on this subject dintributed by
the rellgious tract socleties of the
land! God help parents in the groa!
work they are doing, In trying to start

thefr children with pure prineiples!

But is this all? Then It I8 only a
qQuestion of time when the last vostigo
¢f purlty and home will vanish out of
sight, Human arms, human peng, hue
man volees, human tatents are not suf
flelent, 1 begin to look up. | lsten
for artillery rumbling down the sap
phire bounlevards of heaven. 1 wateh
to seo If in the morning Hght there be
not the flash of descending sclmitars,
Oh, for Gad! Does it not seem time
for his appearance? 1s It not time
for all lands to cry out: “Let God

arise, and let his cnemloy be seats
tered?”
Not only are the affalrs of this

worll so a-twist, a-jangle and rackoed,
hnt there seems a need of the Divine
appearance, but there is another rea-
son.  Have you not noticed that in the
history of this planet God turns a leaf
about every two thonsand yeara? God
turned a leaf, and this world was fitted
for human residence, About two thou-
sand more yearsg passed aleng and Goi
turned ancther leef, and it was tho
Deluge. About two thousand more
Years passed on, and it was the Na-
tivity. Almost two thousand more
years have passed, and he wil! protably
soon turn another leaf. What it shall
be I cannoi say. It may be the demoli-
tion cf all these monstrosities of tur-
pitude, and the establichment of right-
cousness in all the earth. He can do
it, and he will do it. I am as con-
fident as if it were already accom-
plished. How easily he can do it, my
text suggests. It does not ask God to
hurl a great thunderbolt of his power,
but just to rise from the throne on
which he sits, Only that will be nec-
essary. “Let God arise!”

It will be no exerticn of omnipo-
tence. It will be no bending or brac-
ing for a mighty lifi. It will be no
sending down the sky of the white
horse cavalry of heaven or rambling
war chariots. He will only rise. Now
he is sitting in the majesty and pa-
tience of his reign. He is from his
throne watching the mustering of all
the forces of blasphemy and drunken-
ness and impurity and fraud and Sab-
bath-breaking, and when they have
done their worst, and arc mest surely
organized, he will bestir himself and
gay: “My enemies have denjed me
long enough, and their eup of iniquity
is full. I have given them all oppor-
tunity for repentance. This dispen-
sation of patience is ended, and the
faith of the good sha!l be tried no
longer.” And now God begins to rise,
and what mountains give way under
his right focot 1 know not; but, stand-
ing in the full radiance and grandeur
of his nature, he locks this way and
that, and how his enemies are scat-
tered! laspheme:s, white and dumb,
reel down to their doom; and those
who have trafficked in that which de-
stroys the bodies and souls gf men
arpd families will fly with cut foot on
the down grade of Lroken decanters;
and the poiluters of society, that did
their bad work with large fortunes and
high social sphere, will overtake in
their descent the degraded rabble ot
undergreund city life, as they tumble
over the eternal precipices; and the
world shall be left clear anil clean for
the friends of humanity and the wor-
shipers of Almighty God. The last
thorn plucked off, the world will be
left a blooming roze on the boscm
of that Christ who came to gardenize
it. The earth that sicod snarling with
its tigerish passion, thrusting cut its
raging claws, shall lie down a lamb at
the feet of the Lamb of God, who tcok
away the sins of the world.

And now the best thing I
for you, and the best thing |
for myself, is, that we may be found
his warm and undisgnised and en-
thusiastic friends in that hour when
God shall rise and his enemies shall
be scattered.

can wish
can wish

Earth's Oldest Flower.

So great is the antiquity of the rose
that all account of its origin has been
lost. There seems every reason to
believe that the national flower of
England is the oldest of which there
is any record; to Englishmen, at least,
it seems a case of the survival of the
fittest. It is not mentioned in th= Bib-
lical writings earlier than the reign
ol Solomen, but the allusion to it then
made is such as to indicate tha: the
flower had already long been known.
In Egypt the rese is depicted on a
number of very early monuments he-
lieved to date from 2000 to 3300 I, C.,
and in the tomb of an Egyptian prin-
cessg, disinterred a year azo in south-
ern Lgypt, several hermetically sealed
vials were found, which, when cpenad,
contained genuine atiar of roses. so
that the modern claims for the dis-
covery of this delicious perfume are
vain. Rose water, or the essence of
roses, is mentioned by Homer in the
“Iliad.” Both the Greeks and He-
brews probably Dborrowed the idea of
its manufacture from the Egyptians,
and these, for anght anybedy can tell,
may bave had it from the Chinese. The
rose in one of those flowers which are
supposed by the people of every land
to be so well known as to need po de-
scription and hardly mention, for it is
a singular fact that every continent
cn the globe, with the solitary excep-
tion of Australia, produces wild roses.
Even the frozen regions of the north,
where the summer lasts but two or
thrce months, and is at best a season
which may be described as very late
in the autumn, produce their wild roges
and travelers through Greenland,
Kamschatka and northern Siberia
found, in the proper season, an abun-
dance of blossoms, while the crews of
whaling vessels which call at Spitz-

bergen usually come off shore with
bouquets cf the native Spitzbergen
rose.

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.

SBOME CGOOD STORIES FOR OUR
JUNIOR READERS.

Neven Johnnles, n Comlonl Nketeh thet
Wil Probably Mubke You Laugh  and
Think A Hedtlme Junotlon — The
Hest Musle,

My Mother,
Y mother!  oft as thy dear name 1
toentlon,
Or trade thipe fmage In my musing
dream,

How straln my heart nerves to thelr fulls
antl tenslon:
How swells and bounds,
prisoned stream,

ko an in-

My rostloss spivit to go forth ta thes,

Whone dear, dear face, T In cuch nightly
Vislon sew!

Dear mother, of the thousand Hiring»
which waken

Tho sleeping harp within the human
heart,

e longost kopt In tune, though oft
forsnkon,

Is that In which the mother's  voles
Denrs part:

Her still, small volee, which e'en the
ciureless onr

Turneth with deep reverence and  pure
dellght to heur,

But once, kind mother,
ing forehend
Feel the soft pressurs of
hand—
Could this poor heart, that o hath pined
and sorrowed,
Yer once more feel Its
expanil
At thy dear
this he,
I could die
look aut

might this ach-
thy gentle
pulse of hopo
presence—oh, mother, might
last

blegsing CGod, for

thee!

One

For ona last word—alas! that 1 should

ever
IE'en carelessly have caused thy heart
a pain!
How oft, amid emy latas lite's "*fitful fe-
ver,"
Thy many acts of kindness rise again!
Unheeded then, but well remembered
now,

Oh for thy blessing sald once more above
my brow!

Fond wish, but vain! and I am weak to
smother
The human yearnings that my bosom

Thou canst but hope and pray, dear dls-
tant mother,

That the All-pitying may ald me still—
Ald thy frall child to lift, In lowly trust,
The burden of her heart above this trem-

bling dust.

And pray that as the shadowy hour draws
nearer,
God may irradiate and purify
My spirit's inmost vision, to see clearer
Through Death's dim veil the pathway
to the sky!
Mother beloved! oh let this comfort thee,
That in yon blissful heaven shall mno
more partings be.

Seven Johnunies.

Lyndon stood by the window, tear-
fully watching a van as it bore away
the last of the goods belonging to the
family who had lived next door.
Alas, they were to live there no longer!
That was the reason of Lyndon's dole-
ful face. Reason euacugh, too, Lyndon
thought. For were nct Johnny Hin-
man and he the best of friends? And
now Johnny had gone to a distant part
of the state, and sorrowiunl Lyndon
never expected to see him again,

“Perhaps the new neighbors will
make up for the loss of Johany,” said
mamma, comfortingly; but Lyndon re-
fused to be comforted.

“I can get along daytimes,” he
whined; “but evenings 1 shall be so
lonesome.”

“You never saw Johnny then,”

laughed mamma.

“No, because he went to bed early,
and I couldn’t have seen through the
curtains if he hadn't; but I knew he
was inside, and that made the diffez-
ence.”

Lyndon’'s mamma worked for a
dressmaker down-town, and she was
often obliged to be away evenings,
These were lonesome hours for Lyn-
don. Sometimes he went to bed early,
but usually he would sit at the win-
dow, weavirg odd fancies about the
passing strangers on the street, or of
the twinkling stars overhead,

For a few dreary days all that met
Lyndon's eyes as he Mooked out at the
next house were bare, curtainless win-

| dows and a big placard “To Rent."”

Then he spied a tall man and a rosy-
cheeked little woman waliing about
the vacant rocoms, and the next morn-
ing the placard was gone, and he
rightly guessed that the house was
rented. After awhile he saw women,
with mops and pails and brooms, put-
ting the rocms in order for the new
tenants, and later some {urniture ar-
rived, and Lyndon recognized the tall
man as he gave directions about the
disposition of the goods. He wondered
if there were any children, and when
the children began to come he won-
dered if there were any end to them.
After considerable counting he made
out that there were a boy, a little
hoy, and a boy about his own age; a
big girl, little girl. a middling-sized
girl and twin babies. Such a merry
troop as they were!

Lyndon had a scre throat the day
they moved, so he couid not go out-
doors, and he watched them from the
window. There was plenty to see.
Men were carrying in beds and tables
and chairs and trunks. the biggest boy
was helping with the smaller articles,
the boy atout Lyndon's size was cut-
ting up anties on the front terrace and
getting in everyone's way, while the
eldest girl had the cther children in
the sitting-room, whera she seemad
to have her hands full to keep them
within bounds,

When Lyndon’s mamma had gone
back to the dressmaker’s, after tea,
and he had washed the cups and
plates, he peeped gut to see if there
were lights at the next house. Oh,
joy! The gas was brilliant and not a
curtain to hide the plectures, He was
not lonely that evening. He could see
the father and mother putting things
in order, and the little ones being un-
dressed and made ready for bed. He
was =0 interested in his new neigh-
bors that he was astonished when
mamma aed nine o'clock came, Never

Wi
big

hnd an ovening eeemed so short. BPut
the next afternoon Lyndon bade good-
by to hla evening sightaceing, for every
curtain was in its place, Still, after
tea ho could not forbeur o look, and
thers were the windows just as they
had beon on the preceding night! Not
n curtain was down'
be expectod that somebody would shut
out the pretty pantomimes, Lhut no ons
did,

Those wero only the firat of many
hapey evenlngs, and s for the days, —
why, Lyndon’s mamma suld that about

Every momen?t |

nll she hoard at her home-comings was |

whnt “the Perkins boys” sald, and
what “the Perkins girie’ did, for the
lonely lttls boy was not slow In mak-
Ing friends of the whole family
“Just think, mamma.” Lyndon sald,
“how I cried when the Hinmang went
away!
Perkinwes couldn't have come Folks
wouldn't worry so much If they knew
what good things wers ahead, would
they? OF ecourse.” he added, loyally,
“1 don't want Johnny gone, but It s

And If they hadn't gone !!'-'l!

almost as nlee ag having seven John- |

nles,—counting the twins as one, —they

are all g0 sweet and jolly!”

Al Bedtimes Junetion,
“Change cars for Dreamland®”
Boy roused up a Uttle. He moved

his bhand and It touwched the arm of
the low rocker, He feli
ture-book. It was gone
it had dropped on the floor: still bhe did
not open hig eyes,

“Passengers for
cars!”

Boy knew the valee: he wanted to
answer; he tried to lift his head, bHut
It was g0 heavy he could not meve 11,
His lips parted, and after a while he
said, “Wh-a-t?"

“This Is the place where we change
cars,” gald the voice. *“It |z Bedtime
Junetion, We reach here at seven fif-
ty-nine. The gentleman
Charles Albert has taken the Dream-
land car. I came back after you and
we must go at once.”

Boy felt himself lifted by stronzg
arms. The next he knew he was lald
in a soft bed, and a hand was
drawing a white sheet aver him, while
a soft voice said: “This is the Dream-
land car. You do not change azaln
tiill morning. [ will le

for

Dreamland change

called M:

soft

yocu know. 1

look after ali the passengers. I am the
conductor.”
Boy's eyes opened wide, “You're

mamma!' he sald,

Mamma kissed Boy's plump, K
cheeks. His eyes closed again and the
Dreamland car moved on, carrying
Boy, with a through ticket in his nigh*-
cap.

The DBest Mausle.
“SWhat do you consider the fines:
piece of music you ever heard?” a pro-
fessional musician was asked,

“Well,”” he replied, aiter some re-
flection, “altogether the most thrilling,
soul-satisfying melody 1 ever listened
to was the yowiing of a cat.”

“You are joking."

“I pever was more in earnest in my
life, I will tell you about it. For sev-

eral years I resided in a small town.
I was an unmarried man, and my lodz-
ings were c¢n the top floor of a tall
wooden building used as a store and
postoffice. The only means eof access
to my rocm was a narrow, winding
stairway, and up there I pursued my
studies, sometimes until very late at

night. On one occasion I had sat up
until after midnight and went to bed
very tired.

I was arousad by
It was reo-

There was

“About 1 o'cloek
the appalling cry of ‘Fire!”
peated two or three times,
no fire department in our little town.
Every man was his own fireman. In
imagination I had often dwelt upon
the horrible probability of a conflagra-
tion's breaking cut in that store build-
ing, and the slender chance 1 shounld
have of escaping if it teok place &at
night.

“1 was wide awake in an instant, and
nearly paralyzed with fright, I could
see no flame, but I seemed to smell
smoke. Grasping my clothes and hur-
riedly putting them on as I ran, I
hastened to the stairway. I heard the
terrible ery repeated, apparently
the roof, and I paused a moment at the
top step.

“It was again,
time T heard it distinctly, It
‘Fire!’

“1t was 'Me-a-ow! me-a-ow!’

“PDon‘t talk to me of the 'concord of
sweet sounds,'” he continned. “The
yowling of that catl, as it came distinct-
ly to my assuving me that o
[;";1:‘5-; were groundiess, amd that 1 was
in no immediate danger of being
burned alive, was the sweetest music
[ ever heard, 1 listened to it thank.
fully for half an hour.”

on

repeated and

wias nol

eurs,

Distance of the Stars.
From the New York Sun:
measurements of the mean parallaxes
of the stars the Betn, Gamma, Fpsilon
2nd Zeta, in the Geeat Bear—live of b
seven stars which form the Great Dip-
per—aostronomers now obtain valucs
so small as to indicate that the system
formed by these stars is separatta
from the earth by such a distance tha?
it is no random assertion to say thal
200 years must be required by the light
to reach us. The distance of Beta and
Zasta is found to be at least 4.000.004
times greater than that which separ-
ates the earth from the sun, and from
calculations made by Mr.
star Epsilon of this group is ecaleulated
to be forty times brighter than Sirins
A few years ago Professor Plekering of
the Harvard college observatory de
duced from spectroscople observations
of the star Eta Ursae Majoris—Mizar,
the middle star in the handle of the
Dipper—that its distance {s abont 150
light years, an estimate with which
these later determinations of the dis
tanece of other Dipper stars accord falr-
1y well

From
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