: un, ‘but it's no that!
‘ithe Hetheringtons, and it’s right and
‘ Hfitting that the place should waste awa’
;like mysel’.

«changed!
. \become o' the auld house when I'm

AN
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CHAPTER IX.—(CONTINUED.)

8he ceased her tirade, and stood gaz-
Ing keenly at Marjorie, who sat still,
listening in wonder. Despite her sharp
tone and brusque manner, there was
a tenderness in her tone that could not
be mistaken. Then, all at once, with
the abruptness pecullar te her, she
changed her tone #gais, and broke into
a low, chuckling laugh.

“And now I hae preach’d my ser-
mon,” she sald, with her grim smile,
“hae you had breakfust? Will you tak’
some tea?"”

But Marjorie had breakfasted hefore
starting, and wanted nothing.

“Very well. Come and walk in the
garden.”

She led the way from the room, and
Marjorie quietly followed.

Passing out bv the rear of the house
cross a lonely court yard they reached
a door ip the high wall, and entered
the garden—a wilderness of fruit trees,
shrubs, and currant bushes, sadly in
need of the gardener's hand. Tangled
creepers and weeds grew over the
grassy paths. Here and there were

PRESB ASSOCIATION..

ting meanntly together, when Solo-
taon Mucklebackit, who had been up to
Lhe village on some household errand,
quietly entered.

“Johnnla Sutherland’s at the door.
Will you see him?”

Marjorie started, for she had an in-
stinctive dread of a meeting between
the two young meon; but the rainister
at once replied:

“Show him in, Solomon;” and as the
scxton disappeared, he said to his guest,

“A young;friend of ours, and a school-
fellow of my foster-daughter.”

The next moment Sutherland ap-
peared. A look of surprise passed over
his face as he saw the stranger, who
rose politely, but, recovering himself,
he shook the minister warmly by the
hand.

“Welcome, Johnnie,
raine. ‘“Take a seat.
Monsieur Caussidiere?
introduce you."

Sutherland nodded to <he I'rench-
man, who bowed courteousiyv. 'heir
eyes met, and then both looked at Mar-

sail Mr. Lor-
Do von know
Then let me

pgoats, and in one corner was an arbor |

Almost buried in umbrage. It was a

- desolate, neglected place, but the suu |
W ~ahining, and the air was bright
,an ‘warm.

'‘Miss Hetherington took her com pan-

. don’s arm and walked slowly from path
%o path.

“The garden's like its mistress,” she
sald presently, “lonesome and neglectit.
Since Wattie Hendersou died, 1 hae
mever employed a regular gardener.
But it's bonny in summer time, for a'
that, and I like it, wild as it is. I
ghould like weel to be buried here,

" right in the heart o' the auld place!”

,She entered the neglected arbor and
sat down wearily. Marjorie stood lock-
ing at her in timid sympathy, while
she pursued the dreary current of her

‘ / thoughL

"‘Folk gay I'm mean, and maybe I
I'm the last o'

But I mind the tims weel
,—-lt's no sae lang syne—when it was
‘gladscme and merry. Everything was
‘in grand order then, and my father
“kept open house to the gentry. Now a's
Whiles I wonder ‘what will

ﬂ:a‘en. Strangers will come, maybe, and
“turn it upside doon. What would you
‘«dae, Marjorie Annan, if you were a rich
Jeddy and mistress o' a place like

i The question came so abruptly at the
end of the long string of lamentations,

d “that Marjorie scarcely knew what to

‘reply. She smiled awkwardly, and re-
;peated the question.
“What would I do, Miss Hethering-

- ‘ton?”

“Ay. Come!”
“I cannot tell, but I dont think I
could bear to live here all alone.”
“Ay, Indeed? Would you gell the
tle, and pooch the siller?”
0, Miss Hetherington. I should like
p what my forebears had owned.”
The lady nodded her head approv-

lassie has sense after a’!" she
‘“Ay ay, Marjorie, you're

t's something to belang to the
the Hotherlngtons and the auld

ARLY in the after-

; noou. after a  dis-
‘mal lunch, tete-a-

3 " Miss

jorie,

“Monsievr Caussidiere is my I'rench
teacher,” she said smiling.

Sutherland looked somewha*
and sat down in silence. After an awk-
ward pause, the minister hegan ques-
tioniug hll{l on his London experi-
ences; he replied almost in monosyl-
lables, and was altogether so bashful
and constrained that Marjorie could
not avoid drawing an unfavorable com-
parison in ner own mind between hi:n
and the fluent Frenchman.

“*An artist, monsieur?”” said the lat-
ter, presently, having gathered the fact
from some of Mr. Lorraine’'s questions.
“I used to paint, when I was a boy,
but, finding I could not excel, I aband-
oned the attempt. To succeed in your
profession is the labor of a life, and,
alas! so many fail.”

“That'’s true enough,” returned Suth-
erland, “and when I sce the great pic-
tures, I despair.”

“He paints beautifully,
cried Marjorie, eager to praise her
friend. *‘‘Does he not, Mr. Lorraine?”

The minister nodded benignly.

‘{Ah, indeed,” said Caussidiere, with
a slight yawn. *““The landscape, mon-
sieur, or the human figure?”

“I have tried both,” replied Suther-
land. *“I think I like figure painting
best.”

“Then you shall not go far to find a
subject,” exclaimed Caussidiere, wav-
ing his hand toward Marjorie. *‘Ah, if
I were an artist, I would like to paint
mademoiselle. I have seen such a face,
such eyes, and hair, in some of the Ma-
donnas of the great Raphael.”

Marjorie cast down her eyes,
raised them again, laughing.

He has painted me, and more than
once; but I'm thinking he flattered the
sitter. Miss Hetherington has one of
the pictures up at the Castle.”

Caussidiere fixed kis eyes suspicious-
ly upon Sutherland.

“Do you work for pleasure, 1zon-
sieur, or for profit? Perhaps you are
a man of fortune, and paint fnr amuse-

ment only?” ;

The question tickled the minister,
who laughed merrily.

“I am only a poor man,” answered
Sutherland, “‘and paint for my bread.”

“It is an honorable occupation,” said
Caussidiere, emphatically, though not
without the suspicion of a covert sneer,
“At one time the artist was neglected
and despised; now he is honored for
his occupation, and can make much
money."”

The conversation continued by fits
and starts, but Sutherland’s appearance
seemed to have quite destroyed the gay
freadom of the little party. At last

puzzled,

monsieur,"”

then

: Solomon mppeared and grimly an-

b nounced that it was nine o'clock.

i S —

“We keep early hours,” explained

¢ | Mr. Lorraine, “and are all abed at ten.

n I will go,” cried Caussidiere,
“but I shall call again. It is not
92 in Scothnd one nnds sucn pleas-
ant company.”
~_Caussidiere shook the
cordltlly and favored Marjorie
rm and lingering

minlgter s |

was taking; “and she
friends.”

“Yourself among the number, I am
sure!” said Caussidiere quickly.

“You are right there, at any rate,’’ ve-
turned Sutherland; and he added cold-
ly, “I'll wish you good-night.”

He stoed before the gate of his fath-
er's cottage and held out his band; the
I'renchman, however, did not attempt
to take it, but kept his own hands in
his coat pockets as he returned a polite
“GGood-night.”

has meazy ‘rue

(5

CHAPTER XI.,

HE next day was
Sunday, the golemn,
not to say sancti-
monjous Sabbath
day of that peopla
which, above all
others, reverencos
the great work of
creation.

In the brightest
place in the church,
with her

round her, sat Marjorie Annan; and
three pairs of eyes at least were con-
stantly fixed upon her. The first pair
beionged to young Sutherland, the sec-
cnd to the French visitor, the third 1o
the eccentric mistress of Hetherington
Castle.

Of these three individuals Caussidiere
was the most il! at ease. The sermon
bored him, and he yawned again and
again, finally going to sleep.

He was awakened by a lou.l noise
«nd looking round him, h2 saw the
corgregation moving toward the door,
ani Solomon Mucklebackit, from the
precentor’'s desk, glaring down at hibn
in indignation. He rose languidly, and
joined the stream of people issulng
{rom the church.

Oul in the churchyard the sun was
shining golden on the graves. At the
gate several vehicles were walting, in-
cluding the brougham from Hethering-
won Castle.

As Caussidiere moved down the path,
he saw before him a small group of per-
suns conversing—the blin: weaver and
his wife, John Sutherland, Marjorie,
and the lady of the Castle. e passed
by them with lifted hat, and moved on
to the gate, where he waited.

“Who's yon?"' amsked Miss Iiether-
ington, following him with her dark
eyes,

“That is Monsieur Caussidiere,” an-
swered Marjorie, ‘“‘my French teacher.”

“Humph!” gaid the lady. “Come awa’
and introduce me."”

She walked slowly down the path,
while Marjorie followed 1n astorish-
ment, and coming right up to the
Frenchman, she looked him deliberate-
ly over from head to foot. Not at all
disconcerted, he took off his hat again,
and bowed poiitely.

“Monsieur Caussidiere,” saidl Mar-
jorie, ‘‘this is Miss Hetherington, of the
Castle.”

Caussidiere howed again with great
respect.

“T am charmed to make madaome’s
acquaintance.”

To his astonishment, Miss Hethering-
ton addressed him in his own tongue,
which she spoke fluently, thcugh with
an unmistakahle Scottish inflectior.

“You speak English well, monsieur,”
she said. ‘““Have you been long absent
from your native land?”

“Ever since the crime of December,”
he returned, alse in French. “But
madame is almost a Frenchwoman—
she speaks the language to admiration.
Ah, it is a pleasure to e, an exile, to
hear the beloved tongue of France so
perfectly.spoken! - You know France?
You have lived there, madame?”

it,” cried the lady sharply. “Are you
like the rest of your countrymen, light
and treacherous, believing in nothing
that is good, spending thelr lives in
vanity and sensual pleasure?”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

neugr Left Unsald.

Two giggling girls pushed their way
iuto ‘the crowded car. The one was
pretty, and knew it; while. the other
wasn’t, and dldn’t seem to know it.

didn’t like the turn the conversntlon'

«aureoler

“THE ART OF FRIENDSHIP"
SUNDAY’'S SUBJECT.

Text, Proverbs, Chapter 18, Verse 24, as
“A Man That Hath Frlends
Must Show Himself Friendly.''—Tlme-
ly Advice.

Follows:

About the sacred and divine art of
making and keeping friends I speak—
a subject on which I never heard of
anyone oreaching—and yet God
thought it of enough importance to put
It in the middle of the Bible, these
writings of Solomon, bounded on one
side by the popular Psalms of David,
and on the cther by the writings of
Isalah, the greatest of the prophets.
It seems all a matter of haphazard how
many friends we have, or whether we
have any friends at all, but there Is
nothing accidental about it. There is
a law which governs the accretion
and «disperston of friendships. They
did not “just happen so” any more
than the tides just happen to rise or
fall, or the sun just happens to rise
or set. It is a science, an art, a God-
given regulation.

Tell me how friendly you are to
others, and 1 will tell you how friendly
others are to you. I do not say you
will not have enemies; indeed, the best
way to get ardent friends is to have
ardent enemies, if you get their en-
mity in doing the right thing. Good
men and women will always have en-
emies, because their goodness is a per-
petual rebuke to evil; but this antago-
nism of foes will make more intense
the love of your adherents. Your
friends will gather closer around ycu
because of the attacks of your assail-
ants. The more your enemies abuse
you the better your coadjutors will
think of you.

The best friends we have, ever had
appeared at some juncture when we
were especially bombarded. There
have been times in my life when un-
just assault multiplied my friends, as
near as I could calculate, about fifty
a minute. You are bound to some peo-
ple by many cords that neither time
nor eternity can break, and I will war-
rant that many of those cords were
twisted by hands malevolent. Human
nature was shipwrecked about fifty-
nine centuries ago, the captain of that
craft, one Adam, and his first mate
running the famous cargo aground on
a snag in the river Hiddekel; but there
was at least one good trait of human
nature that waded safely ashore from
that shipwreck, and that is the dispo-
sition to take the part of those unfairly
dealt with. When it is thoroughly
demonstrated that some one is being
persecuted, although at the start slan-
derous tongues were busy enough, de-
fenders finally gather around as thick
as honey bees on a trellis of bruised
honeysuckle, * * =

Before you begin to show yourself
friendly you must be friendly. Get
your heart right with God and man,
and this grace will become easy. You
may by your own resolution get your
nature into a semblance of this virtue,
but the grace of God can sublimely 1ift
you into it. Sailing on the river
Thames two vessels ran aground. The
owners of one got one hundred horses,
and pulled on the grounded ship, and
pulled it to pieces. The owners of thoe
other grounded vessel waited till the
tides came in, and easily floated the
ship out of all trouble. So we may
pull and haul at our grounded human
nature, and try to get into better con-
dition, but there -is nothing ‘like  the

(L kDO L SndiEhoN LS aod OtiIf, when under the flash of the Holy

oceanic tides of God’s uplifting grace,

Gho:t, we see our own foibles and de-
fects and depravities, we will be very
lenient, and very eagy with others. We
will look into their characters for
things commezdatory, and not damna—
tory. If you would rub your own eye
a little more vigorcusly you. . would
find a mote in it, the extraction of
which would ‘keep you so busy you
would not have much time to shoulder.
' your broadaxe and orth to split up

| the beam in: ‘your: bor -c¥e.w;n

& Christian gpirit keep on. explo'r ng the

| we always supposed to be good,

TALM AGE'S SERMON. |®

| story;

up from the gras. When we hear
something bad about somebody whom
take
out your lead pencil and say, “Let me

| see! Before I accept that baleful story
| against that man’s character I will

take off from it twenty-five per cent for
the habit of exaggeration which be-
Iongs to the man who first told the
then I will take off twenty-five
per cent for the additions which the
spirit of gossip in every community has
put upon the original story; then I wil!
take off twenty-five per cent from the
fact that the man may have been put
into circumstances of overpowering
temptation. So I have taken off sev-
enty-five per cent. But I- have not
heard his side of the story at all, and-

) for that reason I take off the remain-

Ing twenty-five per cent. Excuse me,
sir, I don’t belleve a word of it.
B » »

Now, supposing that you have, by a
Divine regeneration, got right toward
God and humanity, and you start out
to practice my text. ‘“A man that hath
friends must show himself friendly.”
Fulfil this by all forms of appropriate
salutation. Have you noticed that the
head is so poised that the easiest thing
on earth iIs to give a nod of recogni-
tion? To swing the head from side
to side, as when it is wagged in de-
rision, is unnatural and unpleasant;
to throw it back, invites vertigo; but
to drop the chin in greeting is accom-
panied with so little exertion that all
day long, and every day, you might
practice it without the least semblance
of fatigue. So, also, the structure of
the hand indicates hand-shaking; the
knuckles not made so that the fingers
can turn out, but so made that the
fingers can turn in, as in clasping
hands, and the thumb divided from and
set aloof from the fingers, so that while
the fingers take your neighbor’s hand
on one side, the thumb takes it on the
other and, pressed togeiler, all the
faculties of the hand give emphasis to
the salutation. Five sermons in every
healthy hand urge us to hand-shaking.

Besides this, every day when yon
start out, load yourself up with kind
thoughts, kind words, kind expressions
and kind greetings. When a man or
woman does well, tell him so, tell her
so. If you meét some one who is im-
proved in health, and it is demon-
strated in girth and color, say: “How
well you look!” But if, on the other
hand, under the wear and tear of life
he appears pale and exhausted, do not
introduce sanitary subjects, or say any-
thing at all about physical condition.
In the case of improved health, you
have by your words given another im-
pulse towards the robust and the
jocund, while in the case of the failing
health you have arrested the deciine by
your silence, by which he concludes:
“If I were really so badly off he would
have said something about it,”” We are
all, especially those of a nervous tem-
perament, susceptible to kind words
and discouraging words. Form a con-
spiracy against us, and let ten men
meet us at certain points on our way
over to business, and let each one say,
“How sick you look!” though we
should start out well, after meeting the
first and hearing his depressing salute,
we would begin to examine our symp-
toms. After meeting the second
gloomy accosting, we would conclude
we did not feel quite as well as usual.
After meeting the third our sensations
would be dreadful, and after meeting
the fourth, unless we suspected a con-
spiracy, we would go home and go to
bed, and the other six pessimist’s would
be a useless surplus of discouragement.

* o .

We want something like that spirit
¢of sacrifice for othirs which was seen
in the English channel, where in the
storm a boat containing three men was
apset and all three were in the water
struggling foi their lives. A boat came
to their relief and a rope was thrown
to one of them and he refused to take
it, saying: “First fling it to Tom; he
is just ready to go down.
some time longer.” A man like that,
be he sallor or landsman, be he in up-
per ranks of society or lower ranks,

What is ‘true manward is true God
wp.rd. ‘We must be ‘the friends of

| it we want him to be our friend. We
cannot trm Chrlst /badly au our lives
lovin

-will always have plenty of friends.

My four-year-old child got hurt and!
did not cry until hours after, when her
mother came home, and then she burst
into weeping, and some of the domes~
tics, not understanding human nature,
said to her, “Why did you not cry
before?” . She answered: “There was.
no one to ery to.” Now, I have to tell :
you that while human sympathy may
be absent, Divine sympapthy is always
accessible. Give God your love, and '
ge. his love; your service, and secure .
his help; your repentance, and lmve,_"
his pardon. God a friend? Why, that
means all your wounds medicated, all
your sorrows soothed, and if some sud-
den catastrophe should hurl you out of
earth it would ealy hurl you lnto
.heaven.

If God is your friend, you cannot go
out of the world too quickly or sud-
denly, 50 far as your own happiness is
concerned. There were two Christians
who entered heaven; the one was
standing at a window in perfect healthy
watching a shower, and the lightning
instantly slew him; but the lightningi
did not flash down the sky as swiftly
as his spirit flashed upward. THe Chris-
tian man who died on the same;day
next door had been for a year or two
failing in health, and for the  last
three months had suffered from a dis;
ease that had made the nlghts slee;
less and the days an anguish. Do you
not really think that the case of the
one who went instantly was more de-
sirable than the one who entered the
shining gate through a long lane of
insomnia and congestion? In the one
case it was like your standing wearily
at a door, knocking and waiting, and
wondering if it will ever open, and
knocking and waiting again, while in¢
the other case it was a swinging open
of the door at the first touch of your
knuckle. Give your friendship to God,
and have God’s friendship for you, and
even the worst accident will be a vie-
tory.

How refreshing a human friendship;
and true friends, what priceless treas-
ures! When sickness comes, and trou-
ble comes, and death comes, we send.
for our friends first of all, and their
appearagge in our doorway in any
crisis is reinforcement, and when they"
have entered, we say: “Now it ig all'
right!” Oh, what would we do with-:
out personal friends, business friends,
family friends? But we want some-
thing mightier than human friendship:
in the great exigencles. When Jona-.
than Edwards, in his final hour, had’
given the last good-bye to al! his
earthly friends, he turned on his pil-
low and closed his eyes, confidently
saying: “Now where is Jesus of Naz-
areth, my true and never-failing
Friend?” Yes, I admire human friend-
ship as seen in the case of David and:
Jonathan, of Paul and Onesiphorus, of.
Herder and Goethe, of Goldsmith and,
Reynolds, of Beaumont and Fletcher,
of Cowley and Harvey, of Erasmus:
and Thomas More, of Lessing and
Mendelssohn, ¢f Lady Churchill and'
Princess Anne, of Orestes and Pylades,
each requesting that himself might
take the point of the dagger, so the
other might be spared; of Epamin-
ondas and Pelopidas, who locked their
shields in battle, determined to die to-
gether; but the grandest, the might-
iest, the tenderest friendship in all the
universe is the {riendship between
Jesus Christ and a believing soul, Yet,
after all I have said, I feel I have
only done what James Marshall, the
miner, did in 1848 in California, be-
fore its gold mines were known. He
reached in and put upor the table of
his e.aployer, Captain Sutter, a thim-
bleful of gold dust. *“Where did you
get that?” said his employer, The re-
ply was: “I got it this mqrp{&§ !ro
a mill race from which the" d
been drawn off.” But that gold d
which could have been, taken up be-
tween the finger and the thumb, was
the prophecy and specimen that re-
vealed California’s wealth to all na-
tions. And today I have only put be-
fore you a specimen of the value of

he | diyine friendship, only a thimbleful
‘I can last |

‘of mines inexhaustible and: jnfinite,
‘though all time and all etonut,; ;Qp on
with the explorat.on ‘ :
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