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- -.p beet foot yields an average of
4: er t, 'f sugar.

G kteaeb o prophets who foretold a
4,I~ e-' Id winter are getting anxiouser

nd` aauiousert about their reputations.

As a health restorative a French
.':medical expert recommends a ten to

fifteen days' diet of fruit alone, twice
.. year.

- Abruzzi may still be a 'great man in
his own country, but over here he has
lropped entirely out of the prominent
citizen class.

It is reported that a German pro-
fessor has concussion of the brain.
Probably caused by a collision be-
tween two trains of thought.

It is noticeable that the German
Pae)ers have made no outcry over the
fact that King Edward has person-
ally written to Andrew Carnegie.

There is a bank clerk in Elyria, O.,
t~ho never has any difficulty in strik-
ing a balance. His father was a
slack-rope walker, and his mother was
a' trick bicycle rider. s

Were the Mrs. Gilman brand of so-
ciology to come into vogue there
would soon be no society for sociology
to operate upon and the exuders of
guff would be among the unemployed.

Miss Ross Becker has been appoint-
ad a claim agent and United States
pension attorney at Missouri. She
has been known for years as one of
the most successful women in St.
Louis, being a notary public and an
Insurance agent.

Massachusetts has a law to prevent
recklessness and speeding in automo-
biles, which law may be rendered
ridiculous by its wrong punctuation, as
It forbids driving over roads "laid out
.tnder the authority of the law reck-
lessly or while under the influence
.f liquor.". Boston, in consequence,
; is in rhetorical spasms.

. The secretary of the Colorado state
butreau of child protection believes
that a bad child gets its start from an
ili- rdeed home or from parents who
p•~Osien evil traits of character, and

iysts a law passed making parents
i sspotisble for the misdoings of their
iOr children. But as bad traits of

l.:- aracter are; often inherited, what
; Would the secretary do in case of an
adopted child?

fire panic in a New York cheap
theater,, a corcalled exit was found to
*' a veritable trap, barring in the flee-
i -g crowd instead of letting them find

S:Ivay to safety. One would naturally
appose that the holocaust in Chicago
would • hake prevented this dangerous
p• ectice for all time; but the lessons
of catastrophes are quickly lost, espe-
dali:• when they are followed by no
letribi tory measures.

' ' heire will naturally be much femrn-
Si ss awpathy for the New Jersey

lan5 brel ho has appeared in court to
wn'Ltimaitnt "about her husband's cruelttheatment, relates the Washington
;-.tar, and who says: "I am a grad-
' te of a cooking school. I make

't•: b iscuits, pies, cake and all sorts of
••: alties, to -please him, and he calls

pit i Indigestion fodder!"' The
f idge vued the woman to cook

{ ,ornded and cabbage occasionally,
and she sdid she would.

A Minneapolis woman is, suing the
Western Union Telegraph Company
for damages because when she tele-

-` `graphed to her brother that "Pat," her
l~s•band, was drinking and "to come
a-t once," the message was made to

Y"•,•a•d "Pat is dying," and a horde of
:relatives, notified by her brother,
: came from far and near to attend the
W'kiiLte, and she. had the expenses to

Spay. If Pat had had anything to say
In •the.matternhe would probably have

/ .permitted them to pay their own ex.
es: , es..

i"- ' Said an anxious mother t6 the fam-
:j Ity doctor: "What shall I do with my
'sg ,ar ter Mary? She is simply candy' ' tray and, of course, eating nothing

t: i stantiat makes her pale, if not
, downright yellow." Said the wise phy-
selciai to the anxious mother: "Put

* :Mary into a sweet shop, and she'll
oo'i: 0n al)btor the stuff! It is heroic

S treatment, but it will cure her appe-
i a tte for candy." Poor Mary! says the

Ii•nadlanapolis Star, how much pleasure
>sb:o, is going to lose for lack of a little

-setthenial.

:- :An extraordinary demand has arisen
In the eastern counties of England for
second-hand Bibles-the older and
4)'', dtitter the better. Copies which for

:aiaerly realized four perce are now
: .eadily bought for half a crown. They

- , . beidg used to manufacture evi-
,: deee of age in the case of old-age
-"peinsions, A woman who produced a
.Bible to prove her age as 76 from an
eatry on the flyleaf had, unfortunately,

. omitted to tear out the title page,
i b

" -hlch showed . that the Bible was
',pritnted in 1895.

S'-. --, American musicians have com-
S`•plalned to the president that fm.

g:ported musicians get the jobs. As the
iQuestlkn turns on whether these lat-
er are artists or contract laborers,

S~nd the Americans are determined to
pri:: otect their jobs, anyway, there is
platanl going to be some music in the

"Death Valley Scotty," who gave
'fWy money when he could not get rid

it fast enough by spending it, wants
•W to become a marine. He would

Siatke a good one for the wise ones to
i- tlheir troubles to.

P A pai journal suggests that in or-
der to rid the world of rats the vari-
piu ggernments should offer a re-

- ward of one penny for each rat killed.
I-] itarl it appears, has already set

h example. There, since a law was
e giving a halrpenny a head for

i rats,, the schoolboys of Copen-
i lgen devote their playtime to hunt-

b the rdent.

! I ~ It comes to investigating the
Scustoms and, especially,

' • e of mice, one see how it is
! d has so few feminine ad

The Magic Billiard Ball
By EDMUND SMITH MIDDLETON

(Copyright, by Shortstory Pub. Co.)

In the lull of an August afternoon
Shaman Tuloc sat within the shaded
doorway of his little shop, contem-
platively smoking. From time to time
a thin brown hand slowly stroked his
long gray beard, while his dark, mel-
ancholy eyes looked far away into the
distance.

Presently a shadow darkened the
doorway, as a well-dressed stranger
halted uncertainly and gazed curiously
within. The old merchant rose cour-
teously and with a wave of his hand
extended a silent invitation to enter.
Seeing that the stranger still hesi-
tated, Shaman said in a tone devoid of
eagerness: "Would the gentleman
care to step in? It is not necessary
to buy."

An air of distinction in the old man's
bearing, scarcely expected in such sur-
aundings, excited the stranger's inter-
est, and with an appreciative: "Thank
you. if you don't mind," he entered.

The merchant noted the young
man's eyes as they swept over his
wares with half-observant gaze, and
saw that his face wore the unsatisfied
expression of one who seeks some-
thing greatly desired.

"It is not merchandise, the gentle-
man seeks to-day," said Shaman, with
kindly interest, continuing to search
the other's face with his far-seeing
orbs.

"Are you a fortune-teller?" asked
the stranger, eagerly.

"Not in the ordinary sense, my son,"
answered the aged merchant, solemn-
ly, "but much of the wisdom of the
east is mine, and I have known the
hearts of many men."

"If you help me," burst impulsively
from the other's lips, "you may name
your own price."

"I am listening, my son," answered
Shaman, with dignity, apparently un-
moved by these glittering promises.

"My name is Philip Arden," began
the young man in quick, excited tones,
"and I am what people call rich. If
my lot had been different, with my
own way to make, I should doubtless

"Go On," Said the Merchant.

have become a gambler, as the gaming
Instinct is strong within me. At times
I am consumed with a perfect fever
to excel at games involving chance and
skill."

'Why do you tell this to 'me?" de-
manded the old man.

"You shall see," answered Arden,
meeting his glance fairly. "Being
wealthy, the gambler's love of gain
does not appeal to me. Instead, I have
devoted myself to games of skill, play-
ing as an amateur with men of my
own class. After making a fad of one
game after another, I have settled
upon billiards, to which I htve devoted
myself, heart and soul, for' two years.

"No lover could be more devoted to
his mistress than I to my favorite
game. I wooed her early and late,
playing my way up through the ranks
of the club, until last spring I defeated
the strongest men and was hailed club
champion. But alas! my joy was
short lived."

"Your hand lost its cunning?" sug-
gested Shaman Tuloc.

"No, not so. A more subtle hand
than mine entered the lists," explained
Arden with a touch of bitterness in
his tone. "While my laurels were yet
fresh, a stranger joined the club, a
tall, slender man, with sallow skin and
coal-black hair, which parted over a
narrow, contracted forehead. Enough
for me that he could play billiards like
a fiend. His long, slender hands con-
trolled the balls like a magician. He
defeated me once, twice, thrice-each
time worse than before-in a word, ig-
nominiously. Let me vanquish him!
Help me to defeat him!" cried Arden,
moved to the depths of his being, "and
I will give you what you like."

Shaman Tuloc smoked awhile in si-
lence, then rose from his seat and
drew a small casket from a secret re-
cess in the rear of the shop. The
box was of fragrant sandal-wood,
wrapped with cords and sealed in
many places. Carefully removing
these, he disclosed a small bundle of
numerous layers of fine silk, conceal-
ing some object within. Very reverent-
ly the old man unwrapped the silken
folds until there lay uncovered in
his palm a small cylinder of ivory of
wondrous quality, and without spot or
blemish.
"My son, you behold a portion bf the

tusk of the sacred elephant of Siam,
the most sacred of the holy herd. He
went into the silence at the age of 200
years, and this relic possesses a
mighty power. Listen to the words
on the scroll. I will interpret" As
Shaman Tuloc spoke he lifted from
the casket an oriental scroll and rev-
erently held it towards the light.

"To the pure and single of heart,"
he read in a low voice, "I will grant
his wish."

"I will give any price, fulfill any con-
ditions," exclaimed Arden, in a cho-
king voice, his whole form trembling.

"Look! What do you see?" the old
man suddenly demanded, holding the
Ivory above his head.

"I see a delicate pink light shining
through the ivory," answered Arden,
excitedly. "It seems to move and
tremble like a rose swaying in the
breeze."

"It is the soul of the sacred tusks!"
cried Tuloc, triumphantly, "the spirit,
the life. Therein lies the power." .

"What am I to do? Tell me!" de-
manded the young man.

"Bring from your club the finest ball
you have. My hands shall fashion its
mate in size and appearance from the
sacred tusk. I will entrust the task to
no other. In a week's time you shall
have a ball, endowed with the living
spirit of victory."

That same evening Arden brought
from the club the desired model and
the next day Shaman Tuloc began his
self-imposed task. As he wrought his
labor of love, patiently, silently, with
reverential skill, the slender, graceful
formn of his only daughter glided often
through the parted curtains and hung
on her father's shoulder with moist
eyes and heaving bosom.

On the eighth day the ball was fin-
ished, and to the instructed eye
seem to throb visibly with sentient
life, as it lay, white and glistening, in
the sandal casket.

"Take it, my son," said Shaman
Tuloc, committing the box to him.
"Let no other hand than thine use this
sacred ball. Let no other interest di-
vide your heart. Then victory will
attend."

The report that Arden was to play
his conqueror again filled the club
house. An undefinable feeling was in
the air that this game would possess
unusual features-that it was a strife
for mastery to an unusual degree.

To the surprise of his ferret-eyed op-
ponent, Arden, playing with the
sacred ball, won the bank. The balls
were spotted and the game began. The
style of play was 14-inch balk line, one
shot in. Without effort, by gracef'al,
easy play, Arden rolled off run after
run. His ball was absolutely under
control, and the audience was with
him to a man, following his game with
frequent applause. But, do what he
would, Arden could not shake off his
opponent. He answered run with run,
and invariably finished a point or two
in the lead.

Arden, however, never lost confi-
dence for a moment in his ball or the
outcome of the game. As the players
approached the goal, the 300 mark,
almost abreast, but the dark man
still in the lead, the excitement grew
intense. With only eight to go, the
latter ran six and missed on his 299th
shot. A hateful scowl showed on his
face, but changed instantly to a tri-
umphant smile, as he saw that Arden,
who stood at 295, was left an impas-
sible shot.

Arden's ball lay tight against the
cushions in one corner, the red ball
in the same position in the far corner
on the other side, and his opponent's
ball against the cushion along the rail
half-way between the other two balls.

It, indeed, looked to be an impos-
sible shot, but Arden, with unruffled
confidence, plhyed a masse, whose like
had never been seen on that or any
other table. His ball, with a beauti-
ful curve, spun to the ball half way
down the rail, continued its journey in
the same marvelously accurate fash-
ion to the red ball, and counted, of
course. The house fairly thundered
its applause. The result of the shot
was to leave the three balls lined up
along the center of the table. A sec-
ond brilliant masse cohnted 297, and
the remaining three shots were clicked
off in rapid succession.

As Arden made the last shot, which
meant victory for him, he felt his eyes
drawn irresistibly across the table to
the, tier of seats opposite. His gaze
rested on a pair of eyes shining with
a radiancy he had never seen before.
As he felt himself yielding to their
power and started toward them, a
strange thing happened. With a sud-
den click the wonderful ball, with
which he had played and won, snapped
asunder and parted into two pieces.
As it fell apart Arden saw an appear-
ance like a delicate pink flame leave
the ball, pass through the air towards
the wonderful eyes, then over the head
of Shaman Tuloc's beautiful daugh-
ter and away.

A minute later Arden was holding
her by the hands and gazing at close
range into those wondrous orbs. Tuloc
hastened, to the table and clasped the
precious fragments of ivory to his
breast.

Later that night, as he stood beside
the beautiful Esther in her father's
shop, Arden asked: "Why did the
ivory ball snap and the pink soul flee
away?"

"Because, my son, ancther love had
come into your heart-" and then, as
Shaman Tuloc looked on the young
people, he raised his hands and said,
solemnly: "The God of heaven bless
you, my children!"

Belleri
"Here, Cash! Cash!" called the

salesgirl, excitedly.
"Here I am," responded Cash, as

she slid swiftly around the corner of
the counter.

"Here, take this, and hurry, now.
What's your name?"

"Beller."
"All right, Beller. Be quick, Lady's

in a hurry."
"Oh, dear," gasped the western

woman. "Do you suppose that pretty
child really has such a frightful name
as Beller?"

"Don't worry, dear," said the New
York woman soothingly. "Her name
is Bella, but she's evidently from New
England and probably never has
heard herself talk into a phonograph."

Ancient Ink Better Than Ours.
The question of making durable ink

perplexes the manufacturers of to-day
Observe closely any letter five or ten
years old and one will notice that in
all probability the writing has faded
to a brown color and is very indis-
tinct. Go to any large museum and
there will be seen ancient manuscripts
the writing of which is as black and
distinct as if it had been done the day
before yesterday.

A CITY' OF AVENUES

SO THE CAPITAL MIGHT APPRO-

PRIATELY BE STYLED.

Americans May Well Be Proud of the

Beautiful Results That Have Fol-

lowed the Werk of Major
L'Enfant.

When Washington was laid out by
Major L'Enfant it was planned on a

scale for a city of
half a million in-
habitants. The
major had the ad-
vantage of a clear

tr 11 field to work in.
There were no con-
flicting interests to
harmonize, real es-
tate owners were
kept off the site
until everything
was ready. So he
made his plans for
a beautiful munici
pality. Avoiding the

gridiron scheme of the regular rect-
angular streets of. Philadelphia, he
proposed a gridiron system broken by
diagonal avenues radiating from two
chief foci, the main one, the capitol,
and the other the White House.

These diagonal avenues, it must be
admitted, are mighty confusing to a
stranger. When he is wandering along
and suddenly emerges into a parkway
from which six or eight streets di-
verge, it needs a level head and an
eye to topography to figure out how
to escape. But this disadvantage
passes away with familiarity and
then the great benefit of the diagonal
plan is apparent. Diagonal streets
give them the finest possible opportu-
nities for splendid vistas of architec-
ture and sculpture.

Washington is full of "circles,"
where the diagonal avenues cross the
rectangular streets. These are little
parkways, many of them, unfortunate-
ly, disfigured by poor statues. Per-
haps some day the town will have the
nerve to get rid of these pieces of
sculpture and leave the circular spots
of green in all their original beauty.

The diagonal street plan was mere-
ly one phase of L'Enfant's compre-
hensive scheme of grouping the pub-
lic buildings. At one end of Pennsyl-
vania avenue he planned the White
House flanked by the treasury and the
state, war and navy department build-
ings. At the other end of the avenue
on a slight hill he assigned the site
for the capitol, which to-day seems to
float in the air, a veritable dream pal-
ace, as seen through the mist from
the treasury steps.

South of the White House is the
Washington monument and the mile
and a half from the monument to the
capitol is laid off in the Mall. It is
expected eventually to clear off prac-
tically all the buildings south of Penn-
sylvania avenue, thus extending the
Mall northward to this diagonal line.
On this vast parkway in the heart of
the city the' future government build-
ings will b grouped. Magnificent op-
portunities to obtain architectural ef-
fects will be afforded by this plan.

Before many years this example is
going to be followed by other cities.

CAPITAL TO HAVE AUDITORIUM.

Almost $100,000 8ybscrlbed, and a Cor-
poration Wfll Be Formed.

Almost $100,000 was subscribed at a
public meeting at Washington toward
the erection in that city of a great
auditorium building, one of the objects
of which is to accommodate the nu-
merous conventions of a national and
international character which meet
annually in the national capital. Seec
retary of State Root, Assistant Sec-
retary Bacon and other public men
participated.

Fifty well-known business men have
signed articles of incorporation for
the. proposed building, under the title
of the National Auditorium Company
of Washington. The site is in Seven-
teenth Street Northwest, between the
Corcoran Art gallery and the Hall of
the Daughters of the Ameican Revo-
lution. Among the subscribers are
Thomas F. Walsh and Levi P. Morton,
each contributing $5,000.

In urging the great necessity for
such an auditorium Secretary Root
declared that it is "undignified and
most injurious to the city that the
present condition of affairs should
continue." This city, he pointed out,
was without an adequate building for
holding important conventions, the in-
augural ball, etc., and the recent inter-
national tuberculosis congress had to
be housed in an unfinished building.

Had No Use for Iceboat.
I just learned the other day that,

when a rather well-known New York
member of the house was elected
some terms ago he shipped his fast-
flying iceboat to Washington ahead of
him, says a writer in the Washington
Star. He had been here in the sum-
mer time, he had admired the wide
stretch'es of the sleepy Potomac, and
he had visions of all sorts of steel
runnered fun here during the sessions
of congress. Needless to say that ice-
boat went back north with the mem-
ber when congress adjourned. There
have been years in Washington when
iceboating might have been possible
on the Potomac-it strikes me I re-
member a time not so long ago when
the Potomac was frozen as far down
as Alexandria-but the year the ice-
boat came here didn't happen to be
one of them.

Hitchcock Is Noncommittal.
Frank H. Hitchcock is as noncom-

mittal on any subject as was the late
Senator Allison, of' whom it was re-
lated that when some one said in the
senate in discussing a bill to remove
the snow from the streets of Wash-
ington that "it will snow again," the
senator remarked: "I will not go that
far. I will say it may snow again."
Hitchcock was besieged for news
when he returned here from Atlanta
the other day. Every question brought
an evasive answer. Finally one news-
paper man said: "Wfll you tell us
whether you like 'possum meat?"
"No, I wouldn't like to say,'" said he.
'I have always made it a rule not
to reflect on anybody, not even a
'Iossum." .

SECRETARY ROOT TELLS STORY,

Retiring Official Illustrates Difficultles
of His Position.

There are days when the secretary
of state finds his friends snuggling up
with a view of taking care of other
friends who are holding down berths
in the foreign service. The diplomat-
Ic and consular services are in a
way under the aegis of the civil serv-
ice, that is, a man's record on other
missions helps him more than the help
of powerful friends. But a word from
the retiring secretary of state about
the efficiency of a certain diplomat or
consul will go a long way- toward
smoothing his way through the Knox
administration.

Mr. Root is not an approachable or
genial man, but he has his moments
of relaxation. He is president of the
Metropolitan club, and during the
Christmas recess he made several
visits to greet his old friends before his
official status changed. He listened at-
tentively to some chums who talked
up this ambassador and put in a
word for a friend in the consular serv-
ice. Then he said: "I will try to re-
member all this, and I will do the best
I can. Which reminds me of a tale
which the late Lord Pauncefote told
with great gusto. Lord Pauncefote, as
all who were privileged to know him
will recall, suffered greatly from rheu-
matic gout in his later days, and he
walked stiffly and sometimes had to
use two canes. He went one after-
noon to make a call, and he remained
quite a long time, so long that the
horses got restive and the groom
walked them up and down the street.
When Lord Pauncefote left the house
the carriage was not in front, and
thinking there was some mistake in
his orders, he started to walk to the
embassy, which was only a square or
two. But he had twinges of his old
enemy and the pavement was icy. He
was a large, heavily built man, ane
he feared a fall. While he was pon-
dering over his dilemma, along came
a young man in working clothes, and
the British ambassador, after a cour-
teous salutation, asked: 'My friend,
will you walk beside me and help me
home? It is just a short ways, but I
am afraid of falling. I shall greatly
appreciate it.' The young man
looked him over and said, thickly:
'Old gent, I am pretty full myself,
but I'll do the best I can, the
very best I can.' That's my di-
lemma," ended Mr. Root. "I am
pretty full of promises already on file,
but I'll do the very best I can."

WOULD KEEP SENOR QUESADA.

Cuban Minister Popular with the Au.
thorities at Washington.

While there can be no expression on
the part of any official of this govern-
ment, there is a very strong feeling in
all circles in Washington that the re-
ported intention of the new Cuban
government forming to transfer Mr.
Gonzalo de Quesada, the Cuban min-
ister, to France and Spain, and substi-
tute some one else for him, will not be
carried out. It is no exaggeration to
say that members of the American
congress, including some of the most
prominent leaders, say that instead of
Mr. QuesA.da's usefulness here being
at an end, it is at its height. He has
been in Washington many years, hav-
ing in the first place been a member
of the famous Cuban junta which did
so much for the independence of Cuba
under the most trying circumstances,
and at : time when the influence of
the Spanish legation here was para-
mount in the counsels of the senate.

He has served his country as min-
ister from the formation of the first
government of the Republic of Cuba,
and he has done so with much ac-
ceptability. He has been very close
in his relations to President Roosevelt,
and will be in a similar, position with
reference to the Taft administration,
should he remain.

Senator Aldrich, recently at the
White House offices, meeting Mr. Que-
sada, expressed the ,hope that he
would not be succeeded by another,
adding: "You can get anything for
your government you ask for -from
the congress of the United States."

Schools to Teach the Use of Mails,
How to use the United States mails

and those of other countries will soon
be included in the education course in
the public schools of Newark.

Postmaster James L. Hays has been
advocating this for some time and
the committee of the board of educa-
tion which has charge of the course
of study has decided to advise its
adoption by the board.

Mr. Hays says that the school chil-
dren, even in the higher grades,' know
little or nothing about the mails.

As a rule they ,:ould not even prop-
erly address a letter, omitting some
essential like the state or the city
or the street.
SHow to obtain a money order or
register a letter was more of a mys-
tery to boys and girls of 14 or 15 than
to foreign-born residents.

Of the thousands of letters sent to
the dead letter office annually from
New York city, a large portion were
mailed by school children.

His First Experience with Eggnogg,
I remember, writes a Washington

correspondent, a time some yeafs agec
when a newspaper man fresh from

New Eregland was induced to enter a
rumorium for the purpose of being in-
itiated into the mysteries of eggnogg,
which delectable beverage had never
previously rolled over his tongue.

He partook and partook and kept
partooking, being delighted beyond
measure with the smooth taste of the
stuff, and evidently considering it
harmless, until suddenly it came over
him, as he leaned against the wall
in the last place of refreshment and
tried to count one little elusive light,
that he was the proud possessor of a
comprehensive and ornate souse.

He was puzzled and became grave
at once.

"Gosh," he said at length, his brow
furrowed with the intense mental ef-
fort required for consecutive thought,
"them was the strongest eggs I ever
ate."

Not in the Natural Order.
"It would be rather an odd solu

tion of that case, wouldn't it?"
"What solution of what casq?"
"If the Thaw case should turn ost

a frost."

CALL
The Prophet Takes Up tWork Begn

BY THE "HIGHWAY AND BYWAY"
PREACHER

(Copyright, 190, by he Author, W. & Eddon.)

The Prophet Zechariah.-He was the
son of Berechiah, and grandson of Iddo,
and was probably of the tribe of Levi.
He was born in Babylon, and like Haggai,
came to Jerusalem with Zerubbabel. He
seems to have entered upon his mission
whien quite young (Zech. 2:4). The foun-
dation of the temple had indeed been laid,
but that was all (Ezra 5:16). Discouraged
by the opposition and the long delay of
14 years in the building the Jewish colony
were slow to take up the work again
even when the letter came from Darius
sanctioning the work, and promising his
protection. At such a time no more fit-
ting instrument could be found to rouse
the people, whose hearts had grown cold,
than one who united to the authority of
the prophet the zeal and the traditions of
the sacerdotal family. Accordingly, to
Zechariah's influence we find the rebuild-
ing a great measure ascribed (Ezra 6:14).
Later traditions assume, what is indeed
very probable, that Zechariah took per-
sonally an active part in providing for
the liturgical service of the temple. He
and Haggai are both said to have com-
posed psalms with this view. If the later
Jewish accounts may be trusted, Zech-
ariah, as well as Haggai, was a member
of the great synagogue. Zechariah is the
only one of the prophets who speaks of
Satan.

Scripture Authority - Zechariah,
chapter 1.
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* *
* SERMONETTE. *

e No permanent work of reform

v can be accomplished until there
* is a change of heart. ,

Haggai, the prophet, had suc-
* ceeded in arousing governor, "

priest and people to a pitch of
* enthusiasm where the work of "

rebuilding the temple was taken 0
* up. And after the first burst of *

: enthusiasm interest began to
* lag. *

It needs more than outward
* enthusiasm to keep any reform *
* movement going. There must
* be depth of conviction, and con- *
* secration of purpose to give the
* long, hard, steady pull that will *

0 lead on to successful completion
* of the work.,
0 And the work which Haggai *
* had so splendidly begun, the 0

" young man Zechariah was raised 
* p to complete. His was a deep- 0

" er work, a work which was to "
get below the surface and grip *

" the heart for the long pull and "
the hard pull, and the pull all *

" together. "

: The success of any movement "
a does not depend so much upon "
" the crowd who are ready to take
* up the shout of the multitudes a
: during the popular excitement, 0
* but, rather, upon the few into "
e whose hearts there has come C

* the deep conviction of thb right- .
eousness of the cause in which :

* they have enlisted, and who are .

ready in the face of the most :
* discouraging circumstances and "

w opposition to press forward.
* To bring such people to the "
* support of the governor in his

* great temple building enter- *

0 prise was the task to which
* Zechariah was called, and his *
* first message was one of warn-
* ing and appeal. *
0 The sad history of the past
* was recalled that the people *

" who would listen might under-
* stand how sin had taken the *
9 people away from God and that 0
* the sin had been followed by *
" punishment. :

: But if now the people would 0
a turn to the Lord he would turn "

to them. They must get right *

* with God before the work of the a

: temple building could prosper. :
* Qo it is'with any work to a

Swhich God calls his people to-

* day. Those engaged in the a

K work must get right with God
before thel work of the temple a

: building could prosper.
* 8o it is with any work to'.

Swhich God calls his people to-
* day. Those engaged in the *

Swork must get right with God "
* before they can do consistent *

Sand persistent and efficient
* work. *

STo the builders of the king.

* dom of his righteousness to-day, *

* God is saying as he spake to the
* temple builders: "Turn ye unto *
* me, and I will turn' unto you." _
* *

THE STORY.

T WAS two full months now since

the stirring message of the prophet
Haggal had aroused governor and
people to again take up the work of
rebuilding the temple. Much had
been done in that time, for the people
In the first flush of their enthusiasm
took hold of the task with a will. But
the work completed seemed nothing
in comparison to what still remained
to be done, and diJncouragement
and doubt began to dampen the ar-
dor of the people. Fewer came to
labor on the task, and those who did
come labored half-heartedly.

That very day Zerubbabel the gov-
ernor had sent out appeal for more
workers and had sought to arouse
those who were at work to more en.
ergetic efforts. But apparently to no
avail.

Zechariah had been among those
who had responded to the first call
of the governor for workers, and every
day since then he had been at his
self-imposed post of duty. But as
has been said, the work had begun to
lag and the appeal of the governor
that day had met with no response,
and as Zechariah wended his way
home that night his heart was heavy
within him.

Belonging as he did to the tribe
of Levi, and being the son of devout
parents who had trained him reverent-
ly with the thought of his ultimate
place among the priesthood, he had
early wholly given himself to God and
was an eager student of all the wo,-
derful history of his' nation anj
God's dealings wpith them.

He recalled thax night during hls
walk home how eager and joyful he
had been when the caravan of i'-

I turning Jews had set out from Baby-lon. All through that long journey he

bad pictured himself t77 f4tt I
of the beloved Jerusaim How• .
temiple would be rebi$lfld the city
take on much of thle old life and activ-
ity which had markd lit in the days
of its former glory.

And now he contrasted the pictures
which his enthusiastic young hope
had drawn with the realities of the
present, after 15 years of struggle and
waiting.

"What has been God's purpose in

bringing his people back to Zion if
the temple is not to be rebuilt?" he
asked himself, as he reached his mod-

est little room and sat down on the

low bench and watched with a far-

away look the sun sink out of sight in

the west.
His frugal meal was forgotten, and

he was unconscious of the gathering

darkness. His whole thought cen-

tered around the history of the return

of the Jews to Jerusalem and the evi-

dent failure of the highest hopes of

the movement. And he went on to

catechise himself as to why such
things could be.

"God has spoken of great blessing
to his people at Jerusalem," mused

Zachariah. "Was it not his promise
that after 70 years he would return

the captivity and establish his people
in Zion? Had not Daniel searched out

these promises given by the prophet
Jeremiah and had not they found ful-

fillment in the return 15 years be-'

fore? Had not the return been with

gladness, and had not the manifest

blessing of God rested upon the

movement?"
With what joy, he thought, had they

begun the rebuilding of the temple in

order that God might have a dwelling
place in their midst. And the work

had progressed to the point where the

ruins had been cleared and the

foundation walls again built ready to
begin the superstructure. Then had

come the opposition of the Samaritans
and the decree of Artaxerxes ordering
that the work be stopped. But now

the king of Babylon was dead and

Darius had come to the throne, and
with the change had come the new in-

spiration and hope that the work on

the temple would be resumed.
Haggai had come with his stirring

message, and had reassured the peo-
ple with the promise that God was
with themt. But now after two months
the work was lagging and gave indica-
tions of ceasing again altogether.

"What is the matter?" exclaimed
Zechariah. ."What( can be done to
rouse the people and hold them to
their tasks? It needs more than the
enthusiasm which first aroused the
people," he muttered to himself as
he leaned out of the open casement
and watched the stars flashing out one
by one as the night grew darker.

"What is indifference to God's work
but the forgetting of God and God's
law?" he demanded of himself, at
last. "Does not sin lie at the door,
then? Ah," he exclaimed, excitedly,
"that is where the trouble' lies. We
need God."

As though by way of response, a
voice came floating down through the
night and instinctively Zechariah
knew it was God speaking. With up-
lifted but reverent gaze, Zechariah
whispered:

"Speak, Lord, thy message."
Again came the voice, saying:
"The Lord hath been sore dis-

pleased with your fathers. Therefore,
say unto them, Thus saith the Lord of
hosts: Turn ,ye unto me, saith the
Lord of hosts, and I will turn unto
you, saith the Lord of hosts. Be ye
not as your fathers, unto whom the
former prophets have cried, saying.
Thus saith the Lord of Hosts: Turn
ye now from your evil ways, and from
your evil doings; but they did not
hear, nor hearken unto me, saith the
Lord. But my words and my statutes,
which I commanded my servants the
prophets, did they not take hold of
your fathers? and they returned and
said, Like as the Lord of hosts though
to do unto us, according to our ways,
and according to our doings, so hath
he dealt with us."

"The Lord hath told me to peak to
his people," whispered Zechariah to
himself after the voice had ceased.
"Can it be?" he exclaimed in rapture,
"that God is calling me as prophet
and priest to serve his people?"

And then by way of response he
:added, earnestly:

"I will speak. All the Lord hath
said will I tell the people. And, Oh,
that they may indeed hear the voice
of God and turn to him. It is only
thus that the work of the rebuilding of
,the temple wi prosper."

So it came. to pass on the morrow
that Zechariah's place upon the tem-
ple walls was vacant, but Jerusalem
had a new prophet whose voiCe was
sounding throughout the city the call
to repentance and urging the need of
turning to God.

GIVING OUR BET sVICE.

However Humble in the Light of God's
Love It Will Be Glorified.

There Is a very precious comfort in
the assurance that if we bring the best
service we can to God, however hum-
ble it may seem, in thbir light of God's
love it will be glorified. Our lives
sometimes seem very valueless 'when
we keep them for ourselves selfishly;
but when we put them in God's hand
and see what he does with them, and
how they are transfigured and trans-
formed, we are amazed at what we
behold. Let us put ourselves com-
pletely in the hand of God. If we will
do that, he will transform and enrich
our life a hundredfold. Let us not.
hold back that which it is within our
power to give to carry the gospel' to
the heathen, or lift the burden from
the shoulders of God's poor. Though
it seems little in our hands, if with
loving purpose we put it in the hands
of God, it shall be multiplied under his
touch of ilfinite love. The word of
sympathy it is our chance to spea,
though it be as humble as the "cup
of cold water" that Jesus ,blesses, be-
comes a great thing when the lov-
ing countenance of God shines upon
it.-Rev. ouis Albert Banks, D. D.

Look Ahead,
When you make a mistake, don't

look back at it long. Take the reason
of the thing -into yeaour own mind, and
then look forward, . Mistakese are lee
sons of wisdom... The past cannce
be changed. The fluture is yet , your
power.-Hugh Waite,.

'iThe man that procrastinate strug
gles ever with rul•--Hesiod.


