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PART I. Costw trxn.

It was dark enough to the morose
unan as he stood by the side of Lis
onaimed child fighting with his soul.

I could be happier I know I could
Jbe happier, if you and the world were
different to each other if you did not
regard it as your enemy. But that will
never be, father, will it?"

"No, child, it will never be. I can
mot play the hypocrite, and lie to
.you."

"Yet you are good and kind to me.
"Why should you love me so dearly,
;and be bitter with all others? All men
ind women are not bad. See, father,
there is my angel!"

She pointed upward to a large gray
cloud, with white fleecy wing, which
her imagination had quaintly fashioned
into the hgure of an angel.

"I never saw him so beautiful be-
fore. He is at his best because it is
Christmas. Say that Christmas is a
good time, and "make me happy."

"Christmas is a good tinie child,"
he said, doggedly.

"No, no! not like that! From your
licart I want you to say it from your
Tieart! You are silent. If I were to
say that I suffer more, far more than

jrou can imagine that my heart is torn
to pieces with vain yearnings you
"would strive perhaps to bring some
giaaness into ruy days. Ah. forgive
me!" she cried, in an agony of" re-
morse, as a spasm of pain escaped
him: "I am ungrateful, ungrateful!
You arc all that is good to me all that
as kind. But I suffer so! I am so trulv
unhappy!" She rocked herself to and
fro. and sobbed. "Sit by my side.
Tather. I must tell vou my secret, or
I shall die!"

In silence he sat upon the door-ste-p

hy her side, with face almost as white
ft8 hers. When she had sobbed herself
inty a quieter mood, she spoke again.

"Father, I am very much deformed,
am I not?"

"Not to me, darling."
"No, not to you, for when you look

.at me, your eyes arc in your heart.
But I am. in reality, very ugly, very
iinintercting, deformed and a cripple.
No person in the vorld, seeing me
once, would care to see me aoiin. I
know from myself. I do not care to
look for a second time upon uarlv and
uninteresting things. It is very sad."

The commiserating tone in" which
she spoke of her misfortunes was very
touching to hear.

"I am not like any other girl I have
ever seen. There is Laura Harrild
now; she is very, very pretty. When
I look at her I feel as glad as when I
see the early primroses peep out of the
ground, telling me that spring is com- -

- S".Mephcn's features assumed an anx
ious expression at the mention of Laura
Harrild's name.

"If 3 ou were to ask me my idea of
perfect happiness, I should answer,
Laura Harrild. She is young, beauti-
ful and good and she loves, and is
Joved Oh, my heart!"

There was such" anguish in the poor
girl's voice that every nerve in Step-

hen's body quivered in sympathy as he
supported her head upon his shoulder.

"Do you guess my secret, father?"
she whispered.

"To my sorrow, dear child."
"I can not help it. I have struggled

against it vainly, feeling how hopeless
it is. I have afwavs loved him. miser
able girl that I am! I do not know
how it came, except that he is so brave
sind strong and handsome, while I am J

nouiing out a poor ugly cripple. Is
life worth having, I wonder, in such a
.shape as mine? If I were somebody
else, and saw such a creature as mv-.sel-f,

I would look down with pity upon
her, and ask whether she wouldnot be

Tiappier if she were dead. I have seen
;girls, ragged, and without a shoe to
Sheir feet, and have envied them

they were strong and had straight
limbs, and were free from pain whfch
I seldom am. unless I am asleep."

"They suffer much," said Stephen,
attempting to draw consolation for her
from the misery of others; "they are
ouen wunoui a meat or a beo."

"But they are free," she cried, "they
arc free, and I am a slave! Though

they have not a shilling in their
their hearts are sometimes

ight, and they smile and enjoy. I
have seen them I have seen them!
Whut happiness there must be in pov--ert-

You are a rich man. father."
"I have money, child. It is yours to

vspend as you wish."
"Monej' can not bny lore. Money

"will not make me different from what
T am, and it can not bring sunshine
into our house. Are all homes like
ours? There is no light in it; it is des-
olate and deserted, and it has never
been otherwise within my remem-
brance. You and I are like two her-
mits, shut out from the world. In
what way has this come, and must k
l)e always so? Surely there is some-"thi-

better in life than my experience
.has shown me. Ah, yes; there is
somethinr better in it. There is love
in it. which I shall never, never
Jiave!"

She was speaking to herself now,
-- while he sat watching her, humbly and
an silence. Morose and churlish as he
"was to all others, here he was a slave;
and had he possessed the power, he
would have laid his heart in her lap,
could it have insured her a day's hap-
piness,

"To-nig- is Christmas," she re-
sumed, "and we shall go round to Mr.
Harrild's house, and see so many young
"people dancing, and laughing, and
flaying forfeits, while I shall sit in a
corner glaring at them, like the env-

ious old witch I have read of in fairy
stories. I am auite as hideous. I know:
and it is natural and proper that they
should not come and pay court to me, as
they do to each other. And I deserve
3t, father," she exclaimed, her mood
suddenly changing. "I deserve it for
Teviling the world and everybody in it,
as I am doing. I deserve it for having
"bad and uncharitable thoughts at sucha good and sacred time as Christmas
for it is a good time, after all. is it
not?"

jso words can express the entreating
earnestness with which she strove to
Tirge this belief upon him. It could
"not fail to soften the hard man's heart,
and he said, gently:

"It is a good time, child."
And with bis hand touching her seek

lovingly, they went into the house to-

gether.

At Reuben Harrild's there was as-

sembled on this evening as merry and
d a company as ever met

within four walls. Geniui faces every-
where; smiles and cheerful looks on
all sides, from old and young; every
person on his best behavior, ready to
shake every other person's hand, with
as much amiability as can be expressed
by the pressure of palms and fingers.
And if such a thing as truth exists,
hearts accompanied the pressure. As
for duplicity, double-dealin- suspicion
of motives, artful maneuvering for
selfish purposes, SHch qualities were
purely mythical, good enough to put
color into dreams, but utterly imagin-
ative almost comical to think of as
to any part they might play in the busi
ness of life! J. he business of life! What
am I thinkiner of? Business, to the
right about! It is Christmas-eye- , and
the world is pleasant to heart and eye.
sweet and loving and charitable,
abounding in thought.

But I am bound to confess it there
was heart-burnin-g in the kitchen. For
in that region of shining stew and sauce
pans, in whose polished surfaces the
genial reflection of a jolly time was
clearly visible, Samuel Meldrum (the

of the establishment) had,
by the merest accident, come plump up-
on Kitty Simons (the maid-serva- of the
establishment) and had discovered her
in the act of being kissed, beneath the
miserable pretense of a piece of mis-
tletoe, by a retainer of low degree, who,
being especially recommended by
Samuel Meldrum, had been tempora-
rily engaged to assist in the general
joy, and had thus basely betrayed the
trut reposed in him. "Now, Samuel
Meldrum regarded the kisses of pretty
Kitty Simons, both from and for, as his
especial prerogative, and most particu-
larly and solely within his department
at Christmas-tim- This act of the tem-
porary retainer was clearly, therefore,
an act of treachery, and as such was
regarded by his patron, who, after
treating the treacherous dependent to a
"piece of his mind," glared at Kitty
with eyes in which love and jealousy
were plainly depicted. Pretty Kitty,
busy at the" dresser, whither she had
demurely walked after the kiss under
the mistletoe, was of course entirely
unconscious of the state of Samuel 's

feelings which was the reason
why she furtively watched him from
beneath her dark eyelashes, and won-
dered when he was going to speak.
But Samuel's moral dignity was hurt,
and he preserved silence more from
not knowing what to say than from
any other cause.

" They're playing games
said Kitty, taking the bull by the horns;
"such games!"

Samuel only grunted.
" They're playing' said Kitty, slvly,

"I love my love with a A, because lie's
amiable, and amusing, and an angel;
and I hate my love with a A, because
he's aggravating, and absurd, and an
noying; and his name ain't Alexander,
and he comes from Aberdeen, and I
took him to the sign of the Axe and
Anchor, and treated him to apples and
anchovies."

" And I don't love my love with a
We," retorted Samuel, goaded into a
full sense of his wrongs by the pretty
maid's attempt at conciliation, "be-
cause she's wicious, and wile, and a
wixen; and I hate her with a We, be-
cause she's wulgar, and wain, and a
wiper; and her name ain't Wenus, and
she conies from Wandieman's Land,
and I took her to the sign of the Wen-omo-

Wampire, and treated her to
winegar and water."

The retort caused Kitty to smile to
herself more slvly than ever: for the
next best thing to a declaration of love
from a man you have a liking for is a
declaration of jealousy, and there was
no doubt that Samuel was in a desper-
ate condition. The temporary retainer,
driven by Kitty's distraetinirairs into a
state of overbubbhng love, listened to
this quarrel with secret pleasure, and,
beguiling Kitty under the mistletoe, at-
tempted "to snatch from her tempting
lips a repetition of the temporary bliss
which had fired hi soul. But this time
he reckoned without his host. Kitty
sly puss as she was! knowing that
Samuel was near, pretended to struggle
with the poacher, crying out with af- -
lecicu inuignauon: "now aare vou,
sir! What do mean by it? "Oh,
Samuel, Samuel! Save me!" Where-
upon Samuel, his jealousy melting in
the warmth of this appeal, flew to the
rescue, and caught Kitty in his arms
where she lay panting, her pouting lips
in a direct line with the mistletoe, and
looking altogether so lovelv and be-
witching that Well, he" did what
you would have done kissed her once,
and again, and again, and would have
gone on for there is no saving how
long, had not Kitty ran away to hide
her blushes and delight.

Every room in the house had such a
bright look about it that there was no
mistaking the time. Hae Father Time
himself suddenly appeared with his
opera hat under his arm, and (being an
airy old gentleman) with nothing else
worth mentioning on his old bones in
the shape of garment, for the purpose
of telling that he had made a mis-
take with his glass, and that he was six
or seven weeks too fast or too slow,
you would have snapped your fin-
gers at him. Not Christmas! A
nice thing, indeed! As if vou
did not know better! As if every
saucepan in the kitchen did not know
better! As if the very sparks fl ing up
the chimnevs did not'know better! Snt
Christmas! Ask Mrs. Raraage. Who
was Mrs. Ramage? Mrs. Ramage was
a Large woman, with a Large mouth,
and a Large nose, and Large eyes, and
Large limbs, and a Larse way of asscrt- -
inghersclf which there was no resisting.
And in Mrs. Ramage was merged Mr.
Ramage, who was a little man, with a
little month, and a little nose, and lit-
tle eyes and little limbs, and sneh a
very little way of asserting himself that
no one took the slightest notice of him.
If by chance he was spoken of, it was
as one who had vested the whole of
his right, title and interest in and to
human life in the wife of his bosom;
who indeed, had parted with it so
thoroughly and completely that it
might be regarded as a sum'which she
added up. subtracted from, multiplied,
or divided, at her pleasure.

Not Christmas! Why. here was Mrs.
Ramage, this tremendously solemn and
magnificently large woman, actually
laughing, and beaming kindly smiles
upon poor little Mr. Ramage, who
hopped meekly about her, and bobbed
his little head in ecstasy at her

Not Christmas! Ask the VTnra anil
the Wymers, of Messrs. Wymer, Woy
& Wymer, the celebrated firm of at-
torneys and solicitors which transacted
au the legal business of the district.
The firm originally was Wymer &
Woy; but a female Wymer, sister of
the senior partner, having in her own
particular right become possessed of a
sum of money which the firm was anx-
ious to pass to its credit, would caly

consent to invest it on the condition
that her name was added to the firm.
Being a strong-minde- d and bony old
maid, her condition was accepted" and
the title thenceforth was Wymer, Woy
& Wymer. All the members of the
firm "were long, lank and lean, and
grew, as did their parchments, more
shrunk and shriveled evcty term. Life
to them was in a small way made op
Of happiness and sorrow, sympathy,
disappointments, love, trials "of affec-
tion, charity and such-lik- e trifles: but
in a much larger way it was made up
of law. They talked nothing but law;
they breathed nothing but law. They
played the game of existence (as
though it were really a game) with
cards of law, and they played it so
skillfully that they never missed the
odd trick. Yet even they looked frosti-
ly pleasant, and thawed a little under
the genial influence of the time; dimly
recognizing that kindliness at such a
season mfcfht possibly be an enactment
of some old law of humanity which it
would be well for them not to resist.

And if there was a shadow of doubt
on the subject if any misguided per-
son still entertained the most infinitesi-
mal particle of disbelief as to the fact

he had but to look at the face of
Laura Harrild, and the thing was set-
tled. There was nothing extraordinarily
handsome about Laura she was simp- -

a

a

to a dear, loving woman, gemmed , a ,ton, na mtIch
the graces of hatmy, innocent youth.1 ...... '"."..

g and , .hei;r
, - i- - - t wouiu mrow icailen ilummts inscribedant adness on her face,g wHhthe, word,, "Take this!"shod its iiifiiiin.-i- on nil nrnnml inr .... .

Such women are the roses of the world:
happy the man who has one blooming
in the garden of his life!

"To think," said Dr. Bax, as ho sat
dandling on nis knee privileged,
curly-heade- d youngster, "to think of
those two children going to cet niar-ril-d

in three months! Why, Mr. Har-
ried what on earth will you do without
her?"

The person addressed, a sober-lookin- g

man of fifty, gazed thoughtfully
Laura and William, who were sitting
among a group of young people laugh-
ing and cnatting gayly.

"Dear, dear!" continued the
"three months! And we
shall be looking back to it. and saying
it was only'yesterday that they were
married. Life, indeed, nothing but

breath of wind."
"I beg your pardon." interpospd

Mr. Wymer. who was close by, with
the other two of the firm; I
did not quite catch it, Doctor. You
were saying "

"That life was not'iin;: but a breath
of wind," repeated Dr. B.ix.

"No such thinsr, sir; no such thing,"
exclaimed Mr. Wjnier, warmly. "Life
a breath of wind." indeed! Pooh-noo-

doctor! vou know nothing about it! If
even body took such a light view of
it I beg your pardon; smiled."

"It sounded like a joke," said Dr.
"taking such a light view of it, you

said."
"I never joke." said Mr. Wvmer. sol

emnly; "and I did I hope I should
know myself better than to select a sub-
ject so serious. I repeat, if erybody
took such a light view'of life," what
would become of all its most important
relations? What would be the use of
making marriage settlements In favor
of a breath of wind? What would be
the use of making one's in f.ior
of a breath of wind? What would be
the use of actions at law, writs of
ejectment, pleas-- , intcrplcas, rules nisi,
criminal prosecutions, chancery, suits
and insolvencies? What, in short,
would become of law?"

"That is no breath of wind, I grant
you," said the little doctor,

"it is a grim reality. But I
spoke metaphorically."

" I beg your pardon. You spoke "
Metaphorically."
I thought I vas mistaken in the

word." returned Mr. Wmer. "My
dear doctor, you siirelv can not be in
earnest. Metaphorically! Of what
practical ue is it speak metaphoric-
ally? Speak legally, and vou are all
right. Speak legally, act legally, live

, die legally, and you can" go to
tne other world with your title-dee-

in your hand, and take possession.
What I find fault in people nowa-
days," continued the lawyer, illustrat-
ing his points with his forefinger, "is,
that they diverge from the nroner
course of life. They are dreamy, sen-
timental, metaphorical, unpractical and
unbusiness-Iik- e. Now there no
dreaminess or sentimentality in law.
You Miiwf be business-lik- e aiid practi-
cal, or you will get the worst of it.
You must be wide awake, my friend,

you deal with law." And Mr.
Wyme'r emitted a dry, chucklinglaugh,
as though he were in the habit of deal-
ing with many peonle who were
businesslike and unpractical, and not
sufficiently wide awace, and who were
therefore alwavs getting the worst of
it.

"But the uncertainty of the law,"
Doctor Bax ventured to remark.

"That's the charm of it." replied
Mr. Wymer, rubbing his hands pleas-
antly with the cenialitv of his theme.

"I beg your pardon," interrupted
Dr. Bax, purposely imitating the old
lawyer; "you said that is the "

"Charm of it."
"Its uncertainty?"
"Exactly. You never know where

to have it. It will get the best of ou
when you least expect it. You may
study it for a hundred years, ft
may trip you, afti rail. It wonder-
fully and beautifully complex."

"There are cues" which have
sixty or seventy years, are there not?"
asked Dr. Bax.

"More, sir, more," replied Mr. Wv-
mer, gleefully; --What could better il-

lustrate the law's amazing ingenuity,
its inexhaustible fertility, than such
cases? Think of the study, the speeches,
the learning, the arguments, that have
Lean used in one simple suit. Think
of the briefs "

"The fees," the doctor put in, with
a knowing look.

Mr. Wymer, Miss Wymer and Mr.
Woy looked at e: ca other, smiled, and
softly smoothed the palms of their
hands with thj fingers of their left, a
sign of satisfaction they were in the
habit of unconsciously indulging in
when they were discussing amorelhan
usually agreeable topic.

"The fees," said Mr. Wymer; yea.
iney iouow, or course. lor every labor-
er is worth' of his and we are all
laborers, after a fashion."

"How on earth." asked Dr. Bar,
with a spice of maliciousness, "did tho
world ever get on without lawyers?"

"It never did sir; Biblical records
prove it In the patriarchal days, men
were bom with legal minds, as they
are now. Abraham bought land, and
was most particular in the specification
concerning the trees, down to the very
borders of his property. Then look at
Jacob and Laban. Do yon mean to
tell me they were not lawyers? II
Jacob lived in these days, he would
reach the wool-sac- k, if he were set a
Jew."

to BE.coarxoiDXD.'l

TdiMAGE'S SERMON.

i3emi?U Discourse of the Series
Oa. the "Marriage Ring."

T law a Heredity Trail or Character
Yhat Ran --1 Families The Ketpoaat- -

MUty or Aaeeatry neqaeatlilaa;
a Meral Teadeaey.

Ifev. T. DeWItt Talmate (Mirer! toe
eleventh sermon of tie "Marriage Riag"
aerie at Fayette, Mo., before an audience
that packed every available portion of the
building in which it was delivered. The
subject wu "Heredity," Mr. Talmage tak-
ing for his text:

Whose son art thou, thon young maa. I.
eamuei, xvii., M.

Never was there a more unequal fifth t
that that between David and Goliath.
David Are ft fiinu; Goliath ten. David
a shepherd boy, brought up amid rural
scenes; Goliath a warrior by profession.
Goliath mountain of braggadocio: David
a marvel of humility. Goliath armed with
an iron spear; David armed with a sllnsr,
with smooth stones from the brook. But
you are not to despise these latter weap
ons. There was a regiment of slingers in
the Assyrian army and regiment of
slingers in the Egyptian army, and ther
male terrible execution, and they eouldwith w!th

a ;,.- -.
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no it was a inignty weapon David em- -
ployed in that famons combat.

A Jewish rnbbi ays that the probability
is that Goliath was in such contempt for
David that in a paroxysm of laughter he
threw his head back, and his helmet fell
ofT,nnd David saw the uncovered forehead,

'nnd his opportunity had come, and taking
this sling and swinging it around hi head
two or three times, and aiming at that un-
covered forehead he crushed it like an egg-
shell. The battle over. bhold a tableau:
King Haul sittin?, little David standing,
his Angers clutched iuto the hair of the
decapitated Goliath. As Saul sees David
standing there holding in his hand the
ghastly, reeking, staring trophy, evidence
of the comnlete victory over God's ene
mies, rte King wonders what parentage
was honored by such heroism, nnd in my
text he asks David his pedigree:

Whose son art thon. thou voting man?
The king saw what yon and I see, that

this qnestion of heredity is a mighty ques-
tion. The longer I live the more I believe
in blood good blood, bad blood, proud
blood, humble blood, honest blood, thiev-
ing blood, heroic blood, cowardly blood.
The tendency may skip a generation
or two, but it is sure to come out,
as In a little child you sometimes
see a similarity to a
whose picture hangs on the wall. That the
physical and mental and moral qualities
are inheritable is patent to anyone who
keeps his eyes open. The similarity is so
striking sometimes' as to be amusing.
Great families, legal or literary, are apt to
have the characteristics nil down through
ibe generations, and what is more per
ceptible in such families may be seen on
a smaller scale in all families. A thou-
sand yershave no power to obliterate the
difference.

The large Up of the honse of Anstria is
seen in all the generations, and Is called
the Hapsburgllp. The Honse nf Stuart
always means in all generations cruelty
and bisntry nnd sensuality. Witness
Queen of Scots. Witness Charles I. and
Charles II. Witness James I. and James
II. and all the other scoundrels of that im-

perial line. Scottish blood means per-
sistence, English blood means reverence
for the ancient, Welsh blood means
religiosity, Danish blood means fondness
of the sa, Indian blood means roaming
disposition, Celtic blood means fervidity,
Roman blond means conqnest.

The Jewish facility for accumulation
you tnav trace clear back to Abraham, of
whom the Bible says, "He was rich in sil-
ver and gold ami cattle," and to Isaac and
Jacob, who had the same characteristics.
Some families are characterired by
longevity, and they Mye a tenacity of life
positively MethuselUii. Others are char-
acterized by Goliathian stature, and you
can see it for one generation, two genera-
tions, Ave generations, in all gen-
erations. Vigorous theology runs
on in the line of the Alexanders. Tragedy
runs on in the families of the Kembles.
Literature runs on in the line of the Trol-lop- e.

Philanthropy runs on in the line of
the Wilherforces. Statesmanship runs on
in the line of the Adamses. Henry and
Catherine of Navarre religious, all their
families religious. The celebrated family
of the Casini. all mathematicians. The
celebrated family of Medici grandfather,
son and Catherine all remarkable for
keen intellect. The celebrated family of
oastavns, all warriors.

This law of heredity asserts itself with-
out reference to social or political con-
dition, for you sometimes find the ignoble
in high place. A descendant of Edward
I. a toll gatherer. A descendant of Ed-
ward III. a doorkeeper. A descendant of
the Duke of Northumberland a trunk-make- r.

Some of the mightiest families of
England are extinct, while some of those
most honored in the peerage go back to an
ancestry of hard knuckles and rough ex-
terior. This law of heredity is entirely in
dependent of social and political condition.
Then you find avarice, and jealousy, and
sensuality, and fraud having full swing
insome families. The violent temper of
Frederick William is the inheritance of
Frederi-- the Great. It is not a theory to
beset forth by worldly philosophy only,
but by divine authority. Do you not re
member how the Bible speaks of "a chosen
generation," of "the generation of the
righteous," of "the generation of vipers,"
of an "untoward generation," of "a stab-bor- n

generation," of "iniquity of the past
visited upon the children unto the third
and fourth generation?" So that the text
comes with the force of a projectile
hurled from the mightiest catapult.

Whose son art thou, thou young maa?
"Well," says some one, "that theory dis-

charges me from all responsibility. Born
of sanctified parents, we are bound to be
good, and we can not help ourselves. Born
of unrighteous parentage, we are bound to
be evil and we can not help ourselves."

As much as if you should say, "the cen
tripetal force in nature has a tendency to
bring everything to the center, and there
fore all things come to the center. The
centrifugal force in nature has a tendency
to throw out everything to the periphery,
and therefore every thing will go out to
the periphery." You know as well as I
kaowthatyoa can make the centripetal
overcome the centrifugal, and you can
make the centrifugal overcome the cen-
tripetal. As when there is a mighty tide
of good ia a family that may be overcome
by determination to evil, as ia the case of
Aaron Burr, the libertine, who had for
father President Burr, the consecrated; as
ia the ease of Pierrepoat Edwards, the
scourge of NewYork society seventy years
ago, who had a Christian ancestry; while,
oa the other head, some of the best men
and women of this day are those who have
come of as ancestry of which it would not
be courteous to speak ia their presence.

The practical aad useful object of this
sense is to show to yoa that if yon have
eoaie of a Christian ancestry, theayou are

the ttorioms lahtriUaee; of, If yoa
have come of a depraved ancestry,
then It is year duty to brae yoar-se- lf

against the evil tendency by all
prayer and Christian determination, aad
yoaareto And oat what are the family
frailties, and ia arming the castle pot the
strongest guard at the weakeit gate.
With these smooth stones from the brook I
hope to strike yoaaot where Darid struck
Goliath, ia the head, bat where lUthaa
truck David ia the heart.

Whose son art thon, thon yonni man?
8ome time, la the wiater holiday, whea

we are accustomed to gather oar families
together, old times have come back again,
and oar thoughts have beea set to the tune
of "Auld Lang Syae." The old folks were,
so basy at such times ia making as happy,
and perhaps on less resource made their
sons and daughters happier than yea on
larger resource are able to make your sons
aad daughters happy. The snow lav two
feet above their graves, but they shook off
the white blankets aad mingled in the
holiday festivities the same wrinkles, the
same stoop of shoulder under the weight
of age, the same old style of dress or coat,
the same smile, the same tones of voice. I
hope you remember them before tbey went
away. If not, I hope there are those who
have recited to you what they were, and
that there may be in your honse some arti-tlc-

of dress or furniture with which you
associate their memories. I want to arouse
the most sacred meraorie of your heart
while I make the impasiond interroga-
tory in regnrd to your pedigree

Whose son art thon. thou yonm; man?
First, I accost all those who are de-

scended of a Christian ancestry. I do
not ask if your parents were perfect.
Perhaps there was sometimes too much
blood in their eye when they chastised
you. But from what I know of you, you
got no more than you deserved, and pr-ha-

a little le-- than you deserved,
and perhaps a little more chastisement
would have been salutary. But yon are
willing to acknowledge, I think, that they
wanted to do right. From what you
overheard in conversations and from what
you saw at the family altar and at neigh-
borhood obsequies, you know that they
had invited God into their hoart and life.
There was something that sustained those
old people supernaturally. Yo have no
doubt about their destiny. Yon expect if
you ever get to heaven to met them as
certainly as you expert to meet the Lord
Jesus Christ.

That early association has been a charm
for you. There was a time when vou got
right up from a house of iniquity and
walked out into the fresh air because
you thought your mother was looking at
you. You have never been vry happy
in sin because of a swet old face that
would present itself. Tremulous voices
from the past accosted you until they
were seemingly audible, and you looked
around to see who spok. There was
estate not mentioned in the last will and
testament, a vast estate of prayer and holy
example and Christian pntreaty and glori-
ous memory. The survivors of the fam-
ily gathered to bear the will read, and
this was to be kept, and that was to he
sold, and it was share and share alike.
But there was an unwritten will that read
something like this:

in the name or God. amen.T, helngnf sound
mind, beqnenth to my children all my pray-
ers for their salvation; I benneath to them
the Chr stlan religion which has been so
mnch comfort to me. and I hope may be
solace for them: I bequesth to them a hope
of reunion when the parting of life are over;
share and share alike msy they have In eter-
nal riches. I beqneath tn them the wish that
they may avoid my errors ami eopy any-
thing that may have been worthy. In the
name of the God who made me, and the
Christ who redeemed me. and the Holy Ghost
who santlfles me, I make this my last will
and testament. Witness, all ye hosts of
Heaven; witness, time: witness, eternity.
Slcned, sealed and delivered In this onr dy-
ing hour. Fatukk and Mothkr.

You did not get that will proved at the
Surrogate's office; but I take it out y

and I read it to you: I take it out of the
alcoves of your heart; I shake the dust off
of It, I ask yon. Will yon accept that in-

heritance, or will you break the will? O
ye of Christian ancestry, you have a re-
sponsibility vast beyond all measurement!
God will not let you off with just being as
good as ordinary people when you had
extraordinary advantage. Ought not a
flower planted in the be more
thrifty than a flower planted outside in the
storm?

A father sets his son np in business. He
keeps an account of all the expenditures.
So much for store fixtures, so much for
rent, so much for this, so mnch for that,
and all the items aggregated, and the
father expects the son to give an account.
Your Heavenly Father charges against
you all the advantages of a pious ancestry

so many prayers, so much Christian ex-
ample, so many kind entreaties all these
gracious influences one tremendous aggre-
gate, and he asks you for an account of it.
Ought not you to be better than those who
bad no such advantages? Better have
been a foundling picked up off the city
commons than with such magnificent in-

heritance of consecration to turn out in-
differently.

Ought not you, ray brother, to be better,
having had Christian nurture, than that
man who can truly say this morning:

"The first word I remeiuher my father
speaking to me was an oath: the first
time I remember my father taking hold of
me was in wrath; I never saw a Bible till
I was ten years of age, and then I was
told it was a pack of lies. The first twenty
years of my life I was associated with the
vicious. I seemed to be walled in by sin
and death."

Sow, my brother, ought you not I leave
it as a matter of fairness with you ought
you not be far better than thse who
had no early Christian influence? Stand-
ing as you do between the generation that
is past and the generation that is to come,
are you going to pass the blessing on,
or are you going to have your life the
gulf in which that tide of Messing
shall drop out of sight forever? You
are the trustees of piety in that ancestral
line, and are you going to augment or
squander that solemn trust fund? Are you
going to disinherit your sons and daugh-
ters of the heirloom which your parents
left you? Ah ! that can not be possible,
that can not be possible that you are going
to take such a position as that. You are
very careful about the life insurances, and
careful about the deeds, and careful about
the mortgages, and careful about the title
of your property, because when you step
eff the stage you want your children to
get it all. Are you making no provision
that they shall get grandfather and grand-
mother's religion? Oh, what last will
and testament you are making, my broth-
er! .

In the name of God, araea. I. beln? of
sound mind, make this my last will and tes-
tament. I bequeath to my children all the
money I ever made and all the houses I
own: bat I disinherit them, I rob them of the
ancextral grace and the Christian Influence
that I inherited. I have vqnandered tnat on
my own worldlloesa. Share and share alike
must tbey ln"lhe misfortune and the ever-
lasting outrage. Signed, sealed and deliv-
ered in the presence of God, and mn. aad
angels, and devils, aad all the generations
of earth, and heaven, aad helL March, Iimk.

O, ye highly-favore- d ancestry, wake up
this morning to a sense of your opportuni-
ty and aad your responsibility. I think
there mast be aa eld cradle or a fragment
of a cradle somewhere that could tell a

solsaily based to preserre aad esTtlop t story of aildaight supplicaUea ia year ba

half. Where b the eld iecMascaair la
which yoa were sang to sleep with the
holy nursery rhyme? Where is the eld
clock that ticked away the moments of
that sickness oa that awfal night whea
there were bat three of yoa awake yoa
and God aad mother? Is there not aa old
staff ia some closet? Is there not an eld
family Bible oa some shelf that seems to
addreessyoa,saying: -

"My soa, my daughter, how caa yoa re
ject that God who so Madly dealt with as
all oar lives aad to whom we commended
yoa la oar prayers, living aad dying? By
the memory of the old homestead, by the
family altar, by oar dying pillow, by the
graves ia which oar bodies sleep while oar
spirits hover, we beg yoa to tare over
new leaf, and that now."

Oh, the power of ancestral piety, well
illustrated by ayoaag maa of Kew York
who attended a prayer-meetin- g one night
and asked for prayer, and went home and
wrote these words:

Twenty-fir- e years azo my mother
went to heaven my beautUnl, blesesd
mother and I have been alone, tossed up
and down upon the billows of lire's tem-
pestuous ocean. Shall I ever go to heaven
She told me I must meet her in heaven.
When she took her boy's hand In hers and
turned her gentle loving eyes on me and
gazed earnestly and long Into my face, and
then lifted them to heaven In thst last
prayer, she prayed that I might meet her in
heaven. I wonder If I ever shall. -

SIImother's prayer! Oh. my sweet. blcsed
mother's prayer! Did ever boy have micli
a mother as I had? for Iwenty-rtv- e ymrs I
liave not heard her pray until to night. I
have heird all her prayers over Tliey
have had. In fitct, a terrible resurrection.
Oh. how she was wont to prxy! Shepra-i- t

as they prayed so enrnest, so im-
portunate, so believing. hnli I ever he a
Christian? She was a Chri-tln- Oh, how'
bright And pure and happy was her life! she
was a cheerful and happy Christian. There
Is my mother's BIhle. I have not opened it
for years. Did she believe I ennid erer
neclert her preslon Bible? She surely
thought I would rend It mnch and olttn.
How often she ha read it to me.

Illessed mother, did you praylnvnlii for
yonrboy? It shnlt not he in vain. Alr.no.
no. It slmll not he In vain. I will pray for
myself. Who has sinned against so much
Instruction as I have? agilnst so many
precious prayers put np to heaven for me by
one of the most lovely, tender, plon. con-
fiding, trusting or mothers In tier Heavenly
Father's care and grace. She never doubted.
She believed. She always prayed as If he
did. Sly, nible. my mother's Bible and tny
conscience teach what lam and what I hate
made myself. Oh, the Mtter pangs of an ac-

cusing conscience! I need aSavlour mighty
to save. I must seek him. I will. I am on the
seaof existence, and I can never get off rrom
It. I am afloat. No anchor, no rudder, no
compass, no book of instructions, for I hare
pat them all away from me. Savlooz;of the
perishing, save or I perish.

Do you wonder that the next dnyjn
arose in a prayer-meetin- g and said. w

"My brethren, I stand before you a mon-
ument of God's amazing mercy and good-
ness, forever blessed be His holy name; all
I have and all I am I consecrate to Jesus,
my Savior and my God I"

Ob.thepower of ancestral prayer! Hear
it! Hear it!

2. But I turn for a moment to those who
had evil parentage, and I want to tell
you that the highest thrones in Heaven,
and the mightiest triumphs and the
brightest crowns will be for those who
had evil parentage, hut who, by the
grace of God, conquered. As useful, as
splendid a gentleman as I know of to-

day, had for father a man who died blas-
pheming God until the neighbors had to
put their Angers in tbefr ears to shut out
the horror. One of the most consecrated
and useful Christian ministers of y

was bern of a drunken horse jockey. Tide
of evil tremendous in some families. It is
like Niagara rapids, and yet men have
clung to a rock and been rescued.

There ia a family in New York whose
wealth has rolled up into many millions
that was founded by a man who, after
he had vast estate, sent back a paper or
tacks because they were two cents
more than he expected. Grip and grind
and gouge in the fourth generation I sup-
pose it will be grip and grind and
gouge in the twentieth genera-
tion. The thirst for intoxicants
has burned down throusrh the
arteries of a hundred and fifty
years. Pugnacity or cotnbativenes char-
acterises other families. Sometimes one
form of evil, sometimes another form of
evil. But it may be resisted, it has been
resisted. If the family frailty be avarice,
cultivate unselfishness and charity, and
teach your children never to eat an apple
without offering somelxxly else half of .
Is the family frailty combativeness. keep
out of the company of
people, and never answer an impertinent
qnestion until you have counted a hundred
both ways, and after you have written a
letter keep it a week before you send it.
and then burn it up! Ts the family frailty
timidity and cowardice, cultivate back-
bone, read the biography of brave men
like Joshua and Paul, and see if you can
not get a little iron ia your blood. Find
out what the family frailty is. and set
body, mind and soul in battle array.

I think the genealogical table was pat
tn the first chapter of the New Testament
not only to showour Lord's pedigree, but
to show that a man may rise up in an an-
cestral line and beat back successfully all
the influences of bad heredity. See in that
genealogical table that good King Asa
came of vile King Abia. See in that
genealogical table that Joseph and Mary
and the most illustrious Being that ever
touched our world, or ever will touch it.
had in tnetr ancestral line scandalous

Themar and Bathsheba. If
this world is ever to be Edenized and it
will be all the infected families of the
earth are to be regenerated, and there will
some arise in each family line and open
a new genealogical table. There will
be some Joseph in the line to re-
verse the evil influence of Rehoboam. and
there will be some Mary in the line to re-

verse the evil influence of Bathsheba. Per-
haps the star of hope may point down to
your manger. Perhaps you are to be the
hero or the heroine that is to put down the
brakes and stop that long train of genea-
logical tendencies, and switch it off on an-
other track from that on which it has beea
running for a century. You do that, and I
will promise you as fine a palac as the
architects of heaven can build, the arch-
way inscribed with the words: "More than
conqueror.''

But whatever your heredity, let me say,
you may be sons and daughters or the Lord
God Almighty. Estranged children from
the homestead come home through the
open gate of adoption. There is
royal blood in our veins. There are
crowns oa our escutcheon. Oar Father
is king. Oar Brother is king. VTe
may be kings and queens onto God for
ever. Come and sit down on the ivory
bench of the palace. Come and wash in
the fountains that fall into the basins of
crystal aad alabaster. Come and look out
of the upholstered window upon the gar-
dens of azalea aad amaranth. Hear the
full burst of the orchestra while you ban-
quet with potentates and victors. Oh.
whea the text sweeps backward, let it not
stop at the cradle that rocked your in-
fancy, bat at the cradle that rocked the first
world; and when the text sweep forward,
let it not stop at your gi.e, bu: at the
throne oa which yoa may reiga forever
aad ever.

Whose son art thou, then yeaag man?
Boa of God! Heir of mortality! Takeyaw inheritance !

Wm. H. Carter, druggist, 2Uw Yerk.
committed suicide

RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL.

The Episcopalians have hired sv
Chinaman in New York to do mission.
work imonff his people, and the bishop
has licensed him as a
T. Sun.

Prof. L. W. Spring gives up tho
chair of English literature in the State
University of Kansas to take that ia
Williams College. He waa graduated
from Williams in 1863.

There are 3,278 public schools ia
Dakota, taught by 4,145 teachers, and
having 69,075 enrolled pupils. The
permanent school property is valued at

2, 187.850. The total receipts last year
wert $2.141,7.16.79; total expenditures,

1,814,212.40. Wii7o Mad.
Bishop Bowman, in opening the

East Pennsylvania Methodist Confer-
ence at Reading, delivered an eraphatie
address on temperance, denouncing tho
use of tobacco as well as whisky. The
conference passed resolutions forbidding
members to chew or smoke. Chicago
lntcrOcean.

There appears to be a large portion
of every denomination that makes no
offering for missions. It is reported
that of the 3.000 parishes in the Protest-
ant Episcopal Church, 1,600 made, last
year, no contributions for cither foreign
or domestic missions. jY. J". Tribune.

The Indian women arc coming
hourly to the front. At a late meeting
of the Presbyterian Svnod of Dakota.
the Indian women reported having
raised five hundred dollar? for mission-
ary work among their own peoplo tho
last year. This was more than all thu
money raised by their white sisters in
three societies. Christum Univn.

Salvation Temple, Toronto, tho
new headquarters of the Salvation
Army in Canada, is probably one ol
the most perfectly equipped places for
religious meetings and worship in Can-
ada. The auditorium will scat twenty-fiv- e

hundred people, and there is not a '
bad scat in the house. It is arranged
in accordance with the plans of GciTcr
al Booth. Toronto Globe.

It was recently stated in an English
court in support of the theory that edu-
cation does not diminish crime that ol
sLxty-fiv- e criminals before the court
fifty-eig- had received some education.
twenty-thre- e could read and wnto per-
fectly, and only seven could neither
read nor write. It was also shown that
whereas in 1870 of the children sent to
reformatory schools fifty-on- e per cent,
of the boys and forty-six'p- cent, of tho
girls could neither read nor write, in
1884 onlv twenty-tw- o per cent, of the
boys and thirty-thre- e per cent, of the
girls wee so illiterate.

At a recent Sunday-scho- gather-
ing in London. Rev. J.T.BrNeoc warned
parents against making the Bible a
punishment book. In some homes Mr.
Briscoe said it was customary when
boys and girls misbehave to make them
learn so many Bible verses as a punish-
ment. Such task-wor- k as this the
speaker denounced as infamous. It
made tho Bible a book of terror, hated
by the children. Instead of this tho
children ought to be trained to love the
Bible, and to regard the reading of it as
a privileire. not as a nuuishment. Thn
Bible, he thought, was the best story-
book in the world for boys and girls,
and if children must read" stories they
ought to read the best stories that is
the Bible ones.

WIT AND WISDOM.

The soap of genius and the water
of energy will produce of
fame if properly blown through the
pipe of public opinion. Whitehall
Times.

Simple emotion will not suffice to
alevate .the character or improve the
life. There must be strength of will,
power of l, perseverance. X.
1'. Ledger.

The story of mankind in all age3 is
Jold in this little aphorism, attributed
to a Georgia darkey: "A man that kin
make a libm playin' de fiddle, ain't ap'
to pester de hoe handle." Philadelphia
Press.

An English tourist in Franceshowed
by mistake a restaurant bill of fare in-

stead of his passport. The gendarme
read it, and, looking at the Englishman,
said: "Calf's head, pig's feet; that's
all right, sir. You are identified."

is mentioned among
the remedies for epilepsy. The article
does not say how it is to" be administer-
ed, but probably you give the sufferer a
quart of it internally and then hit him
witn a base-ba- il bat. bomemlU Jour-
nal.

Ethelberta I want a pair of slip-
pers for pa. Number tens, please, and

squeaky. Genial shoemaker
Squeaky, miss? I'm afraid we haven't
any of that kind. Ethelberta I am
so sorry. Couldn't you make him a
squeaky pair? There is a certain
young gentleman who visits me fre-
quently, and and it would be very
convenient for him to know just whea
pa is coming. Philadelphia Call.

Mere freaks of activity never ac-
complish much, because they do not
last. A man can do almost any thin"
for a little while a bad man "can be
good, a lazy man can be active, a
stingy man can be generous; but every
man's character has a level to which ft
alwavs gravitates. It may be thrown
np like a wave of the sea;" but. like a
wave of the sea, it will come down
again. Chicago Standard.

Very considerate Magician (point-
ing to a large cupboard): "Now, ladies
and gentlemen; I take the liberty to
present to you the last piece on the pro-
gramme. I beg' a lady in the audience
to ascend the stage and enter this cup-
board. I wili then close it. and when
it is opened she will have disappeared
entirely-- " A man to his wife: "Here,
old lady, yon go on the stage." German
Joke.

"I wish I were yon star," he said,
dreamily. "So do" I." she returned
promptly; heroically swallowing a
yawn. "And why, dear one." he asked
impulsively, "why do yoa wish I were
yon brilliant orb?" "Because," she re-
plied in cold, matter-of-fa- Bostonese
tones, "because yon brilliant orb is just
11,760,971 miles away." And he faded
silently out like a mist before a summer
son. X. T. Mail.

Pawerof the Press.

DeKaggs Newspapers! Tm sick of
them! Full of lies every one.

Dusenbury Yon are too severe.
"Am I? Listen to me. I had a.

private party at my house the other
night, and just to make the neighbors
feel tired I mentioned to a reporter that
I had as guests a dozen prominent army
and navy officers, two judges, a pro-
fessor and a famous traveler. Gave the
reporter their names, yoa understand- -'

"Well?"
"Well, what did the payerdo? Come

out with an accurate account of the af-

fair! Oh. I tell yon. the tyranny oC
the press a Axsiu."Philadcijph CaiL.
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