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THE LAND OF LONG AGO.

Sometimer, when thrushes sing, or sweet bells
ehimn

Far off and falnt acrons the atlent sen,

Or sonth wind wafts the broath of sunny elime,

Or ring-doves ¢oo thelr love by babbling rills

Or the falr pricstess of the dawn, stareyed,

Tralls her white robe above the vastern hills;

Down a dim way where statoly 1Hiies blow

1 see the land—the Land of Long Ago.

Then memory beckons, and with trombling feet
1 tread the ways whore 1ife was onee so sweet; |
See this dear face, that slecps whore inarbles
shine,

And that=but oceans "twixt us roll thele brine
“Dear ones, will you not 0ome o me onee more
And smile and kixs mo as in days of yore¥*
““Ah, foollsh hewrt! when will you learn to know
Nono o'er return from the dead Long Agor”

NEDRASKA

Y'Buat glve me baek my joy, the droams of youth,

Hopo's rosy vistons, or the lamp of Truth;

Roll bk "Tlmo’s tecord from the dial-plate

Aud suateh o trophy from the grasp of Fate,"

Agaln 1 guzed with wildly strenming eyos

On the dread angel that so much denles—

Agalu the still volen breathed o'er flelds of
BOow ! ’

“These are the treasures of the Long Ago.”™

Alay, that Jand! that Land of Long Ago;
No resurroction shines above 18 snow;
Memory may eater, but o faming sword
Forblds with menace stern Hope's tonder word,
The Past {8 gonc--the Now wo grasp full fond,
And the To e looks darkly from beyond -
Aund #ull the years roll on with coasoloss Aow
dnto the stlence of the Long Ago-—
Oh, Laod of Long Ago
=Mary C. Francis, in Detrolt Pros Press,

|Originul.]
UE ROGERS
was uhyut ns
purty wnl
s ever
sunned her-
on the Pa-
oific slope,
She was @
kinder de-
eeivin’ eritter, not that she meant to
be deceivin® but her disposition was so
different from her looks. Herhalr was
brown, and hor eyes was blue an' in-
nercent lookin' as & baby's, un’ she hed
& little mouth thet allers looked like it
was jest ready to curve into a ery.
She looked us timid as a mouse, but
she was as brave as any woman ecver
was.

Hevin® almost growed up ninongst ua
we all liked nn' respected ler. which
them thet knowed her counldn't help
doin’, We all felt kinder near to hex, a
minglin® of nwe un’ pity together. Yon
know how men will feel toward a
brave little woman thet's got o lot of
irouble to contend with., An'thet was

“Bue's tronble. Her father would
jgamble and drink.

There wasn't a cleverer man in the
place then Ol' 8i Rogers. lle was a
good workman, an' made good money,
But keep it, he couldn't. He was
death on playin' poker, an' when he
played he hed to drink to steady his
nerves.

But even in his most reckless drink-
in' tantrums he never forgot his love
for Sue. An' he hedn't ought to,
nuther, for she was as fuithful an' lov-
in'to him as ef he didn't iev a funlt in
the world. Tho' it was sometimes
purty tryin' fur her, when things was
needed 1 the house, to hev the ol' mun
lose every cent he hund in a jack-pot an'
come home staggorin’, stone-blind
drunk. But thet's what often hap-
pened. When folks'ud try ter persuade
her to leave him, she giv' 'em cold en-
courngement an' arter nwhile they jest
got to lookin' on in a kinder silent re-
apect an'.shakin' their heads when any-
thing particular bad turned up,

She never minded none o' thet but
Just went on in the same way lavishin’
her affeotions upon thet ol' hulk of u
father o' hers.  Ilut the young fellers,
when they seen thut she wus good an'
faithful us well as purty, commenced
to hanker arter ber more an' more. But
"twasn't no use, fer everybody cue'lated
thet ef Bue ever sot her uffections on
any man that one would be Jim Mace,
which the same hed kinder growed up
in her favor. Most all the fellows hed
learned to content themselves, leavin'
the field to Jim, fur none of them
thought they was man enough to cut
him out. Jim was u mighty nice fol-
low, steady an' easy goin' with no
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gradges agin nobody and not a blamed
enemy in the world, I reckon. He was
as quick to help an honest man out of a
tight place as hie was to help string up
& hoss thief; un' squar', 1 reckon he
was the squarest man thet ever owned
u shooter. None o' yore quarrelsome
kind, nuther, though ho did always
carry a pretty mean looking gun, Dut,
then, you know, most all of us did thet
in them days. It was downright neces-
sary In a time when shootin' was
almost as common ns eatin',

'Dout this time, all the camps in a
cirele o' seveuly or eighty miles was

band o° perfessional gamblers thet hed
settled among ‘em.

Now we mimners nin't overly tioklish;
but we do reckon thet s perfessional
gambler is about as desperate a eritter
as ever held down a cluim on this "ere
earth,

Well, our eamp como in fur its share
o' this ealamity, for one o' them coyotes
settied right down amongst us an' com-
menved operations. e was o remarle-
ally slick lookin' ebap, more gentle:
manlike then the most of his class;
there wasn't thet flash o' gold an' jow-
els abont him that allus mukes a decent
man tired: though he did wear one big
alamond ring on his little finger thet
looked like the real staff an’ 1 reckon it
wns, Ho ealled hisself Jack Custer,
und he had been amongst us only a few
days when we learned somethin' abont
him that was very funny fur u perfes-
sional gambler: he dido't cheat.  No,
sir, he played s fa'r os o parson an'
took his losses with his gains. Diant 1
will say this far him thet although he
didn't cheat, lie won a good denl more
'n e lost, an' when in the course o
time men began to see it they kinder
dropped off an® let hifm aione. His busi-
ness growed small an’ waverin® ke,
The men thet did play with him didn’t
play reg'lar with one exception—ol® 8i
Rogers. He was as reg'lar ns menltime;
never falled.  Custor seon he hed u vie-
tim, an’ he knowed jost how to work
hitn,  Every night at seven o'cloek
they'd sit down to play in the little
room o' the tavern which wos Lept fure
thet purpose an’ Rogers "ud never move
from the talile until he got up to slink
home through the darkness with his
bloodshot eyes, throbbin' temples an’
with not u cent In his pocket. Bt
sometimes he would win, and then he
went on lke a crazy man; he would bo
s0 happy that he'd deink an treat all
his winnin's  away before he left,
Things was gettin® purty low at his
honse; they was almost in need. ot
throvgh it all Sue never blamed nor
seolded him,

“Try an' come home without stoppin’,
father,” she used tosay. An' he'd go
off in the mornin' promisin® fuithiuily
“to do L But his road home ran
right past the tavern an' he jest hed to
stop in fur o minnte, an' thet minute
'ud streteh out to nigh next mornin’,
Nobody interfered, "eause it wasn't no-
body's bux'mess,

One night the o' man failed to show
up at the usunl time: half-past seven
come; eight; half-past eleht.  Eyes be-
gan to torn in Custer's direction an' he
seemed kinder onensy, But jest five
minntes before the clock struck nine
ol' Bi Rogers' shulllin' step was heard
in the entry. It sounided u little quiol.
er'n usual.  Custer brightened up all of
u sudden as he beard it an' took o step
toward their table. But the minute
the ol' man struck the room everybody
conld see thet somethin' was wrong.
His face was haggard an’ pule an' there
was 4 skeered look in his eyes,

“Boys."” says he, in a husky volee, *'is
there one of you thet'll lend a feller a
little cash (n%un cmnergency?” The men
looked up questionin’ly from their
eards. “Sue's down siele,” he went on,
“un’ I'm clear out o' money."

Every hand went down Into its own-
er's pocket, un' silver, gold =an' bills
come up, but Jack Custer was beforo
us all. He was at the ol' man's side in
about three shakes, and, pressin’ a roll
o' money into his hand, he said:** 1 think
I've got u right to help you." The rest
wanted to chip in, but Rogers sald he
hed ecnough, and we conld only hold
him long enough fur him to tell us part
o' the story. One o' Mike Jusper's kids
met himon his way from work to tell
him thut Sue was sicle; hurryin' home, he
found her ragin’ with fever. Some o
the neighbor women was a workin'
with her, but he wouldn't leave her
side until he was jest compelled to go
fur a doctor. Thet was why he dropped
In there; 'cuuse us the doetor would hev
o come some distance, he wight
want to see the color of his cash before
startin’.

He left us soon as ho told us thet,
turrible worked up; an', in fact, he left
us purty much exeited, not knowin'
how bad siek Sue was.

But it turned out, arter all, thet it
wasn't nothin' serious, jest a light
spell.  But [ tell gou ol' man Rogers
wus skdored purty bud. He straight-
ened up an' didn't gamble fur a weel,
an' fur a time folks begun to think thet
he hed really reformed. Ko did Custer;
an' he pucked up his things to leave,

He was standin’ at the door one day
when Sue passed, an' he asked who she
was. When he found it was Rogers'
darter Sue, he whistied long an' low,
He took a good look ut her when she
come back thet way. Thet evenin' e
unpaclked his traps an’ sottled himsolf
to stay, Tho bLoys winked theip eyes
an' whispered to each other thet “Cus.
ter was goin' o play fur higher stakos,
but "twasn't no use, fur the eards was
stacked agin him dead sure.”" Custer
Jest went right on® makin' no secret of
his Intentions, but workin' fa'r an'
squar', He began to try and draw Sue's
attention, an'everybody looked on in
interest,

Jem Mauce only langhed very quiet,
He reckoned he'd fixed them eards him-
self an' knowed jest what chance the
gombler stood fur deawin' a flush,

Ol' 8i Rogers, arter his week's spell
o' goodness, come back to his table as
eager us ever an' jest about s on-
Incky. Thet is, at tirst; later on he be-
guan to sorter win,

"'Custer’s luck has ehanged,” some
one whispered. An’' thet's the way it
looked. DBut them thet tried o take
ndvantage o' the change soon found
thet somehow he didn't lose to nobody
but ol' mun Rogers. It got clearer,
though, one night, when, arter the ol
man hed made a big winnin', Custer
leaned ncross the table and said: 'l
be down to yore house afore long. 1
want to talk over some business with
you" O course Rogers couldn't re-
fuse, an' Custer's game showed ont
plain: Je'd been buyin' the of wian'a Javor,
A good deal of adviee wus whispered
to Jem Mace, but he wasn't skeored,
an' sald thet he wouldn't interfere as
long as things went on straight an’
honest. An' they seemed to be goin'
on thet way toa very bad endin' for
pore Jem,

&hevin' a good deal o' trouble with a
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Custer's bus'ness with ol' Bogers

must 'a' turned out mighty sntisfaes
tory, ‘cause he kept goin'.

In the meantime Ne 'n' the ol' man
hed kinder quit playin' so reg'lar, but
one night when they'd been talkin' tos
gether carnest’ ke for a long time the
ol' man got cxeited thet he jest
bawled ont withoot thanking “No! 1
won't tey 1o persupde her to do hothin®
she don't want t' do™

They both shut up right nway, but it
looked like the gambler was tevin' to
get ol Rogers to persunde Soe to mar-
ry him, an’ everybody looked at Jem
Mace. He was perfectly cool.  Unster
went up to him an' said: “Ef 4 man
kin win the girl he loves, all fa'r an'
squar’, why shouldn®t he?"

“Why shouldn't he?” says Jem.

“Hev you any objections to bein® eat
out in an honest way™

“Wall, no.™

We all began to look at Jem an'
wondered ef he hedn't got spliced on
the sly, but ¢f aoything uncommon
wus up he didn't show it

Artier thet talle Jack Custer got more
desp'vate. He  commenesd  deinkin’
harder an® drawed the ol' man back
ugnin into the same ol raty, drinkin'
an' losin® his money, ot it was oll
brought to u sudden hold-up one night
'long toward the end of Aungust,

It was one o them ercepy. quiet
summer nights thet o man feols away
down an® all over; there wasn't much
noise in the little gamblin' room o' the
tavern exeept the fip-dap o' the cards,
the occasional shuMin® o' feet as some
mun changed his position fur loek, an’
now an' then an onth thet told thet
somebody was busted.

O man Rogers was all unoerved
thet night, enuse he was losin® heavy
an' hed been fur near two weeks,
while Coster set there lookin' as e¢ool
an' handsome as coulid be. Bat therae
wasn glitter in his eves when he fxed
‘e oon the o' man, thet made a body
think of a snake ebarmin’ a bird. e
wis playin' fur a porpose, it showed
in his face an' the euager grasp of his
long, slender white fingers as they
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NE LED HER ACKROSS THE ROOM,

touched the eards. The men at the
other tables were finully uronsed by
tho deck being dushed on the table an’
a groan from Rogers. e was busted.
This was common; so the men jest
went on with their own bus'ness, But
them thet was  watchin® saw the
ol' man lean over the table as he sald:
“You asked me fur my darter, the
other duy; stake me fifty aguinst her
until I try my luck once more, an' ef 1
lose, she's yore'n”."

“Doue.”  An® Cuaster luld down the
bills.

The news soon got around an' the
men left their own games to watch
this one, Jem Mace among ‘em,

Jest as they began pluvin', witha
sort of unconsclons impulse, wo looked
toward the door an’ there stood Sne.

It wasn't no place fit fur & womuan,
but she had comne fur her father, nn’
there wasn't & man but what hed too
much pateral gent'manship to say a
wrong word in her presence.

At first sight of her, Custer started
an' then dropped his eyes on bis cards.
She come downthe room an' layin® her
bund on her futher's shoulder ealled
him by name, but the game hed begun
un' he didn't notice her; she stood by
silent while they played an' not one of
us hed the heart to tell her what was
the stukes.

The game seemed an age long; but
bimeby it was finished an' ol' Rogers
hed lost. He fell biack in his chair in a
faint, but revivin' in & minute, he
kinder moaned: *Oh what hev I done?
Gumbled even my darter away!”

Jem Mace stood like stone,

It was some minutes before Sue une-
dovstood the awful trath, an’ she liked
to fuioted. Hhe eried un' rocked her-
solf back an’ forth but not a word did
she say ngin her futher,

Jem’s eyes were fastened on the
gambler.

Cnster rose an’ goin' to Sue's side
took her hand. “You're mine," soys he,
“I gumbled fa'r fur you," an’ slippin'
the viog from his finger, he put it on
hors.

8he looked at it fur o minute an' then
serenmed:  ““T'ake it off! Tuke it off,
it burns me!"”

Such a look of misery came into the
pore feller's eyes thet would 'n’ made a
dog pity him. “You won't wear my
ring,” says he, takin' it off, “but you
are no inss mine,”

She shrunk from him an' I seen Jemn's
hand slide buck to his gun an' stop.
Custer's grip tightened on her arm, an'
he sald in a kiod o' fiercely gentle way:
*'Sue,you are mine as fa'r os ever wom-
un was, butllove you too much to
break yors hearvt."

He led her across the room an’ put
her hand in Jem's.

Almost afore we knowed what hed
happened, Custor hed slipped out the
door an’' the boys' cheors rung out, even
uil:lum them sounded a pistol shot oute
side.

We rashed out an' pickin' pore Custer
un carried him into the room. A re-
volver was elinehed In hLis hand, an' s
bullet hed gone through his brain.

Pavi Lawnexor Duspan
—Younghusband—*If 1 were you,
my dear, | wouldn't tell my friends I
bad trimmed that hat myself.,” Mrs,
Younghusbund —“Why, Jove, would it
bo conecited?”  Younghusband—'Noy
-uperlnouu."—hifc“’\l‘aloudu.
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CALL IN ALL f

Dr. Talmage Agnin Preachoe in His
Tubernacle.

Chelst AN and In AN -Those Mwiv God
Into the Heart of Gol's Trath
Whe Comn Sewhing
Uhrlat.

Upon his return from Enrepe Rew. T,
DeWitt Talmnge preached his fiest ser
mon in Brooklyn npon the sabjeet “All
in AIL" Text, Colossinns HiL 110 “Christ
Is Allin AL e sald:

Returned, after the most eventful
summer of wy life, I must shortly and
us soon as I recover from the sem voy-
age, ffve you an necount of our mission
of breadd to famine struck Russin and of
my presching tour through Germany,
Eugland, Scotland and Ireland; bat
my first sermon on reaching here must
b hosanng of gratitude to Christ, nid
from the text | have chosen 1 have
found thut the grentest name in the
ocean shipping, nad from Liverpool to
Moscow, und from Moscow to London
and Edinburg and Leifast and Dublin,
is Jesus

Every uge of the wearld has had its
historians, its philosoplers, i artists,
ita thinkers and 18 teachers. Were
there histories to be written, there has
alwoys been o Moses, or a Horodotus,
or u Nenaplion, or a Jospphus to write
them. Were there poems to be cons
structed there has nlways been n Job or
n Homer ta construct them.  Were
there thrones, lustrous and powerful,
to be lifted thers hag ajways been o
David or o Cosar to lift them,. Were
there teachers demanded for the Intel-
leets and the hearts there has been n
Socrates and o Zeno and a Cleanthes
and « Marcus Antonius coming forth
on the grand and glorious mission.
Every nge of the world has had its trl-

amphs of reason and morality. There
hits not been a single age of the world
which has not had some deelded
system  of religion. The Platonism,
Orientalism, Stoleism, Brahminism
and Duddhism, considering  the
nges in which they woere estal-
lished, were not lncking in In-
genuity and foree. Now, in this line
of benefleent Institutions and of noble
men there appeared 4 personage more
wonderful than any predecessor. He
came from a family without sny royal
aristocratie pretensions. He became n
Galilenn moechanie,. He had no advan-
tage from the schools, There were peo-
ple beside Him dsy after day who had
no idea that He was going to be uny-
thing remarkable or do anything re-
markuble. Yot, notwithstanding all
this, and without any title or scholarly
profession or flaming rhetorle, He
startled the world with the strangest
! announcements, ran in colllsion with
solemn priest and proud ruler, and with
& voice that rang through temple and
palace and over ship's deck and
mountain top proclaimed: “I am the
light of the world!” Men were taken
all uback nt the ides that that hand,
yet hard from the use of the ax, the
snw and adze and hatehet, should wave
the scepter of authority, and that upon
that brow, from which they had so
often scen him wipe the sweat of toil,
there would yet come the crown of un-
puralleled splendor and of universal
dominion. We all know how diffieult
i it is to think that anybody who was at
school with us in boyhood has got to be
anything great or fumous; and no won-
der that those who had been boys with
Christ in the streets of Nnzareth and
seen Him in after years in the days of
His complete obscurity should have
been very slow to acknowledge Christ's
wonderful mission.

From this humble point the stream of
life flowed out. At first it was justa
faint rill, hardly able to find its way
down the rock, but She tears of a weep-

ing Christ added to ita volume, and it
flowed on until, by the besuty and
greenness of the banks, you might know
the path the crystal stroam was taking.
Onand on, until the lepers were brought
down and washed off their leprosy, and
the dead were lifted Into the water
that they might have life, and pearls
of joy and promise were gathered from
the brink, and innumerable churches
guthered on either bank, and the tide
flows on decper,and stronger,and wider,
until it rolls into the river from under
the throne of God, mingling billow with
billow, and brightuess with brightness,
and joy with joy, and hosanna with
hosarma!

I was looking at some of the paint-
Ings of the artist, Mr. Kensett. I saw
some pictures that were just faint out-
lines; in some places you would seo only
the branches of a tree and no trank;
and in another case the trunk and no
branches. He had not finished the
work. It would bave taken him days
and months, perhaps, to have com-
pleted is.  Well, my friends, in this
world we got only the faintest outline
of what Christ It will take all
eternity to fill up the pleture—so lov-
ing, so kind, so merciful, so great!
Puul does not, in this chapter, say of
Christ He is good, or He is loving, or He
is patient, or He Is kind; but in his ex-
clumation of the text he embraces
overything when he says: “‘Christ is all
and in all.”

I remark, in the first pluce, Christ is
everything in the BihJe. 1do not care
where I open the Bible I find Jesus. In
whatever path I start 1 come, after
awhile, to the Bethlehem manger, 1
go back to the old dispensation and see
& lamb on tho altar, and say: *Behold
the Lamb of God which taketh away
the sin of the world!” Then I go and
sce the manna provided for the Israel-
ites in the wilderness, and say: “‘Jesus,
the bread of life.” Then I look at the
rock which was smitten by the prophot's

rod, and as the water gushes out, I say:
“It s Jesus, the fountain opened for
sin und for unclesuness.” 1 go back
and look st the writings of Job, and
hear him exclaim: *I know that my
Redeemer liveth.,” Then Igo to Eaze-
kiel, and I find Christ presented there
as '‘a plant of renown;" and then [ tarn
over to Isalah, and Christ is spoken

of “as a sheep bofore her shear-
ers.™ It is Jesus all the be-
tween Genesis and Malachl. 'Then

I turn over to the New Testament,
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and it 1s Christ in the parable, ¢
is Christ in the miracke, it is Christ In
the evangelist's story, it is Christ in the
apostio’s epistles, and it is Christ in the
trumpet peal of the Apocnlypse. 1 know
there are o grrent many people who do
rot find Christ o the Bible, 1lere s n
man who stadies the ible ns o hise
torian, Well, if you come ns n historian
you will find in thix beok how the world
was mivde, how the seas fled to their
places, how empires were established,
how nation fonght with nation, javelin
ringing ngalnst harbegeong until the
earth was grhastly with tln-avml. You
will seo the coronntion of prinees, the
trinmph of congquerors, nend the world
turnad upside downand binck agnin and
down agnin, eleft and senrred  with
great agonies of carthguake, and tem-
post, and batties 1t is o wonderful hiss
tory, putting to blush all others in the
uecnracy of fts recital and the stupend-
ous events it records,  Homer nnd Thue
eydides and Gibbon could make great
stories ont of Little events, but It toolk
a Moses totell how the heavens and the
earth were made in one chapter, and to
give the history of thousands of yenrs
upon twao loaves.

There are others who come to the
Bible werely as antiqoarians, If you
come us an antiquarian you will find a
greal many odd things in the Bible;
pecnlinritios of manner and  enstom,
marringe and burvial; peculinritios of
dress, tanies, sandnly, erisping  pins,
amulets and givdics, and tinkling oron-
ments. I you will come to look at
military armngemonts, yon will find
conts of mail, and javeling und engines
of war, and elrowmnvallation and en-
eampmentis. I yon look for peonline
musicnl fostroments, you  will  #find
psalteries, and shiglonoths, and rams'
horns, The antiquarlan will find In
the Nible enrlosition In agricaltare, and
In cammerce, and in art, and in religs
fon, that will keep him absorbed o
great while,  There are thoswe who
come to this Hible as you would to a
eabinet of c¢uriosition, nnd you pick up
this and say, “What u strange swordl
that is!" and “What o pecnliar hat this
81" and “What un unlooked for lamp
that is!” and the Bible to such becomes
o DBritish musoum,

Then there are others who find noths
ing in the Bible but the poetry. Well,
if you coms us n poet, you will find in
this book faultless rhythm, und bold
imagery, and startling antithesis, and
rapturous lyric, and sweet pastoral, and
Instructive narreative, and devotional
psalm; thoughts expressed in o “style
more solemn than that of Montgomery,
more bold than that of Milton, more
terrible than that of Dante, more
natural than that of Wordsworth, more
impassioned than that of Pollock, more
tender than that of Cowper, more weird
than that of Spensor.  This great poem
brings all the gems of the earth into
ita coronst, and it weuves the Alames of
judgment in its gacland, and pours
eternal harmoniesin its rhythm. Every-
thing this book touches it mukes beanti-
ful, from the plain stones of the summer
threshing floor, and the daughters of
Nahor filling the trough for the camels,
and the fish pools of Heshbon, up to
the psalmist praising God with dinpa-
son of atorm and whirlwind, and Job
leading forth Orion, Arcturus and the
Pleiades. It is a wonderful poem and
a great many people read it as they do
Thomas Moore's “Lalls Rookh,” and
Walter Scott's “Lady of the Lake™
and Tennyson's ''Chinrge of tho Light
Dirignde.” They sit down and are so
absorbed In looking at the shells on
tha shore that they forget to look off
on the great ocean of God's merey and
salvation

Then there ave others who came to this
book as skepties. They marshal pos-
sage sgainst passage und try to get Mat-
thew and Luke in & quarrel and would
have a discropancy between what Paunl
und James say about faith and works
and they try the nceount of Mosea con-
corning the ereation by modern decl-
slons 1n science, and resolve that in all
questions between the sclentific ex-
plorer and the inspired writer they will
give the preference to the geologist.
These men—these spiders, I will say—
suglk polson out of the swoetest flowern
They fatten their infidelity upon the
truths which have lod thousands to
Heaven, and in their distorted vision
prophet seams to war with prophet, and
evangelist with evangolist and apostle
with apostle; and if they can find some
bad trait of character in & man of God
mentioned In that Bible, these carrion
crows eaw and flap their wings over the
carcnsa.  Decause they canmnot under-
stand how the whale swallowed Jonsh
they attempt the more wonderful feat
of swallowing the monster whule of
modern skepticism. They do not be-
lieve it possible that the Bible story
should be true which says that the
dumb ass spake, while they thomselves
prove the thing possible by thelr own
utterances. I am amused beyond
bounds when I hear one of these men
talking about a future life. Just ask a
man who rejects that Bible what Heav-
en is and hear him befog your soul.
He will tell you that Heaven ia morely
the development of the internal re-
sources of s man; it is an efflorescence
of the dynamic forees Into a state of
etherial wnd transcendental lucubra-
tion, in close juxtaposition to the ever
present “was” snd the great ‘‘to be”
and the everlasting ‘‘no," Considering
themselves wise, they are fools for time,
fools for eternity. .

Then there is another class of
sons who come to the Bible as contro-
versinlists, They are enormous Pres-
byterians or flerce Baptists, or violent
Methodlsts. They cut the Bible to suit
their creed, instead of cutting their
ereed to suit the Bible If the Seript-
ures thinl: as they do, well; if not, so
much the worse for the Scripturea. The
Bible is merely the whetstone on which
they sharpon the dissecting kuife of
controversy. They come to it ns » gov-
ernment in time of war comes to arm-
ories or arsenals for weapons or muni-
tions. They have declared everli.ting
wiur against all other sects, and they
want so many broadswords, so many
muskets, s50 muny howitzers, s0 many
columbiads, so much grape and canister,
so many fleld-pieces with which to rake
the field of dispute, for they mena to

t the victory, though the heavens be

ened with the smoke mnd the
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earth rent with the thunder, What do
they eare abont the religion of the Lord
desus Christ? 1 have seen some such
men come baolke from an ecclesinatienl
mussncre Bs prowl of their achleves
ments as an Indinn warrior boasting of
the number of sealps he hins taken, 1
bave more admiration for a man who
goes forth with his fists to get the
champlonship than 1 have for these
theologionl pugilists who make our
theologionl magnzines ring with thele
war cry.  There are men who seem ta
think the only use of the sword of trath
In to stick somebody. There is one
passige of the Seriptures that they like
better than all others, and that is this;
“Blessed be the Lord which teacheth
my hands to war and wuy fingers to
fight." Woe to ns if we come to God's
woril as controversinlists, or as skepties,
or as connoissenrs, or as fault finders,
or merely ns poctal

Those only get into the heart of God's
truth who come seeking Christ,  Wels
come nll such! They will find Him
coming out from behind the eortain of
prophesy antil He stands in the fall
Hght of New Testament  disclosnre,
Jesus, the Son of G, the Saviour of the
worlil,  They will find him in gesens
logrleal table and in chronological eals
culntion, in poctio stanzs and in histors
leal narerative, in profound purable and
in startliog mierncle, They will see s
foot on every sen and His tears In the

drops  of dew on Hermon,
and  hear Iis volea ln the wind
and behold His words all abloom

in the valley between Mount Olivet and
Jevasnlem.  There are some men who
come antd wallk wround the templo of
truth und merely ses the ontside, There
are others who walk into the porch nnd
then go away, There are others who
come In and look at the pictures, bnt
they enew nothing about the chief
attractions of the lible, 1t is only the
mnn who comes and knocks at the gate,
saying, “1 would see Josun” For him
the glovies of that book open and he
goes in and finds Christ and with him
peace, pardon, Hife, comfort und Heaven,
“AlLin all is Josus" in the Bible,

I remuric again that Christ ix every-
thing in the geeat plan of rodemption
We ure slavos; Christ gives deliverance
to the captive. We are thirsty; Chriss
in the river of salvation to sluke our
thirst,  We are hungry; Christ says: 1
am the bread of life.” We are cons
demned to die; Chrjst says: “Suve that
man from going down to the pit; I am
the ransom." We aro tossed on 8 sea
of troubles; Jesus comes over it, saying:
“Itis I, benot nfrald.” We are In darks
ness; Josus suys: ‘I am the bright and
morning star.” We are sick, Jesus s
the balm of Gilead, We ure dead;
hear the shrouds rend and the
grave hillocks heave ns he orles:
“I am the resurrection snd the
life; he that Dbelleveth In  Me,
though he were doad, yet shall he live.”
We want justifi-ation; *“Being Justifi
by fsith, we havoe peace with G
through our Lord Jesus Christ.” We
want to exercise faith; *“Believe in the
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt
savad." T want to get from under cone
demnation; “There Is now, therefore,
no condemnation to them who are in
Christ Jesus" The eross—He carrled it
T'he flames of hell—He suffered them.
The shume—He endured it. The crown
He won It. Heights of Heaven lilf It
and worlds of light to worlds of light
all round the Heaven ory: ‘“‘Glory,
'Iof!l“

I remark again, Christ is everything
to the Chistian in trouble. We mustall
stoop down and drink out of the bitter
lake. The moss has no time to grow on
the buckets that come up out of the
heart’s well, dripping with tears. Great
trials are upon our track us certaln as
greyhound pack on the scent of deer,
From our hearts in every direction there
are o thousand ch reaching ong
binding us to loved ones, and ever and
anon some of those tendrils sanp. The
winds that cross this sea of life are not
all abaft. The clonds that cross our
sky are not feathery and afar, straying
like flocks of sheep on heavenly

tures: but wrathful, - and som-

y and  gleaming with terror,
they wrap the mountains in fire, and
come down baying with thelr thunders
through every gorge. The richest
fruits of blu:fug have a prickly shell.
Life here is not lying at anchor; it is
wenthering » gale. It is not sleeping
in s soldier's tent with our arms
stacked; it §s o bayonet charge. We
stumble over gravestones und we drive
on with our wheel deep in the old rut
of graven, Trouble has wrinkled your
brow and it has frosted your head
Falling in this battle of life, s there
no angel to bind our wounds? Hath
God mnde this world with so many
things to hurt and none to heal? For
this snuke bite of sorrow is there no
herb growing by the brooks to

heal the inon ? Blessed be
God that in gospel we find the
sntidote! Christ has bottled an ocenn

of tears. How many thorus He hath
plucked out of human sgony! O! He
knows too well what it Is to carry &
cross not to help us carry ours He
knows too well what it Is (o climb the
mountain not to help us up the steep.
He knows too well what it is to be per~
secuted not to help those who are im-

upon. He knows too well what
t is to be sick not to help thoss who
suffer. Ay, He knows too well what it
is to die, not to help us in our last ex-
tremity. Hlessed Jesus, Thou knowest
itall. Seeing Thy wounded side, und
Thy wounded hand, snd Thy wounded
feet, and Thy wounded brow, we
are sure Thou knowast it sll. 0! when
those into whose bosom we nused to
breathe our sorrows are snatched from
us, blessed be God the heart of Jesus
stil] beats, and when all other lights
go ount and the world gets dark, then
we see coming out from behind s cloud
something so bright and cheerlog, we
know it to be the Morning Star of the
soul’s deliverance. The hand of care
may make you stagger, or the haud of
persecution may beat you back, but
there is a Hand, and It ls so kind and
It is so gentle, that It wipeth all tears
from all faces.

e}
—Gohard—"80 old Jaggs is dead
Did he leave muny relations?” Golights
ly—"Yes, they are all loft. He be

-

urch. "—De

ueathed his entire fortune to ihe
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