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There was a whole town burning
below. And in the streets men were
fighting, as could be told by their
shouts and the rattle and blaze of
musketry.

Now, the town was Marlboro and
the attacking force a body of royal
troops sent from Oxford to oust the
garrison of the Parliament. which
they did this same night with great
slaughter, driving the rchels out of
the place and back on the road to
Bristol. Had we guessed this much
fil-luck bhad been spared us, but we
knew nought of it, nor whether friends
or foes were getting the better. So
(Delia being by this time recovered a
little) we determined to pass the night
in the woods, and on the morrow to
give the place a wide berth.

Retreating, then. to the hollow (that
lay on the lee side of the ridge, away
from the north wind). I gathered a
pile of great stones and spread my
eloak thereover for Delin. To sleep
was impossible, even with the will for
it. For the tumult and fighting went
on and only died out about an hour
before dawn. and once or twice we
were troubled to bear the sound of
people running on the ridge above.
So we sat and talked in low voices till
dawn. and grew more desperately
bungered than ever.

With the clill of daybreak we start-
ed. meaning to get quit of the neigh-
borhood before any espied us, and
fetched a compass to the south with-
out another look at Mariboro.

But' before an hour had passed by
we were captured by a troop of rebels
and taken to PBristol, where 1 was
searched and my letter to the King
taken from me by Colonel Essex.

You are now to be ask’d to pass over
the next four weeks in as many min-
utes; as would I had dene at the
time! For I spent them in a bitter
cold cell in the main tower of Bristol
keep, with a chair and a pallet of
straw for all my furniture, &nd noth-
ing to stay my fast but the bread and
water which the jailer—a sour man, if
ever there were one—bronght me twice
a day.

What concerned me most was the
cold that gnaw'd me confioually these
winter nights as I lay thinking of
Delia (whom I had not seen since our
capture), or gazing on the patch of
frosty heaven that was all my view.
"I{vas thus 1 heard Bristol bells ring-
ing for Christmas in the town below.

Colonei Essex had Dbeen thrice to
visit me, and always offer'd many ex-
cuses for my treatment; but when he
came to question me, why, of course,
1 bad nothing to tell, so that each
visit but served to vex him more.
Clearly 1 was suspected to know a
great deal beyond what appear’d in
the letter; and no doubt poor Anthony
Killigrew had receiv'd some verbal
message from His Majesty which he
lived not long enough to transmit to
me. As 'twas, 1 kept silence; and the
Colonel in return would tell me noth-
ing of what had befailen Delia.

One fine, frosty morning, then. when
1 had lain in this distress just four
weeks, the door of my cell open'd,
and there appear’d a young womasn,
pot uncomely, bringing in wy bread
and water. She was the jailer's
daughter, and wore a heavy bunch of
keys at her girdle.

“Oh, good morning! said I, for till
now her fatber had visited me, and
this was a welcome change.

Instead of answering cheerfully (as
1 look’d for), she gave a little nod of
the head, rather sorrowful, and an-
swer'd:

“I’ather’s abed with the ague.”

“Now, vou cannot expect me to be
gorry."”

“Nay,” she said, and 1 eaunght her
looking at me with something like
compassion in her blue eyes, which
mov'd me to ery out suddeniy:

*1 think you are woman enough to
like a pair of lovers.”

“0Oh, ave; but where's t'other half
of the pair®

“You're right. The jyoungz gentle-
woman that was brought hither with
me—I know not if she loves me; but
this T do know—I would zive my hand
to learn her whereabout and how she
fares.”

“Better eat thy loaf.)” put in the
girl very suddenly, setting down the
plate and pitcher.

"Twas odd, but T seem’d to hear a
gob in her voice. However, her back
was toward me as I glane’d up. And
next moment she was gone, locking
the iron door behind her,

I turn’d from my breakfast with a
sigh, having for the moment tasted
the hope to hear semething of Delia.
But in a while, feeling hungry, I
pick’d up tlie loaf beside me and
broke it in two.

To my amaze, ont dropp’d something |
that jingled on the stone tioor. I

"Twas a small file: and, exsaming the
loat again, 1 found a clasp-knife also.
and a strip of paper, neatly foided,
hidden in the bread.

“Dear Jack:

“Colonel Eseex, finding no good come
of Lis inferrogatories, hath ot me at
Iarec: the' 1 continue under lis cve,
to wit, with a dowoager of Lis acquaint-
anrce, a Mistress Finch, We dwell
te houge midway down St

Thenax street,  in Bedeliffe;  and
she Lath pit o dismal dress upon me
(Iack, 'vis Lideons), otherwive pses me
nol i, But take care of thrseld, wy |

deare friend; for tho' the Colonel Lel
a centthman, he iy pres<"d by 1La>1:|||
about him. and at evr jact nterview 11
neicd a miscliet in his exo Canst |
wse s file —(hnt 1ake core: all the |
gates 1 saw pguarded with troopers
vo-tiny.) This Ly ene who Lath Leen |

further view) began lazily to rub away
at my window bar. The file work'd
well. By noon the bar was half
sever'd, and I broke off to whistle o
tune. 'Twas:

“Vivif en tout cas,
(est le grand soulas

and T broke off to hear the key turn-
in in my lock.

The jailer's daughter enter'd with
my second meal, Her eyes were red
with weeping.

Said 1, “Does your father beat you?”

“He has, before mow,” she replied;
“but not to-day.”

“Then why do you weep?”

“Not for that.”

“For wbhat then?”

“Ior you—oh, dear, dear! .How shall
I tell it? They are going to—to—"
She sat down on the chair, and sobb'd
in her apron.

“IWhat is't they are going to do?”

“To—to—h-hang you."

“The devil! When?”

“Tut-tut-to-morrow mo-horning

1 went suddenly very cold all over.
There was silence for a moment, and
then 1 heard the noise of some one
dropping a plank in the courtyard be-
low.

“What's that?”

“The gug-gug—"

“Gallows?”

She nodded.

“You are but a weak girl,” said I
meditating.

“Aye; but there’s a dozen troopers
on the landing below.”

“Then, my dear. you must lock me
up.” 1 decided gloomily, and fell to
whistling:

“Yivre en tout cas
CPest le grand soulag—"

A workman's hammer in the court
below chim’d in, beating out the tune,
and driving the moral home, 1 beard
a low sob behind me. The jailer's
daughter was going.

“Lend me your bodkin, my dear, for
a memento.”

She pull'd it out and gave it to me.

“Thank you, and now good-bye!

”

1

Stop; here’s a kiss to take to my
dear mistress. They shan't hang me,
my dear.”

The girl went out, sobbing, and
lock’'d the door after her.

1 sat down for a while, feeling dole-
ful. TFor I found myself extremely
young to be hanged. But soon the
whang—whang! of the bammer below
rous'd me. "“Come,” I thought, “I'll
see what that raseal is doing, at any
rate, and pulling the tile from my
pocket, began to attack the window
bar with a will. I bad no need for
silence, at this great beight above the
ground; and, besides, the hammering
continued lustily.

Daxlight was closing as I finished
my task, and, pulling the two pleces
of the bar aside, thrust my head out
at the window.

Directly under me, and about twenty
feet from the ground, I saw a beam
projecting, about six feet long. over
a sort of doorway in the wall. Under
this beam was a ladder, and a great
coil of repe rested by the ladder's
foot.

Now up to this moment I had but
one idea of aveiding my fate, and
that was to kill myself. 'T'was to this
end 1 had borrowed the bodkin of the
maid. Afterward 1 had a notion of
flinging myself from the window
as they came for me. But now, as I
looked down on that coil of rope 1ying
directly below, a prettier scheme struck
me,
cell and pulled off my boots and stok-
ings.

“T'was such a pretty plan that T got
into a fever of impatience. Drawing
off a stocking and picking out the end
of the yarn. 1 bezan to unravel the
knitting for dear life, until the whole
lay., a heap of thread, on the tioor.
I then served the other in the same
way: and at the end had two lines,
each pretty near four hundred yards
in length, which now I divided Into
eizht lines of about a hundred yards
each.

With these I set to work, and by
the end of twenty minutes had plaited
a rope—if rope, indeed, it could be
cglled—wenk to be sure, but long
enough to reach the ground with plenty
to spare, Then, having bent my bod-
kin to the form of a hook, I tied it to
the end of the cord, weighted it with
a erown from my pocket, and clam-
bered up to the window, T was going
to angle for the hangman's rope.

"Pwas near dark by this, but I
could just distinguish it on the paving
stones below, and, looking about the
court, snw that no one was astir. 1
wriggled first my head, then my
shoulder. through the opening, and
let the lime run geutly through my
hand. There were still many yards
left that could be paid out, when I

]lwnrd my coin tinkle softly on the

pavement,

Then began my difficulty, A dozen
times 1 pulled my heook across the
coil before it hitched, and then a full
three-score of times the rope slipped
away before 1 bad raised it a dozen
vards, My elbow was raw, almost
with leaning on the sill, and T began

to lose heart and head, when, to my !

delizht, the bodkin caught and beld
1t had fastened on a kink in the rope
not far from the end. 1 began 1o
pull up harcd ever hand, trembling all
the while like a leaf,

At last [ enught it, and, slipping bacz |

into the room, pulled it after me yard
after yard, 3y heart went loud and
Iast,
to but on iren staple in the door; that
meant lesing the width of my cell,
some Six leet,

Tiiis, however, must be tisked, and
1 made the end fast, lowered the other
put of the window again, and, climb-

1 sat down on the floor of my;

There was nothing to fasten lr..

wreathle,y my. legs rround the rope,‘
1 loosed my left Lhaud and canght with
it azain some six inclies Jower, And
so down I went, |

Minute followed minu'e and left me
still descending, six inclbes at a time, |
and iocking meitber above nor below, |
bt always at the gray wall that
seemed sliding up in front of e,
The first dizziness was over, but a
lorrible acking of the arms had taken
the place of it. “Twag growing in-
tolerable, when suddenly my legs, that
sought to close round the rope, found
space only. 1 had come to the end. |

1 looked down, A yard lLelow myl:
feot the beam of the gallows gleamed |
palely out of the darkucess, Here was
my chance. 1 left my Lands slip |
down tbe last foot or so of rope, hung |
for a moment, then dropped for tle
Leam,

My feet missed it, as I intended they
should; but 1 flung both arms out
and caught it, bringing myself up with
a jerk. While yet 1 hung clawicg, I'l
Leard a footstep cowing through the
zateway between the two wards.

Here was a flx. With ali speed and
cilence 1 drew myself up to the beam,
found a bold with ome knee upon if,
2ot astride and lay down at length,
flattening my body down against the
timber. Yet all the while I felt sure
I must have been heard.

The footsteps drew nearer and
passed almost under the gallows.
“I'was an officer, for, as be passed, he
called out: -

“Sergeant Downs! Sergeant Downs

A voice from the guardroom in the
barbican answered bim tbrough the
darkness.

“Why Is not the watch set?”

“In a minute, sir; it wants a minute
to six.”

1 thought the Colonel ordered it at
half past five?’

"

a dozen troopers tumbled out from

The officer returned to the inner ward
as they dispersed to their Dosts; and
soon there was silence again, save for
the tramp—tramp of a sentry Cross-
ing and recrossing the pavement be-
! low me,

All this while I lay flattened along
the beam, scarce daring to broathe.l
But at length, wben the man had
passed below for the sixth time, I
found heart to wiggie myself toward
the doorway over which the gallows |
protruded. By slow degrees, and paus-
ing whenever the fellow drew near, I
crept close up to the wall, then, wait-
ing the proper momebt, cast my legs |
over, dangled for a second or two |
swinging myself toward the sill, flung
myself off, and, touching the ledze
with ome toe, pitched forward in the
Toon.

The effect of this was to give me a
sound crack as I struck the flooring,
which lay about a foot below the
level of the sill. T picked myself up
and listen'd. Outside the regular
tramp of the sentry prov'd ke hac not |
Leard me, and 1 drew a long breath,
for I kpew that witbout a lantern he |
would never spy, in the darkness, the
telltale rope dangling from the tower.

In the room where I stood all was |
richt, But the flooring was uneven
to the foot, and scatter'd with small |
pieces of masonry. 'Twas one of the
many chambers in the castle that had
dropp'd into disrepair. Groping my |
way with botlr hands, and barking my
shins on the loose siones, 1 found a |

low vaulted passage that led me iulo|
a second chamber, empty as the fizst. |
To my delight, the door to this was |
ajar, with a glimmer of light slanting '
ethrough the crack. 1 made straight
toward it, and pull’d the door softly.
1t open'd, and show’d a lantern dimly
burning, and the staircase of the keep :
winding past me, up into darkness.

My chance was, of course, to de- |
scend. ‘which 1 did on tiptoe, heairinyg
no sound. The stairs twisted down
and down, and ended by a stout door |
with another lamp shining alove it
After listening a moment I decided |
to be bold, and lifted the lateh, A
faint ery saluted me.

1 stood face to face with the jailer's |
daunglLter.

The room was a small one, well lit,
and lin'd about the walls with cups
and bottles, 'Twas as I guess'd, a tap-
room for the soldiers, and the girl had
heen scouring one of the pewter mugs |
when my entrance startled ler. She |
stood up, white as if puinted, aud'
zasp'd:

“Quick—quick! Down lhere behind
the counter for your life!”

{To be continued.)

Security at Bea.

Tithin ten years. thanks to hetter
ships and better navigation, the death
rate of sailors has deereased oune-half,
aud is now only thirteen per 1000 or
forty or Iifty per cent. helow the rate
for all inkabitants of soch cities as
Boston, New York or Chicago—though,
of course such a comparisou must not
be pursued to its last analysis of why
or wherefore, but taken for what it
iis worth as a sufficiently 5urprisin,c|
ctatement of an actual fact. Out ot
10.000 accidents reported to the Trav-
clevs'  Insurance Company, 2413 oc- |
curred to pedestrians and 1880 to per-
sens who were combortably at home |
indoors. No fewer than 1816 accidents |
were due to riding or driving, €89 to |
i various sports, 406 to bicycling and |
477 to raftway travel, while only sev- |
enty of these 10,000 accidents ceeurred |
upon the ocean, Making all due allow- |
ance for the obvious fact that there |
are plways many more persons wali-
ing, or indoors, or engnged in pastimes,
ot rallway jonrneying than there are |
at sea, these ligures are still signifi- |
cant.

{ne great steamghip company, with
forty vessels, lost only one seaman in a
vonr, and it was vecorded ol ibe cele-
ivnaeid Inman line some years ago that
it hiad conveyed, without oue death,
i a wiliion passengers, In the year 18400
the traps-Atlantie liners made nearly
2000 vorages from New York to the
various ports of the United Kingdom |
and the coutinent, carrying 260.000
Pealin and 572,000 steerage passCengers
|:!r-rn.~;- 5000 miles of hoisterous ocsan, |

vidd vet in this entire year there was |

my friend: for whose ale tpee the | ing to a siitine pesture on the window | uot one aceident costing the !ife of aj

poncr vp. And beleeve your cerdial, | sl thrust eut ey legs over the gulf. | ¢jnola '.,-n.. of thicse 1.-,-.],::\ tkan hail a |

lovine comrade, D:EY | Thankful was 1 that darkvess had i wiilion people.—National Magazine,
After reading this a dezen times, | fallen beforg this and hidden the giddy | -

1111 1 Lind it by heari, T tore the leitor | depths Lelew we. I gripped the ""l"'I A guillotine for the painless decapi- |

fnio swail pieces and Lid them in wy i and  pushed  mwysell inch by inehtation of fowis putchasel Ty the pub- |

pocket,  Whis dene I felt lighter- | through the window, and out over the : ji» bas been usialled in the market

heartedd thian

for mapy a day, apd' ledge. For o wowent I dangled, with-| of Gotbeuburg by the Socicty for the

(ruther for empleyment than with any | out courage to wmove a bhand, Then, | Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. |

!ife.
| ﬂay?
: whhin":h must be done, to bear the burdens

In the silence that follewed the bar- |}
bican clock began to strike, and hnlt1
the guardroom, some laughing, some |
srumbling at the coldness of the night. i

* prodigal of its time,
| of the present can well enough be mort-

| years, and replies:

| phasize nspecia]lir

| power of usin
| gathering up these precious fragments of

| musical pupil to another.
| Jearned (ireek while walking to and from

. time,” says the aposile,

A SERMON FOR SUNDAY

AN INTERESTINC DISCCURSE BY THE
REV. DONALD SAZE MACKAY.

Jabjeet: “The Value of a ay" = We
Rhould Not Waste Effort In Talking
Piatitndes About {he Shortness of
Time—Let Us Be Up and Doing.

Nrw York Crrv.—A sermon preached
Sunday evening by the Rev. Dr. Donald
Same MacKay. in Collegiate Church, Fifth
avenue and Forty-eighth street, had for
its subject “The Value of a Day.” The
text was from John xi:9: “Are there not
twelve hours in the day?’ Dr. MacKay

Bt

My text this evening is Christ’s defini-
tion of a dav: *“Are there not twelve hours
in the day®’ And what of it? you ask.
This much at least: The day is a great deal
longer than some people seem to jmagine.
It is indeed one of the dreariest, as 1t 1s
one of the oldest of moral reflections,
which forever dwells upon the shortness
of time and the ewiftness of its flight.
More mournful eloquence and doleful
poetry have been inspirec by that one
theme than by any other in the catalogue
of . human thought. Of course, time is
ghort, and its flight is swiit, but are there
not twelve hours in the day? To each
man sufficient time has been given to do
the task assigned to him. That is the sol-
emn practical truth emphasized by our
Baviour here, and it is one that perhaps
we hardly ever think of; not the shortness
of time, but its sufficiency for the tasks of
Are there not twelve hours in *he
That is our subject, the value of a
abundance of time to do the duties

which must be borne, to face the trials

. which God sends-

At the outset I want to see how these

" words of Christ rebuke two very opposite,

but very common, tempers which men as-
gume in regard to time and its opportuni-
ties. On the one hand, Christ rebukes
here that morbid spirit which in hopeless
impotence is forever bewailing the short-

| ness of time, its Joss of opportunities in the

past and its smaliness of opportunities in
the presect. 0, if I had only done so and
g0 twenty years ago, how much better off I
2d been to-cay,” one man exclaims, and
he sits down in a sort of sentimental fatal-
ism, bewailing his unhappy lot, making no
real efort to better it. To such a man
Christ says in effect,’ Never mind the past;
it is gone; you cannot recall it; but are
there not twelve hours in the day? Do the
best you can with this day and its precious

| hours.” Vain regrets for the past are the

worst kind of dissipation of the present.
Bat, on the other hand, these words not
less strongly rebuke that opposite spirit,
which, because life seems to streteh through
a long vista of seventy or eighty years, 1s
thinks that the duties

gaEed on the opportunities of the future.
“What coes it matter, after all, if a young

! man squanders o few years in sowing his

wild oats? Nature is gemerous, You can
bank on her resources, A few years of

| mis-spent time—well, it won’t matter twen-

ty vears after this.” So in effect many
men argue. So they stake life and immor-
tality on the chances of the future. And
to that temper Christ says: “‘Are there not
twelve hours in the day?’ Only twelve!
Bteal ten of them for sin to-day and you
cannot give twenty-two of them for God
to-morrow. Only twelve hours! Sufficient
to do life’s duties in, but not sufficient to
serve God and the devil in, Twelve hours!
Abundance of time, but not a moment too
muck, not a second too many.

“Arp there not twelve hours in the day?”
Tt was Jesus Christ who asked that ques-
tion. Have you never been struck iwith

{ what I must call the frugality of Christ,
' not only in respect of time; but of every-

thing else? Christ was pre-eminently a
frugal man, not prodigal with His re-
sourees, not spendthrift with His powers.
He had the riches of the universe in His
grasp. No millionaire that ever lived
could command such resources; and vet
when out of these resources He had fed a
multitude of 5000 peopie, what was it He
said to His disciples? “‘Gather up the frag-
ments, that nothing be lost.”” He was anx-
ious for the crumbs. Frugal, not parsimo-
nious, He realized the value of the little
things in life.

So, too, in this m tter of time. Irom
everlasting to everlasting He is God. ‘“Be-
fore Abraham was, 1 am,” the heir of all

| the ages, And yet He counts life by its

hours, twelve hourg in the day, while we,
the frail, helpless children of a day, pre-
sume to measure life by its years. How
old are you? And the young man in the
exuberance of his vitality counts Jifz by its
“Twenty, thirty years
old.” “How old art thou?’ said Pharaoh
to the aged Jacob. And the patriarch,
though le was 137 years old at the time,

| counted hi: life by its days, and .Tacob
. g1id unto Pharaok: “Few and evil have the

days of the years of iy pilgrimage been,”
It was by its days that tbe old man reck-

; oned life.

So, too, you remember the prayer of
Moses: "o teach us to number,” 1ot our
years, but “our days, that we may apply
our hearts unto wisdom.”

Have yvou ever noticed how much more

| keenly this sense of the value of a day is

forced home upon us the nearer we come
to eternity? It is when the soul stands

| upon the shore of a boundiess eternity
. that it begins to think of how much a l].:uu'f
o

an lour, « moment means, A million

money for an inch of time,” cried the great
English gueen, aiter six.~ Jong years on a
throne. A million of money for an inch of
time! The nearer -ve get to eternity the
more precious tne moments become. And

| Christ, who lived in the atmosphere of

eternity and who alone hath immortality,
counted life by its hours, twelve hours in
the day—enough, but not enough and to
gpare.

I want, ‘of coursze. this evening to em-
; q the spiritual aspect of
this subject, and yet it cannot be out of
piace altogether to remember that this
the hours of a day and

time, frequently called “odd moments,” 13
reallv the secret of some of the most suc-
cessful hves. One of the striking testimo-
nials of biography. indeed, is this. that a
great many enduring reputations in the
world have been built out of the “odd mo-
ments” of life. Men otherwise long since
forgotten are remembered to-day for what
they achieved in odd moments, in the
twelve hours of the day. One of the best
transiations of Lucretius, the great Latin
writer, was the work «{ a busy London
doctor while going his daily round among
his patients. A great musician learned
French and Itaiian while riding from one
Kirke White

a lawyer's ofhee. so thet he was enabled to
eraduate with honors in the university.
One of the ablest lezal treatires in the
French language was written by a man in
the somewhat depressing interval which
precedes the serving of the evening meal,
after he had come home from his office.
Elihu Burritt taught himseif eighteen an-
cient languages and twenty-two Furopean
languages while waiting for the horses to

! be shod in his blacksmith shop. Such ex-

amples teach us forcibly enough how abun-
dant are the honrs of the day for the no-
blest tasks of iife, if we would but seel
grace to use them aright. “Redeeming the
1 How many of us
ask God's grace each day we rise, to use
the twelve hours arizlit. for is glory and
for the benelit of our fe!llow men?

Do we realize this privilege of twelve
hours a day sufficientiy? I am quite sure
if we did we should not say se often as we
do that we have no time. We #hould not
wasfe so much time in talking platitudes
abuut the shortness of time, We shonld be

: upt:md doing, living life in earnest, and
| no

in :llpusms. Yet think how many
squander these prezious twelve hours day
by day. Think, for example, of the hours
of idle reveries. useless. aimless dreaming
raspectable Joating, that many of us give
curselves up to throughout the day. It is
not perhaps that our thoughts are vicious
st impure, but simply that our minds get
into a slate of suspended animation, dur-

i ing which an uncurbed fancy makes havoc
i of our will power, paralyzes our energy,

and robs us of the day's mest precious op-
portunities.  Meditation, indeed, is mot
idieness—quiet, restful thought, in which
the soul dreams its visions for service, j2
not wasted time. But the mistake so
many of us make is that our moments of
meditation are lost in hours of idle dream-
ing whinh leasle ne nawlhons snws a=le ios.

the mazes of selfish indulgence and eenti-
mental fancy. Twelve heurs in the day,
and how many lost in foolish ureaming?

Think, too, what wayee in gossip, 10
needless, thoughtless tala Tt is not that
we are deliberate scandal-mongers, but
simply that to pass ‘he time we indulge in
2 kind of talk about our neighbors and
friends, the results of which for evil are
greater than we may ever know. Whno can
estimate the reputations that have been
wrecked, the lives of promise that have
been crippled, the usefulness for good in
the world that has been checked by the
retailing of evil slander throughout the
twelve Eours of the day?

Once more, think of the honrs consumed
in the pursuit of merely selfish pieasure.
Indifferent to the bitter cry of outcast hu-
manity, callous to the great moral needs of
the hour that come knocking at our docrs,
how many of us use up the twelve hours
in she pursuit of schemes whose one pur-
pose is for seli and sell alone. Busy we |
may be, but so busy with the affairs of self I
that we have no time to epend for the com- |
mon good, for the needs of man, or the |
giory of God. ‘I'welve hours! and all of
them strangled upon the altar of self—not
one given up to God, to wing its way up-
ward like incense before the eternal threne!

Look back upor the week 1sat is gone,
with its treasury of kours, and what record |
have they leit upon the tablets of the soul?
Fow many hours of Jast week wi nessed
sou on your knees before God? How many |

ours did you give to prayer! How many
hours did you give to studying tke Bible? |
How many to thinking thoughts of love |
and translating them into deeds of kind- |
ness? How many to crucifying seif an
enthroning Christ? How many? Perhaps |
not even one. And yet on these hours we
are building character for eternity; out of
these hours is growing that immortal self |
with which at last we must stand before |
the judgment seat of God. Twelve hours |
in the day to work out vour salvation, and |
how many men are using these twelve
hours in working out their perdition?

How, then, are we gomng to redeem our
cays, make the most of those twelve hours,
so that at last no upbraiding memory shall
recall them with sorrow rnd shame?

I would not be so foolish as to say that
this power to use time aright means that |
we are to fill up each separate hour with |
some determined, conscious effort, That |
would be impossible, and, even if it were |
possible, it would turn us into self-con- |
scious prigs and moral pedants. You can-
not detach every hour and say, as

voted to such an' such a duty, tkat he =
to some other duty, and so on.” That woul |
destroy a great deal of th2 inspiration of ;
life and would turn cxistence into a grind-
ing macline. No, the hours rae to be re- |
deemed, not so much by what we do in |
them as by the spirit we bricg to them, by
the temper in which we ®we them. Let |
every day be begun with its season of spe-
cial prayer. Let it have its moments shut |
off for communion with God. And then
these moments, however brief, of conse- |
crated prayer, will give a tonic to the rest |
of the day —hich will make impossible that
flippant dissipation of time which is so
ruinous to character. .

There are two things that this spirit of |
prayer will produce in our use of the
twelve hours in the day. First, prayer

roduces a sense of urgency, a spirit of |

aste, if you like, but not a spirit of hurry. |
Tt intensifies the thought that time is short ;
and yet enough for each one of us to da
something for God. It is that feeling of
urgency in rezard to each day as it comes '
that it should leave the record of some: |
thing attempted, something given for God |
and our fellow men, that gives richness to
life, a beanty to character, a suuny ra-
diance to the soul, that makes earth the
threshold of heaven. Nothing is more dis
gusting than to meet people who simply
loaf throngh life, without any sense of ur-
gency. As the saying goes, they do mot
care whether school keeps or not. They
are not worrivd about the - -orld's necessi-
ties. What we want is this sense of ur
gency. Time is short, and yet lon enough
with prayer to do something uhat wili
ahide when we have passed wway. That s
the first thing that prayer brings te the
twelve hours of the day.

The second thing is a sense of calmness, |
a spirit of serenity, Iow often we fret!
and worry beneath the pressure of life! |
The friction of care reduces the effective- |
ness of our energy. Many men are wearing |
thgmselves ous before their time, simply |
because they have this hallucination tnat |
there is not time enough. They get into a8 |
fever of worry bucause the days are too
short. But prayer brings to us the thought .
that God has given us time enough, and all |
He aske from us is to live and work by the |
day. In His service we are onl day labor- |
ers. With to-morrow we have nothing tc |
do. The command is, “Go, work to-day,”
and the promise is, “I will pay you a penny |
a day.” God’s wages are paid, not by the
month nor the week, but by the day. Eac
day brings its duty, but each day brings
its grace and strenglil and blessing as weil:

“Build a little fence of trust

Around to-day.
Fill the -pace with loving work, !
And therein stay. |
Look not through the sheltering bars |
Jpon to-morrow; i
God will help thee bear what comes i
Of joy or soriow.’

With some of us here this evening the
day of life is young. The morning light
still lends freshness to your youthfui ar-
dor. But with othes of vs it is already
the eleventh hou-, the eleventh hour in
life's busy day. ;\fthougl: we know it not, |
the dusk of time ‘s falling fa::. The twi-
light of our years .8 decpenizg and high up |
in the belfiy of the soul
“The curfew tollsthe knell of passing day.”

And yet through the silence of this elev- |
enth hour, throug. the shadowed market- |
place of your life’s activities, you may hear |
to-night the voice of infinite love and ten- |
derness calling, and calling yet again:
“Why stand ye here all “he day idle?” It
is the eleventh hour,and Christ claims that
eleventh hour. Redeem the time in His
serviee. Conseerate it to His glory, and :
vou will in nowise lose your reward. To- |
day if ye will hear His voice—and remer- |
ber, ““I'here are twelve hours in the day.” |

What Has Christianity te Offer?

We are living in a day when empbasis |
is placed upon values. Never in the|
history of this worid was there such
emphasis placed upon value , real or un- |
real, sound or unseund, as at the present
time. Religion enters into this general |
competition and bases its claims upon |
the value basis. “What shall it profit |
o man if he gain the whole world and |
lose his own soul?’ Or, "What shall a
man give in exchange fcr his soul?"”
(ireat stress has been laid upon the advan-
tages offered by Christianity on the side |
of a continued existence teyond the grave. |
And that fact has always appealed with |
more or less force to the human miod. |
But Christ:anity offers values almost as
great for the life that now 13, The cor- |
poration of the kingdom of Leaven pays |
surrenders to Jesus Christ and becomes |
an heir to the kingdom. |

|

What Jesus lived, the Christian religion
teaches. We
through Him.

interpret  the  pgospel
I feel, therefore, that I
am warranted 1n procluiming a gospel
that includes in iis scope the cnjoy-
ment of the present world to its jullest
extent. The worid is ours. beeavse Christ
is the coentre of .t. and every pure joy,
every wholesome pleasure is centred In
Him. Christianity would mnot rob fol-
lowers of one note of innocert laughter,
one ripple of sparkling merriment, one ray
of gladsome light, one drop of sweet hou-
cydew or one throb of rightful pleasure., |
1 doubt if long faces and mournful voices
will make earth more heavenly or lives
more holy. "All things are yours and
ve are Christ's and Christ s God's"—
Trom a Sermon by the Rev. U .0, Gicen-
wood, in the YVirst Bapust Church at
Westtield, N. J.

The Tables Turned,

The leader of the Baptist Mission ip
Trance, Pasteur Saillens, who has lately
been visiting this country, relates the iof—
lowing incident: |

He was recently delivering ar anti-in- |
fidel lecture in a large ha. near Pars,
when an infidel came forward wnd said:

“1t there is a God, He is not a good
Father, for while half of Iis childres do
very well, e leaves the other bhalf to
starve.”

“Ab,” shouted a woman ia the audience,
“but what about your own wife and chil-
dren?”

And it turnel out that tne man had |
basely deserted his own fumily, leaving

them to get on as best they could.

| and other women.

b | moved. In

! “Death

| once to the tomb.

| gion from the angel

| to tell the
| seattered an

| present
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INTERNATIONAL LESSON COMMENTS
FOR JUNE 9.

Bubject: Christ Risen, Matt. xxvili,, 1-15
=Golden Text, 1 Cor. xv., 20—Mem-
ory Verses, 9, 10=Commentary on the
Day's Lesson.

I. The resurrection announced by the
angele (vs. 1-7). 1. “End of the Sab-
bath.”  After the Jewish Sabbath was
past. It closed on Saturday mnight st sun-
down. “To dawn.” The women probably
left their homes at different times. John
says, “When it was yer dark” cometh

Mary. Mark says they came at the ‘'ris-

ing of the sun.” “First day of the week.”
Christ was in the tomb part of Friday, all
day Saturday and part of Sunday, which
was called three days ucordinﬁ to Jewish
reckoning. ‘‘Mary alene.” She war
a native of Magdala, a town on the Sea of
Galilee, and was foremost among the hon-
orable women who ministered unto Christ
and His disciples, being especially devoted
to Christ for His mercy in casting

bad character. “The other Mary.”

and Joses (Mark 15:47); the same as

Mark adds Salome, and Luke adds

embalm Christ. “Sepulchre.” T
large enough for several persons to enter.

2. “Earthquake.”

one who did the speaking.
Not that Jesus could not

to human conception.
3. “Countenance.”

dead men.”

trate the strength of a living mortal. See
Dan. 8:27; Rev. 1:27.
5. “Said unto the women.” The angel

who sat upon the stone had entered the

tomb as the women drew near, and then
the women entered also, and the words of
the angel were spoken to them on the in-
gide (Mark 16:5; Luke 24:3). All appar-

! ently entered, but Mary Magdalene ﬁndi:ﬁ

the sepulchre empty hastened away to t
Peter and John that Jesus was nob there
(John 20:1, 2). “‘Fear ye not.” The an-

| gel's message embraces the remairder of

this verse and verses 6 and 7. He gpake

words of peace and comfort to these
ot here.

Tombs and Roman guards and_seals could
ot hold et Wicked men
the grave, and
hbi:}en d:u;higg
its surging waves against the door of the

%utg they have fallen harmless, for

“

mourning friends of Jesus. 6.

not hold the Prince of life.
tried to keep the Saviour in
for centuries infidelity has

tomb,

Hea is not there; “Is risen.”

‘He is risen.”

The manner of the reuniting of Christ's
soul and body in His resurrection 18 a mys-

tery, one of the secret things that does not

He said.” See Matt.
16:21; 17:23; Luke 9:22, 44, 45; 18:31-33.
“See the place.” Pointing doubtless to
the particular cell in the wall of the tomb.
This would be convincing evidence.

7. “Go quickly.” T
two things: 1. it revived the dead hopes
of the disciples.

belong to us. “As

It was a time of gladness
and brought (1) joy, (2) wato?, (3) faith.
9. The resurrection brought hope to hu-
manity. )
immortality. (2) It gives
own resurrection wit tual ;
His glorious bady. (3 Christ is alive an

is thus able to make promises good 0
us; He is able to save unto the uttermost,
geeing He ‘‘ever liveth.” (4) The risen
Christ is the remedy for every trouble. (5)
The fear of death and the grave 18 Te-
Christ death has met its Mas-
ter, and the grave can no longer claim to
be the victor. “Tell His disci les.” In-
stead of anointing Him as dead they ma

| rejoice in His being alive from the dead.

hath no more dominion over
Him.” “Into Galilee.” According to His
promise in Matt. 26:82.

II. The appearance of Jesus to the
women (va. §-10). 8. “With fear.” Fear
at what they had seen, joy at what they
bad heard. 9. “Jesus met them.” This
was the second appearance. The first ap-
pearance was to Mary Magdalene (Mark
16:9). It seems that when she told Peter
and John of the empty tomb they at once
ran to the sepulchre to see for themselves
(John 20:2-10), and she also returned at
During her absence the
received their commis-
and had hurriedly left.
Peter and John soon left also, and Mary
Temained alone at the tomb weeping. It
was then that Jesus appeared unto her
(John 20:11-18). Later in the morning
Jesus met the other women who had gone
disciples. who were probably
d may have been some dis-
tance awav. “All hail” Literally, re
joice; the Greel salutation on meeting an
Tarting. 10. “Shall they see Me.” This

other women had

public _appointment was made in order |

that the whole body of disciples might
meet the risen Lord. Five hundred were
on a mountain in Galilee.

T1I. The Roman guard bribed (vs. 11-
15). 11, “The watch.” We suppose the
r!untemion or guard of four soldiers. 12.
#Token counsel” They probably had a
hurried, informal meeting to consider the
best course to pursue, “‘Large money.” 1t
took a large bribe to induce 1t
criminate themselves. 13. “W hile we
glept.” The absurdity of this position is
apparent: “1. The disciples could not have
stolen Jesus away had they attempted it.
2. The disciples were as much amazed at
the news of the resurrection @3 were the
priests. 3. The Roman soldiers set to
watch Jesus' tomb would not all be asleep
at the same time. 4. The council could
"pot have voted large sums of money merely
to have reported a truth, 5. Sleening 4al-
dSnr.-; could not know what took place.”

Russian Petroleum.
The statistics that used to show that the
Russian petroleum ficlds are becoming ex
hausted are misleading. Daring last yeat

"a strike stopped production lor twenty
five |

days. and a fire raged about the

in

| “gushers” and sixty-two pump wells of the

Bibi-Bitab distriet” for five weeks, ‘These
fire and strike lovzes; estimated at 4,200,000

barrels, wou'd bring the production to
75,820,500 barreis lor tne ye which
gmount is almust that jor . and is

" pligatly o escess of the Awericun produe-

Lion.

011 Warrant Sold.
In London the other day the warrant
!nntljer_\.\'!m-h Jalk Junyan aunthor of the
Pilgrim’s Progress;” was committed to

Bedrord jail, was sold at auction for $1325. '
(1t s simed by thirteen justices of the
peice, six baronets and seven ‘sguires.

It
charges that Bunyan had been teaching

and pr(‘.:lr.‘hing otherwise than “according |
to the litergy and practice of the Church

of Enzland.

A New Railroad.
A railroad is being planned to connect
i, Covingtonand Newport with tue
and mineral Jands of Easiern Ken-
1 The road will be built through the
Big Sandy Valley.

Prussia’s Raflways.
. Fhe Pr}lissim[ State railway system, hav-
sL1od miles of track, carned $140,000,000
net last yvear. This s said wo be ten to

l_ twelve per cent. of the invesiment.
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out
from her seven evil spirits (Luke 8:2, 3).
There is no evidence that she was ev;}il a

is
was Mary, the mother of James the g.&eas,

ary
of Cleophas, a sister of the blessed Virgin
(John 19:25). To the women name]d here
Joanna

Note the devotion of
these women. They came not expecting

| the resurrection, but bringing spices to
& tomb

was cut in the side of,a rack, like a cave,

The earthquake and
the resurrection took place previous to the
arrival of the women. There was clso an |
earthquake at the time of Christ’s death

“Rolled back.”
have burst the
Franklin | barrier, but the ministry of angels was
said in hia diary, that this hour will be de- | necessary to give form to the transaction

In the original this
word refers not only to the face, but to
the general aspect, the general appearance.

It is ver{] probable that the
splendor of a glorified body is always suifi-
cient to overwhelm the senses and pros-

The resurrection did

(1) It brought the hope of blessed
assurance of our
spiritual bodies like

them to thus |

Thank God For Christ.
Full nineteen hundred years

Of history—

Of human joy and tears,
And mystery

Sinee Christ was born.

Men ponder o'er the past,
And what may be;

But shall unto the Jast,
Imperiect see

The path they tread.

Yet as they backward look
And strive to seize

The meaning of the book
Of centuries,

Whose store is theirs,

Their hearts o’erflow with prase
‘While creed and cant
Btand silent and they raise
The blessed chant,
Thank God for Christ.
—James LeRoy Stockton,

The Patriotism We Need. A

In these day of materialism and selfish-
ness a Nehemiah is a “rare bird.” A mod-
arn Nehemiah would reason about kike
this: “I am a cupbearer to the king; this
8 quite a dignified and desirable position.
[ am a confidant, live in a palace and be-
ing such an honor to my race, I am sorry,
about Jerusalem and it ought to be res

(Matt. 27:51). “Both werc given for the ook R iy t
same purpose, namely, to manifest to the s Bl s eld br fwah['lts its walls re-
senses’ 0 meﬂe the L:!utnghts' op}fra{tgg:sstq.«,t': Kine tllfere SIﬂlivm :iv eonﬁzgo tgrt%{::i}:dog

| }:‘ﬁl:sglmgg Oﬁae ﬁ‘rd."e rf;ie osaysn“et.wo library or a college there. I am willing to-
men,” Jobn says “two angels,” while Mark | fﬁ,e’%ﬁ‘ftﬁ,‘ﬂ”- o mnmh{ butt.l am not
seecing with Macthow s (0 the, mypber | PR T T B o
speaks of hi y . ng. 2
chanpuity Cudenty ek nly of the | Lo ey ol be v, Lo b N

p ’

not so with the patriot. Position, ease
and all else were subordinate to Jerusa-
lem’s need. Other men sought to_bleed
and extort and, like birds of prey, live at
the expense and life of others. Nehemi

for twelve years refused the salary right-
fully his as governor and fed 150 Jews be-

“Lightning.” In vivid and intense bright- side others at his own expense. If the .
pess. “White.” This was heavenly ap- | men chozen of high heaven to manage coal
parel. This dazzling whiteness was the | mines, corner cotton and oil, water stock,
symbol of joy, purity and glory. & ‘'The rob the poor of eavings and play politics
| Ybepers.”  The Roman guard. “Did | for plunder had a subcutaneous infusion
shake.” It was still night. The appear- | > the patriotic epirit of Nehemish or =
' ance was sudden and unexpected. “As | transfusion of blood from his veins they,

| would rally the nation to duty and d
of might and stop their forms of erime,
The story of Nehemiah comes near to tell-
ing us that no man ¢an be a patriot whoe
is not a man of God, but what stands-out .
apart from that is the utter unselfishness
of the man in his giving of himself as well
a8 his time and money for the building up
of a broken down city. He did such manly,
deeds that he ﬁ]eaded the cause of the
poor and compelled the rich to cense their
axactions.  History repeats itself, One
man in every town and city of Nehemiah's
fiber and love of country would drive! pes-
simism to it den, and crime would rapidly:
feszen. ‘There has never been a time when
men have failed to respond to a splendid
dare to the heroic. There are thousands
of men who are now seli-lovers and living
in luxury who, if they would brood over:
this country’s need and pray for this na-
tion's weal, would fnd an undying passion,
welling up in their souls, so that a breth- .
erhood of Nehemiah would be formed, and -
why not such an organization for the good
of home, country and Ged? Something
must be done; men are doing wrong; men
:an do the right. What shall be done?
Coercion is inadequete; promiscuous char-
ity is adding fuel to fire; only the expul
ve power of a new affection is sufficiend
to bring the golden days of God.—From &
Sermon by the Rev. John H. Davis, A. M,
»f Georgetown, Mass. ;

Things Done and Things Left Undone, -

You can get people to go down to the
settlements, to work among the tene-
ments, and there to do real Christ-like
. ... who would laugh at you if youm
asked them to take a ciass in an up-town:
Junday-achool, because they wish to go
where they are needed; they are n
below that dead-line, but they perceive no
need of self-denying Christian work .in &
slass of well dressed boys and girls in the:
ap-town_scheol. You can get people to
zive and to %lve largely for this work at
the Lottom of the slide who decline to do
much or anything for up-town work. T
things they do and leave the other undone.
Now certainly the visior of the multit~de
thus at the bottom of .ae moral seale 8
sufficiently impressive to arouse the sym-
pathy and saving passion of eévery Chris-
tian heart. No one can look over thatf
precipice and see the mangled souls of
men without Elt? and desire to help.. No
i one can think of those young men who
| have swiftly scorched their way to
| depths of moral degradation, without wigh-
ing to call every possible agency to come
| to their rescue.” It is a sight that moved
| the Saviour to tears and to miracles of
| aaving. It is o sight that always moved
| the chureh to pity and to activity, it is &
sphere which the church never has an
never will neglect. It becomes us as &
shurch and as individuals, to ask if we
are doing our full share of that work.
“These things ought ve to have done.”—
From Sermon by the Rev. Dr. bert
Mackenzie, in Rutgers Riverside Presby-
| terian Church.

Sabjects of Thought.

Life « without toil would be without
| brium ph.
True greatness lies not in never falling,
| but in rising every time ave fall,
| Poverty of possession need not be dis-
| ereditable; poverty of life always is.
| Trust not to appearances; the drum
| wbiclh makes the most noise is filled with
wind.
| When vou pay the price of guccéss you
do not always get as much change as you
| expected. '
If vou would not have a person,deceive
' you, ‘be eareful not to let him know you
mistrust him.
| There are two freedoms—the false, where

a man is free to do what he likes; the

true, where a man ie free to do what he
| aught.
| Your destiny will not cdepend on any

chance of the moment; vou are fixing 1t

| yourself in vour choices and acts, in your
ahits and life.

Let those who live under the same roof

! see that vou have gladness in your heart,

and words of gen.:.f kindress ever flowing
from your lips.

It must be borne in mind that our intel-
lectual as well as onr moral nature is ever
{ liable to be powerfully affected by habits
i previously formed.
|

| A Prayer, .
! Our father who art in heaven. and om
| earth. and everywhere. we ‘lee unto Thee
| and for a moment would he conscious of
Thy presence, and in the light of Thy
counterance would we remember our jo
and our sorroyvs, our duties, our transgres-
| sions, and our hopes, and lift up to Thee
. the glad psalm of gratitude for all that we
| rejoice in., and aspire toward the measure
i of a perfec: man, and so worship Thee
| that we shall serve Thee all the days of
our lives with a zindsome and accepted
service. S0 may the prayer of our hearta
he acceptable unto Thee. and come out in
our daily life as fair as the hlies and Jaste
iner as the stars,—Theodore Parker,

Our Centre cf I'epulation.
The Uensus Durceu has figured out that

| the exact centre of popuation in the
United Htates is latitude thirty-nins de-
grees, nine  munuies, eighiy-sx seconds

north, longtude eighty-five degrees, forty-
| vicht minutes, fift-four second west. This
1 near Columbus, Barthelomew County,
iind‘, and Henry Marr, a fanncr, lives
| there. If a person is desirous of visiting
| the spot a better :dea of its location can
| be_got by usking almost any resident of
| Columbus. Alinest invariabiy the answer
! to such a question will be, “Wive miles
| southwest of Columbas, in ‘Hen' Marr's
| parn lor.” The centre was recently marked
| with & wonumernt. .




