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" THE GIFTS.

wn wast rich with promises;

What dost thou give/

Whatprecious boon hast thou to show aad say:
“Take this and livet"”

Yor when the glory lay on ter, blue hills,
On rocks and trees,
_ Thou sald’st: “The beauty of the coming vears
n;nou in thesa ™

Or when the air was full of rushing winds
Or rain’s soft symphony.
‘fbhor sald'st: “These utter great, mysterious
things
Tuat ars 10 be."

Now glve! Give love, perhaps. Dus, *No,'
= Tdte said:
{ *Though Love must be
And Love i3 fair—ay, wondrous falr Is Love—
"Tis not for thee.”

Then Fame!
Love,
Let mo have Fame!
Sweet were the volee of pralsing multitude
That spoke my name.

Lo, the grand pity in tha face of Lifel
*“But few there are

(Alas, how very faw!) who olimb that helght—
Lofty and far"

Btill Joy is left for me? “Child, dost thou
i know
How Joy s brief?
None may the birthright of the race forego,
And that is Griel"”

Oh Life, since thou denient me

Kot Love, nor Fame, nor Joy!
left
Worthy to take?
Wot one. no single one! Life, got thee gonel
Let my heart break

TWhat gift is

1.fe smiled a noble smile
all Igive—
Draty and Use! These are the gifts I bring.
Take fhees, and five!™
~Virgiaia C. Gardiner. in N. Y. Independent.

*The best of all

ASUBURBAN EXPERIENCE

BY MAS, M. L. RAYNE.

“It {sn'L because 1 nm tired of our flat
that I want to live in the suburbs, bunt
the doctor says we both need change,”
concluded Mrs. Perry Thorne, who was
making her first plea for eountry life.

I agree with the doctor that we
need change of one sort at least,” an-

. swered her husband.

“Don't be fippant, dear. 1 am in
dead earnest;and oh, Perry, | know of
such a dear cottage, one of a row.”

1 dislike rows,” said Perry. *‘How-
ever, if you are determined. to be &
guburbanite, and with the suburban-
ites staad, | may as wesll agree to go. 1
will at onee take lessons on the flying
trapeze so that | may somsetimes be
able to catch a train. [ shall stady to
acquire that dazed suburban stare that
people who eat their breakfasts and
dinners by lamplight assume, assisted
by catching their quota of sleep in
depots after they have missed the
train.”

“0h, we won't be there long enough
for that,” said his wife; “and, Perry,
the siris just heavenly —so sustaining.”

““That's good, as we shall probably
be twelve miles or more from a grocery
store. Have you caught your house
yet, Mand?”

“0Oh, yes. Mrs. Smead has one in the
same row, and she told me about ours.
It is the southwest corner house,
while hers is the southeast. Isa't it
strange, Perry, that | have never been
introduced to Mr. Smead? 1 wouldn't
believe there was any such person if I
had not seen him."

“Nothing strange about it,” growled
Perry, in what his wife called his “bull-
dog” voice. *1 suppose you want to’
know him because he has the reputa-
tion of being a lady killer.”

“Perry!”

! %I am told by fellows we both know
that he prides himsel! on his beauty.”

4] hate beauty-men,” said Maud,
soothingly, “'they are all vain, cuneeit-
ed creatures. [ never would marry &
handsome man.”

Yerry mumblad something and went
sway, first giving shis wife permission
to do as she pleascd about taking the
suburban house.

| A week later both families were set-
tled in the row which fronted a street
and a railroad track, and was eqni-dis-
tant from two depots.

Mr. Smead did not take as kindly to
the change as Perry Thorne did, but
he told his wife, thoughtlessly, that
ona good feature of suburban life was
harving the Thornes for neighbors.

“Where have you ever met Mrs.
Thorne?” asked his wife, suspiciously.

“Don't know her from Adam, my
dear, but isn’t she your friend, and
haven't | heard her proises sung ever
since we were married?”

“H'm! We have a calling scquaint-
ance, and nosw we are to be neighbors.
1 suppose you will meet. But you are
so susceptible, and she is so giddy, 1
just know you will set people taiking."

“Great Cemsar, Laura, you give your
best friend a great send off! I suscep-
tible and she giddy? We must be made
{or each other!”

Mrs. Bmesd looked volumes at her
husband, but where is the man who
does not enjoy being a bone of conten-
tlon among his women-folk, and if
Eméad had a special and particnlar
virtue, it was that of being good na-
tured.

Mrs Smead, liké the woman of his-
tory, had two treasures—her sewing
machine and her husband, and she
drew the line at lending either, and i

le wanted to call her selfish they
might. Fortified by thislaw she rented
ihe southwest cottage.

Saturday night! The invisible bridge

the distance between the world

of labar and the world of rest. The
il #ir gave back Do murmur of

the multitudinous voices that had filled
§t with cries of sorrow, anger, or glad-
pess during the work days of the past

. wesk. Tt was the sate-chamber of the
time so sacred toour an-

&abbath, s

laden to the ears with brown paper
packages and had just time to make
the train, after purchasing their com-
mutation tickets. They went loping
through the gates in approved su-
burban style, and canght on just as the
train moved out, and then Perry
shouted in a voice that sounded above
the roar of escaping steam:

“We've left our Sunday dinnerson
the window stand of the ticket office.
You go on, Smead, and I'll take the
next train out.™

lle swung himself clear off the train,
turned a somersault, and waved “all
right” to Smead, who mopped the cin-
ders and perspiration from his face and
remarked to the man standing next to
him, in a friendly way:

“Nice way tospend the snmmer, liv-
ing in the suburbs?"

‘Yes, if you dox't fare what yonsay,"
growled the man.

Then Smead took a bit of pastaboard
from his pocket and began to study it.

“Southeast corner, Terrace row, Onk-
lend.”

Smead asked his gruff neighbor if he
got off at that stajion.

“No, I don't,” s#il the man. *'You
couldn’t hire me to live in that swamp.
I go out ten mjles further, where you
don't have to sift the atmosphers to
keep the mosquitoes from choking
you." .

That sounded discouraging, but
Smead was not anxious to ride tem
miles further on an accommodation
train, that slowed up for every cow nn
the track, and he wrapped himself in
a speculative reverie until the bralke-
man called *“O-a-k-l-a-n-d!” as if only
the deaf lived at that station.

Mrs. Smead was waiting for her hus
band, whom she expocted on the half-
past six train, but the train had come
and gone, and instead of the handsome,
well-groomed Mr. Smead, a frantic
woman, her neighbor, Mrs. Therne,
rushed into her cottage.

“T've canght him!” she gasped. *‘He's
locked up in the library! Oh! oh! oh!"
“Canght whom?" asked the mystified
woman. Then seeing that her dis-
tracted visitor was “very near fainting,
she collected restoratives and brought
back Mrs. Thorne's scattered wits,
Maud explained as soon as she could
speak that a desperate looking man,a
burglar, che was certain, and a con-
vict as well, hy the cut of his hair-
had feloniously entered her house s
moment before she came, anmi walk-
ing boldly mto her library had beer
locked safely therein by herself.

“The windows are nailed down; }
have been waiting for Terry to open
them, so he cannot escape that way,”
she concluded.

“] expect Amos on the last train. 1
don't see what is keeping him,” said
Mrs. Smead, “but he has not come
yet.”

+Neither has Perry, but perhaps they
will come together. [Isn't it drezd{iul?
I daren't go back with that man in the
house. I know by his looks he's a mur

derer. Our girl hasn't come, and I'm
all alone. Oh, if Mr. Smead were only
here?”

“] guess I'll do just as well,” suid
Mrs. Smead, coldly. “T will take our
revolver, and you can bring the stove-
lifter, and we will interview him
through the door.”

“Dut what good will that do? Ils
may s-h-o-o-t first!”

“Come on,” said Mra Smead, con:
tempinously. She was oaly a young
matron herself, but she was not going
to be ignominiously routed by a one-
man army, and she led the way to her
neighbor’s cottage. No other people
lived in the row, so they had all the
fun to themselves.

Dut at that identical moment the
seven-forty train, sometimes called the
“husbands’ train,” so many of them
went out to spend the week's interval
with their families, stopped at the
nearest depot, end Perry Thorne, with
his double load of packages, hove in
sight. Both women were overjoyed to
see him.

“What's the row?' he saked, drop-
ping his bundles on the veranda.

tA man!” said both women at once.
“Where is Smead?”

+That is what I woald like to know."”
said Mrs. Smead; *'I expected him on
this train.”

“] haven't sten him. Who is the
man?'

*A burglar, and he's locked up in the
lbrary. Don't you think 1 was brave?”
asked Maud, who, now that her hus-
band had come, felt that she might
pose as a heroine.

“Burglars already? Ila! this is a
diversion. Give me the key, Maud
I'll take your revolver, Mrs Smead.
Now, Iadies, stand msule,” and Perry
made a vallant rush for the library
door, which he unlocked and threw
open, at the same presenting arms se-
cording to the best manual practice.
“Don't shoot!” eried a familinr voice
that trembled. not with fear, but mer-
riment, as Mr. Smead stepped smiling-
ly forward, and bowed low to Maud:
] am Mrs. Thorne's captive,” he said,
“What does this mean?” demanded
Mrs. 8 d in the ed syllables
of the divoree court.

“It means,” expleined Mr. Smead,
“that my wife has not yet learned to
box the compass. Ehe gave me ‘south-
west’ and your wife locked me up in &
room that has no ventilation, and un-
der a criminal ban. But I forgive
her,” be ndded, with gallant protest,
whereat Maud's cheeks grew red with
embarrassment. and Mrs. Smead esid:
“Come home! After this [ will meet
you at the train and see that you don’t
get into the wrong bouse.”

“Do forgive me, Mr. Smead,” said
Maud, pepitently, while Perry glared
darkly like a jealons stage lover, “but
you did look so—so—"

“She said you looked like a conviet,”
remarked his wife.

4t lesst it has made us acquainted,”
observed Mr. Smead, true to his colors,
and with this parting shot he followed
his wife to the “‘southeast” coltage.—
Detroit Free Press.

—mwdh are varied

and rather unaccountable, but I have
more often
try

seep her among little ohil-
houses, than ;
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TALMAGE'S SERMON.

«aApd God Shall Wipe Away Al
Tears From Thelr Eyes."

The Henvenly Comforter Who Ia Always
Near and Eeady to Ald the Al.
ficted—The Benefits ol
Earthly Trouble

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage telected as
the subject of his sermon for pu biiea-
tion this week, 'Comfort,” basing it
on the text:

And God shall wipe all tears from thelroyes.
Rev. vil., 17

Riding across a western prairie, wild '

flowers up to the hub of the carriage
wheel, and while a long distance from
any shelter, there came &
shower, and while the rain was falling
in torrents, the sun was shining as

brightly as I ever saw it shine; and I}
thought what a beautiful spectecle |

this is! So the tears of the Bible are
not mid-night storm, but rain on
pansied prairies in God's sweet and
golden sunlight. Yon remember that
bottle which David labeled as contain-
ing tears, and Mary's tears, and Paul's
tears, and Christ's tears, and the har-
vest of joy that is to spring from the
sowing of tears, God mixes them.
God rounds them. God shows them
where to fall. God exhales them. A
census is taken of them, and there is &
record as to the moment when they
are born, and as to the place of their
grave.

Tears of bad men are nob kept
Alexander, in hia sorrow, had the hair
elipped from his horses and mules, and
made a great ado about
in all the vases of Heaven there is not
one of Alexander’s tears I speak of
the tears of God's ehildren. Alas! me!
they are falling all the time. Insum-
mer you sometimes hear the growling
thunder, and you see there is & storm
miles away; but you know from the
drift of the clouds that it will not
eome anywhere near you. 50, though
it may be all bright around about you,
there is a shower of tronble somewhere
all the time. Tears! Tears!

What is the use of them, anyhow?
Why not substitute langhter? Why
not ‘make this a world where
ali the people are well and
eternal strangers to pain and
aches? What is the use of an eastern
storm when we might have a perpetual
nor'wester? Why, when a family is put
together, not have thew all stay, or if
they must be transplanted to make
other homes, then have them all live?
—the family record telling a story of
marriages and births, but of no deaths.
Why not have the harvests chase each
other without fatiguing toil? Why

the hard pillow, the hard erust,
the hard struggle? It is easy
enongh to explain & smile, or

s success, or B eongratulation;
bot, eome mow, and bring all your
dictionaries and all your philosophies
and all your religions, and help me
explain n tear. A chemist will tell
you that it is made up of salt and lime
and other eomponent parts; but he
misses the chief iugredienis—the acid
of & soured life, the viperine sting of
& bitter memory, the fragments of a
broken heart. I will tell you what a
tear is; it is agony in seol ution. Hear,
then, while I discourse of the uses of
trouble.

1. 1t is the design of trouble to keep
this world from being too attractive.
Something must be dome to make us
willing to quit this existence. If it
were not for tronble this world would
be & good enough Heaven for me. Yon
and I would be willing to take a lease
of this life for a hundred million years
if there were no trouble. The earth
enshioned and upholstered and pil-
lared and chandeliered with snch ex-
pense, no story of other worlds econld
enchant us.

We would say: “Let well enough
alone. If you want to die and have
your body disintegrated in the dust,
and your soul go out vna celestial ad-
ventare, then you can go, bat this
world is good enough for me!” Youn
might as well go toa man who has
just entered the Louvre at Paris, and
tell him to hasten off to the picture
galleries of Venice or Florenee.
“Why,"” he would say, “what is the
nse of my going there? There are
Rembrandts and Reubens and Ra-
pheels hers that I havea't looked mt
yet.” Noman wants to go out of this
world, or out of any house, until he
has a better house. To cure this wish
to stuy Here, God must somehow
ereate a disgust for our surround-

ings. How shall He do it? Ile
ean mnot afford to deface llls
horizom, of to tear off a flery

panel from the snnset, or to subtract
an anther from the water lily, or to
banish the pungent mroma from the
mignonetle, or to drag the robes ol
the morning in mivre. You cam not ex-
pect 8 Christopher Wren to mar his
owp St. Paul's eathedral, or a Michael
Angelo tn dash out his own ‘' Last
Judginent,” or Handel to diseord his
“jsrael in Egypt,” and you can not ex-
pect God Lo spoil the architecture and
music of His own world. How, then,
gre we to be made willing to leave?
Here is where trouble comes in.

After 3 man has had a good denl of
tronble, he says: “Well. I am ready
to go. 1I there is a house somewhere
whose roof doesn’t leak, I would like
to live there. 1f there is an atmos-
phere somewhere that does nat dis-
tress the lungs, I would like to breathe
it. 1f thereis a society somewhere
where there is no tittle-tattle, T would
like to live there. 1f there is a home
circle somewhere where I can find my
lost friends, 1 would like to go there.”
He used to read the first part of the
Sible chiefly, now he reads the last

of the Bible chiefly. Why has

he changed Genesis for Bevelation?
Ah! he used to be saxious chiefly
to know how this world was
about the peo-

logical eonstruction. Now he is
chiefly axious to know how the next
mld_wum:da. and how it logks, and
who live thero, and how they dress.
He reads Revelation ten fimes pow
pnee.  Fha

Yeinaioe Co)

i

sudden |

his grief; bat |

created the heavens and the earth,”
does mot thrill him hall as much as
the other story: “I saw anew leaven
and a new earth.” The old man’s haod
trembles as he tarns over this apoca-
1yptic leaf. and he has to take out his
handkerchief to wipe his spectacles.
That book of Revelation is & prospect- |
us now of thie conntry into which he
{s soon’to emigrate; the eountry in
which he hans lots already laid out,
and avenues opened, and mansions
built.

Yei there are people here to whom
this world is brighter than lHeaven.
Well, dear souls, Ido not blame you.
It is natural. But after awhile you
will be ready to go. It was not until
Job had been worn out with bereav
ments that he wanted to see God. 1
was not until the prodigal got tired of
living among the hogs that he wanted
togo to his father's house. It is the
ministry of trouble to make this world
worth less and Heaven worth more.

Again, it is the mse of tromble to
make us feel our dependence upon
(jod. Men think that they can de
anything until God shows them they
ean do nothing st all, We lay our
great plans, and we like to execute
them. Itlooks big. God comes and
takes ns down. As Promeilheus was
assaulted by his enemy. when the
lance struck him it opened a great
swelling thst had threatenel his
death, and he got well. So it is the
srrow of trouble thatlets out great
swellings of pride. We never feel our
dependence upon (God until we get
irouble. 1 was riding with my little
child along the road, and she aslced if
she might drive. I said: “Certainly.”
I handed over the reinsto bher, and I
had to admire the glee with which she
drove. lut after awhile we met a
team and had to turn out. The road
was narrow, and it was sheer down on
both sides. She handed the reins over
to me and said: *'I think you had bet-
ter take charge of the horse.” Sowe
are all echildren; and on this road of
life we like to drive. It gives one
such an appearance .of superiority
and power. It looks big. -Buat after
awhile we meet some obstacle, and we
have to turn out, and the road is nar-
row, and it is sheer downon both sides;
and then we are willing that God
shonld take the reins and drive. Ah!
my friends, we get upset so often be-
cnuse we do mot hand over the reins
soon enough,

After a man has had trouble, prayer
is with him a taking hold of the arm
of Godand erying out for help. 1
Liave heard earnest prayers om two or
three occasions that I remember.
Onee, on the Cincinnati express train,
going at forty miles the hour, the
train jumped the track, and we were
near a chasm eighty feet deep; and
the men who, 8 few minutes before,
had been swearing and blaspheming
God, began to pull and jerlk at the bell
rope, and got up on the backs of the
seats and eried out: “Oh, God, save
us!” There was another time, about
eight hundred miles out at sea, on 2
foundering steamship, after the last
lifebont had been split finer than
kindling wood. They prayed then.
Why is it you so often hear people, in
reciting the last experience of some
friend, say: *Ile made the most beau-
tiful prayer I ever heard?” What
makes it beantiful? It isthe earnest-
ness of it. Oh! I tell you, s man is in
earnest when his stripped and naked
soul wades out in the sonndless, shore-
less, bottomless ocean of eternity.

It is trouble, my friends, that makes.
us feel our dependence upon God, We
do not know our own weakness or
God's strength until the plank breaks.
1t is contemptible in us when there is
nothing else to tale hold of, that we
catch hold of God only. Why. youdo
not know who the Lord is. He is not
an autoerat seated far up in a palace,
from which lle emerges once & year,
preceded by heralds swinging swords
to clear the way. No, but a father
willing at oar call, to stand by us in
every crisis and predicament of life.
I tell yon what some of you business
men make me think of A young
man goes off from home to earn
hisfortune. He goes with his motber's
eonsent and benediction. She has
large wealth, but he wants to make
bis own fortune. He goes far away,
falls sick, gets out of money. He
sepds for the hotel keeper where he is
staying, asking for lenience, and the
answer he gets is: *'If you don’t pay
up Satorday night you'll be removed
to the hospital.”

Again, it is the nse of trouble to ca-
pacitate us for the office of sympathy.
The priests, nnder the old dispensa-
tion, were set apart by having water
sprinkled upon their hands, feet and
head; and by the sprinkling of tears
people are now set apart to the office
of sympathy, When we are in pros-
perity we like 1o havea great many
young people around us, apd we laugh
when they laugh, and we romp when
they romp, and we sing when they
sing; but when we have trouble we
likke plenty of old follks around. Why?
They know low to talk. Take an
aged mother, sevenly years of age,
and she is almost ommipotent in com-
fort. Why? She has been through it
all. At seven o'clock in the morning
she goes over to comfort a young
mother who has just lost her babe.
Grandmother kpows all about ihat
trouble. Filty years ago she feltit.
At twelve o'clock of that day she goes
over to comfort a widowed soul. She
knows all about that. She has been
walking in that dark valley twenty
years. At four o'clock in the after-
noon some one koocks at the door,
wanting bread. She knows all about
that. Two or three times in ber life
she came toher Jast load. At teno'elock
that night she goes over to sit up
with some one severely sick. She
knows all about it. She knows all
about fevers and pleurisies and broken
bopes. She bas been doctoring sll
her life, spreading plasters snd poux-
ing out bitter drops and shakirg up
hot pillows end ontriving things to
tempt a poor appetite. Drs. Aber-
nethy and Rash and Hosack and Hor-
vey were groal dociors, but the great-
est doetor this world ever saw is an old
Christian oigan- Pear me! Do we
hot remembep kes mbout ihe room

a course of dungeons

long ago, and I

{he son of consolation to 1
svould rather be the meansof soothing
one perturbed spirit to-day than to

caldron the root out of dry
without form of comeliness.
of the valley. 'The
caldron' some” of the leaves from the
tree of life, and the branch that was
thrown into the wwilderness
Then I pour

from

Weeper is
earthly tronble,

Was there any one who could éxerso
tonch a sore withent hurting it?

Where did Panl gel the ink with which
to write his comforting epistle? Where
did David get the ink o write his
comforting Psalms? Where did John
get the ink to write his comforting
Ltevelation? They got it outof their
own tears. When a man has gone
through the curricnlum, and has faken
and imprison-
ments and shipwrecks, he is qualified
for the work of sympathy.

When I began to preach, my sermons

‘on the subject of trouble were all
poeticand in semi-blank verse;

but God
knocked the blank verse out of me
have fonnd out that I
an not comfort people except as I my-
elf have been troubled. God make me
the people! I

play a tune that would set all the sons
of mirth reeling in the danoce.

I am an herb doctor. 1 put into the
ground,
‘Then 1
n and the lily

put in '
1 put into the

the rose ol

marab.

tears of
then I stir
the

jin the
liethany snd Galgotha;
them up. Then I kindle under

caldron a fire made ount of tlie wood of

the cross, and one drop of that potion
will cure the worst siclkness that ever
afflicted a human soul. Mary and
Martha shall receivs their Lazarus
th:e tomb. The damsel shall rise.
And on the darkness shall break the
morning, and God will wipe all tears
from theireyes.

Jesus had enough trial to make him

sympathetie with all trial. The shortest

Rible tells the story:
The sear on the back

verse in the
“Jesus wept.”

of 1lis either hand,the searon the arch
of either foot, the row of acars along

the line of the hair, will keep all
Heaven thinking. Oh, that Great
just the one to silence all
wipe out all stains of
earthly grief. Gentle! Why His step
is softer than the step of the

dew! It will not be a tyrant bidding
you hush up your erying.

It will be 3
father wha will take you on His left
arm, His faco beaming into yours,
while with the soft tips of the fingers
of the right hand He shall wipe away
all tears from your eyes.

Friends, if we could get any appreei-
ation of what God has in preserve for
ug, it would make us so homesick
we wonld be unfit for our everyday
work, I'rof. Leonard. formerly of
lowa nniversity, put in my hands a
meteoric stone, » stone Llhrown oft
from some other world to this How
suggestive it was to me! AndIhave
to tell you the best representations we
have of lieaven are only merolites
flung off from that worll which rolls
on, beariog the multitudes of the re-
deemed. We analyze thesa aerolites,
and find the crystalizations of tears.
No wonder, flung off from Heaven!
“od shall wipe away all tears from
their eyes.™

Have you any appreciation of the
good and glorious times your friends
are having in Heaven? How different
it is when they get news there of &
Christian’s death from what it is here!
It is the difference between embarka-
tion and coming into port. Every-
thing depends mupon which side of the
river you stand when you hear of a
Christian’s desth. 1t you stand on
this side of the river, Jyou
mourn that they go. Tf you
stand on the other side of the river,

you rejoice that they come. Oh, the

Qdifference between a fnneral on earth
and & jabilee in Heaven—between
requiem here and trinmph there—
parting here and rennion there! To-
gether! Have you thought of it? They
are together, Not one of your depart-
ed friends in one land and another in

another land; but together, in differ-

ent rooms of the same house—the
house of many mansions. Together!

1 never more sppreciated that
thonght than when we lsid away in
her last slumber iy sister Sarah.
Standing there in the village eceme-
tery, I looked around and said: “There
i= father, there is mother, there is
grandfather, there is grandmother,
there are whole cireles of kindred;”
and I thought to_ myself: ‘“Together
in the grave—together in glory.” 1am
s0 impressed with the thought that
Idonot think it is any fanaticism
when some ome is going from this
world to the mext if you make them
the bearsr of despatches to your
friends who are gome, sayiag: “Give
my love to my parents, give my love
to my children, give my love to my old
ecomrades who are in glory. and tell

them I am trying to fight the good

fight of faith, and I will join them af-
ter awhile.” 1 believe the message
will be delivered; and I believe it will
inerease the gladness of those who are
before the throne. Together are they,
all their tears gone.

My friends, take this good-cheer
home with yon. These tears of bereave-
ment that course your cheek, and of
persecution. and of trial, are not al-
ways to be there. The motherly
hand of God will wips them all
away. What is the use, on the way to
suneh a copsmumation —what is the use
of fretting about anything? Oh, what
an exhilaration it onght tobe in Chris-
tian work! See you the pinnacles
against the sky? 1t is the city of our
God, and we are approaching it. Oh,
let us be busy in the days that remaln
for us!

I put this balsam on the wounds of
your heart. Rejoice at the thought of
what your departed friends have got
rid of, and that you have a prospect of
so soon making your own escape. Dear
cheerfully the ministry of tears, and
exult at the thought that soon it is to
be “M;hnll > :

There we march up the bes street,
And ground 0Ur arm u?.rum':b:s““

s e el

L YWhat the sun is to the golar sys-
tem, Christ is to the great system of
truth. e is the central fignre aronnd
swhich rll other truths revolve. There

goes out from Him a thread of truths

when we were sicle in vur boyhopy?
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KEEPING YOUNG.

Memen May Eetaln Thelr ¥ 1]

RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL.
—Ki has twenty women holding

1They Wik

The desirableness of keeping young
rarely crosses the mind of those who
are now youag. They see others about
them who have lost their bloom, em-
broidered their first wrinkles, snowed
themselves under with white hair; but
they have always been surrounded
with people oider than themselves; it
is a part of life, & feature of the world,
for these others to be old; but for their
part, they have always been young.
And in some unex way, prob-
ably the natural feeling of the immor-
tal being, they always expect to be
yonng. Whaether their expectation is
renlized depends salmost saltogether
upen themselves. They think no more
about it, however, till the firit gray
hair comes like an admonishing ghost
upon the sccne. At seventeen they
were of the opinion fhat the first
thing im the world was beaunty.
But at  thirty-five they fnd it
is better to be young than to be beau-
tiful. And it very often happens that
the girl who was quite vbeautiful, with
vivid color and sparkling eyes and
fruity flesh and dimples, when mnot
quite twenty, finds' hersell at forty
with none of these, and neither young
nor beautiful. Yet if she were really
fine and fair at twenty, then at forty
she has & right to be fine and fuir still;
she should hardly have gone off at all.
It matters far less than you can make
her now believe that her eyes may be
sunken a little, that the line from the
postril to the cormer of the lip may
have become marked, that the eolar
may be less persistent, that the dimple,

may show symptoms of becoming
something deeper; under certain
conditions all that hardly notice-
able. I1f she has the spring
that used to an “every motion,

so that she moves ROW with =as
light a step, as erect a bearing, withas
quick a grace, holds her head still hike
a flower atop of its stem, straight and
strong, yet withont the least aifecta-
tion of juvenile frolicking ways, she
will give only the suzgestion of youth
whenever she stirs. 1f she goes slow
and lagging, with a stoop and signs of
weariness, she will have anarm offered
her, and it will be und | that she
bears n weight of yearsands peeds it
If she dresses still in the
stuffs that suit her best, ¥
youthful {rivolities, but with no sign
of surrender to age,she will have the
effect of still belonging to the forces
whose uniform she wears. But if she
wears sad and dull colors, relinquish-
ing with reluctance last year's siyles,
and with but little regard to styles
anyway, she will be taken at her own

ue tham the other

if she still interests ]
things that interest voutil
herself from the eri

office as county superintendents’ of
public instruction.

—The world has often got rid of
God's man, but it has never got rid of
God's truth.—Ram's Horn. ; =

—Dr. Ernst Ritter, one of the fore-
most of the younger mathematieal
scholars of Germany, has been elected -
en assistant professor of mathematics
at Cornell.

—Le Signal, the only French Prot-
estant daily journal, has now attained
s year of existenece, and is iy
gaining support among the French.
Protestant population.

—When a certain medical missionary
in South China first went to ‘hisnation.
he was called the
Now he is known as the vangelie heal-
er from beyond the seas.”

~-Seven hundred snd eleven {emale
missionaries are at work in India
During the last year these visited 40,-
513 heathen families and instructed
62,414 heathen girls in the different
mission schools.

—While recently on a tour among
the missions of the Chinese empire, Mr.
PBaring-Gould was impi:ud ‘hyk ":hh:

t influence of medical work,
msm of the women and the devo-
tion of many of the converts.”

—During the past year twenty teach-
ers have been supplied for a mission
Sabbath school by the Limeoln Park
Christian Endeavor society, of Chieago,
and €100 has been given for foreign
missions $100 for home missions and
$300 for city missions.

—The amount raised by the Free
¢hurch of Scotland during the twelve
months which ended March 31 1ast
was £603,000. This amount 15 less than
that raised doring the preceding
{welve months by £62,329, and less than
that for the corresponding period of
189293 by £42,747. :

—Lord Selborne drew wup his own
will and left some money to st. Mat-
thew's ehurch, Blackmoor, in rather
significant terms, for, “for maintain-
ing divine service therein according to
the order and prineiple of the Church
of England, whether connected for the
time with the state as an established
church or not.”

—The Frauenkirche (church of Our
Lady), at Dresden, is Dbuilt nﬁvﬂzo{
stone, even to the dome, whic of
such solid construction that the shells
pndh;lludiraet.admisﬂt by Freder
ick the Great, during the seven years'
e

valuation, Mons&l.npﬂpl_mnl.- WBS

demnatory manner which  some- |

times give to one's view of life,
the young still find her com]
able, she not only affects others as”
ing youny, but feels st fifty scarcely
day older than ever. If, meanwhile,
she has taken also to heart & practice
of seeing only the brighter side of
things, of forgetting herself and re-
membering others, of looking into the
pext life as into a further stage of the
delights of this, she has filled her lifs
and her soul with pity and ‘ecompassion
and tenderness, with love of God and
of her fallow-beings—age, even when
it brings white hair, and withered
throat, and dro;ping cheek, will seem
not to have any trail of eld, but rather
to ba a different and beautiful youth.
Harper's Bazar.

Hata of Gauze for Summer.

Hats of gauze and light materials
are in great demand in warm days.
They have a cool 'y Bpp
which even the lace straws can not
aspire to. It is a comparatively easy
matter to make one of these alluring
honnets—so simple, in fact, that there
is a possibility of their becoming com-
mon. The plaited null for the brim
may be bought by the yard. This
varies in price from twelve cents to
twenty-five cents per yard, and is
measured straight. Two and a hall
yards is enongh to make 2 wide brim.
Threo comeentric cirenlar wires are
held in place by aboutsix others, which
radiate from the center like the spokes
of & wheel, When ths brim is made
the hat is practically done, and all that
is then necessary is two and s half
yards of straw for a Tam O'Shanter
erown The straw may be of any coler
desired, but n is a favorite. The
fenthers to stand up at the side of the
crown where the brim is slightly
rolled,  small spray beneuth the brim
in front, where the brim turns almost
straight up, snd & smart bow of ribbon
or some aigrettes are sufficient trim-
ming.—St, Louis Republic.

Charliy ef Speech.

Charity of speeeh is ax divine a thing
as charity of sction. To judge noone
harshly, to misesneeive no man's mo-
tives, o believe things are as they
seem to be until they are proved other-
wise, to temper judgment with mercy
—surely this is quite as good as to
build churches, establish asylums
and found colleges. Unkind words do
as much harm as unkind deeds. Many
a heart has been wounded beyond
cure, mauny a reputation has been
stabbed to death by a few littls words
There is 8 charity which consists in
withholdieg words, in keeping back
harsh jndgments, in abstaining from

if to speak is to condemn-
Such charity kears the tale of siander,
but does’not repeat it; listens in si-
lence, but forbesrs comment: iben
Jocks the unpleasant secret up in the
very of the heart. Silence can
still rumor; it is speech that keepsa
story alive and lepds it vigor.—Detroit
Free Press.

-| vle,” responded the old

(thoughtless
that I he

Bits =
—"Me
shouted the
follow?* !

—Why? Tram p—Cos then yecoulde® -
made another bar'l o' cider.—Chestnut

Lent from sage. X
3 . ny 'm
a grim smile; "It is because all my life
T've heen leading calves to the slaugh-
ter."—Household Words. :
_.Came too Late—"1t's & greatpity.”
said the convicted burglar to his law-
yer, “that you conldu’t have maide that
closing speech of yours at the open-
ing of the esse.” “I don't see that it
would hare made any difference.” “It
Then

show." '—Washington Star. :
—Young Tutter—Miss Clara, suppose
that to-morrow evening I should call
again, and having nerved myself up to -
it, suddenly, while we were convers:
ing, 1 should without a word throw
arms around  your Reck and delib-
erately kiss you: what would you do?
Miss Pinkerly—Oh, Mr. Tutter, dom't
ask me to look so far ahead.—Brook-

Iyn Lafe.
Have Changed.—*'Po you ap-

—Times
preciate,” the old man asked of the
youth who sought the hand of his
daughter, ‘‘that mhm
with greater difficalties and discours

rements then it ever was befor ? The
youth woilld have spoken ad mot the
patrisrch waved bim to silence. - “Do

{uﬂl‘m e

“foreign devil.” - ;

the jury would




