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THE CHORISTERS. the office strong in the resolve to finish 

the brief. He made fairly good head
way, but still the Image of the beauti
ful young girl would come hack to

jjere's .♦ little band of singer«
Eff1"? coines and lingers

<y»tb the window of my cottage In him, and as the day wore on more dis 
the frees; j tinetly. Later in the afternoon he got

yd with dark they raise their voices,
Millie the gathering night rejoices,

IBdtbe leaves Join in the chorus with 
tbe breeze.

jlien the twinkling stars come out 
To enjoy the merry rout, 
jjj the squirrels range themselves 

upon a log;
AwUÉü Arofli'-s furnish light,

thej their notes aright—

1 a telegram saying that the party was 
i at Chicago and signed “Alice.” And 
that started it all over again.

Then he became alarmed and feared 
that ids mind was going. For he was 
not a believer in “love at first sight.” 
or hardly in the grand passion itself.

Thon he found himself with an al
most resistless longing to take the first 
train and follow his folks. Of course, 

iatyd. cricket and the frog, j he did not admit to himself that he
to see the other Alice, 

afternoon one of the firm’s best 
came in. Ho said he contem- 

purchasing some thousand acres 
Ixlqp, with the view of establlsh- 
Icoflfee plantation there. He was 
jtisfied witli the title to the land, 
sit that some one ought to go 
there and look into the matter 

lelosely. He could not spare the 
[ and came to them.thinking that 
of their young men might have 

th knowledge of Spanish to make 
rip-
pert Duncan regarded him n« an 

and said that as the office was 
lery busy just then, he thought he : 
Id like to make the trip himself, 
[was better than the client expect- j 

the matter was soon fixed tip. 
Jrhaps you will meet your folks j 

there.” said the senior partner, j 
fhy, perhaps I will,” said Duncan.

he had just thought of it. But * 
bid his partner that It was hard- , 
Fobable, as ho was going down on 
lower table lauds near the coast, 

excursions usually kept pretty j 

upon the higher plateaus, 
lat night before lie started he got 
ttor from his mother, and in she 

“Alice Chambers is lovely, and i 
t*njoy lier very much.” So that j 

her name—Chambers

< - i
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fu lwo I

found herself In the little village.
In a few days she was strong enough 

to travel, and Duncan made himself a 
demi god In the village by leaving a 
sum of money that to the Indians wai 
fabulous. They calculated that the ex
cursion party must be at the city of 
Mexico, and when they reached the 
railroad they telegraphed the party. An 
answer came back which they got at 
a station farther on. It said: "Thank 
God. she Is found.”

They were met at the station by an 
enthusiastic crowd made up of the ex
cursion party, the American minister 
and a great mob of Mexicans, who 
cheered the couple to the echo. In some 
way the story had gotten Into the pa
pers.

Duncan decided to stay for some 
days, and telegraphed his partner to 
that effect, who wired back congratula- 
tiens, and Duncan found himself a 
hero. He drove with them and went 
to see the sights.

One afternoon he asked Alice If she 
would drive with him to the grove of 
Chapultapec. They dismissed the 
coachman at the entrance and told him 
they would meet him there in a couple 
of hours. Then they wandered through 
that majestic grove, where it is always 
twilight, even at midday. They had 
been talking over their strange experi
ence. “Alice,” said Duncan, “you, of 
course, know that everybody thinks 
you are my sweetheart, and was Itcfore 
we left home?”

She blushed and owned that she had 
heard something to that effect.

“Well,” said lie. “why not make it 
true? Alice, I have loved you from 
the first day I saw you in the train 
in Boston.”

She looked up at him and said, arch
ly: “Well, Robert, it was quite mu
tual. I assure you. Oh, there are some 
people coming. You mustn't.

From which I infer that he under
stood her to say “yes.”—St. Louis 
Globe-Democrat.

7A LM A G E SERMON.
SUNDAY’S DISCOURSE BY THfc ABLF D 

VINE.

i
• i

«.o

after mother, i o v o r

■"■e  junii
te fern in

II.
next morning he started. Ilis 

y was a tiresome one, and after 
al days spent on the train he 

d himself one glorious afternoon 
hing a little mountain path on the 

of a burro. Duncan had told 
oiks by wire of his intended trip, 
found by looking over their itiner- 

they had passed quite near 
he now was.

had left the train at a little town 
gh which they passed some days 
usly, and was making his way in- 
country to interview an old In
born he expected to find the next 

The title to Mexican lands 
depends on information only ob- 

l)le from the kindly Indians, 
t night he slept on his blanket 

the stars, and early the next 
ng was pushing on, the path 
ng sti.l wilder and more beauti- 
At last, about 0 o'clock, he came 
the spur of the mountain and 

looked down on a lovely valley. His 
guide and iuterpreter told him that in 
the little village which he could see 
was the old Indian.

About noou they arrived, the matter 
of the title was soon fixed up and ar
rangements were made to leave the 
next morning on the return trip. But 
that evening something happened that 
altered the plans.

A small party of the villagers who 
had been up on the mountain cutting 
wood had found a burro wandering 
alone. They did not recognize It as 
one of the village burros. It had a side 
saddle on It and tucked under one of 
the straps was a little glove. They 
knew that a young American or Eu
ropean woman must have ridden the 
burro, and they began a hunt to find 
her.

Some miles back they found her un
conscious by the road, and putting her 
on the burro which they had led back, 
they brought her into camp. As they 
brought her up Duncan walked up the 
little village street to see what the mat
ter was. He was astounded to see 
Alice Chambers on the back of the little 
mule.

.She was still unconscious. One of the 
old women of the village took her Into 
the little open shelter and in a very 
few minutes she revived, and, opening 
her eyes, smiled a wan smile. When 
her eyes caught that of Duncan she 
started, and he stepped up and said: 

“I am Robert Duncan. Miss Cham
bers, and my mother aud sister have 
been traveling with you, I am here on 
business, and will be happy to help 
you in any way possible. When you 
are stronger we shall be glad to hear 
your story.”

She regaineth her vigor quickly un
der the ministrations of the old Indian 
woman, and soon told them that she 
had started out with a party from the 
little town on the railroad to make an 
excursion to some famous eaves. In 
some way she had become separated 
from the others, and had tried to find 
her way back. She became confused, 
aud. meeting several natives, they had 
tried to understand each other, with 
the result that she became more and 
more at sea.

She had oaten only what some kindly 
Indians had given her. At last she went 
so long without food that she felt a 
faintness coming over her, and she 

powder, and he went to i knew no more nntil she woke and

Like a New Qibralt-

tote spoke two youug ladies turned 
M boked at him—his 6ister and a 
•«ter an, about 22. She turned 

itarily, and the pretty blush that 
•WW her cheek showed that her 

Was Alice, too.
tetert Duncan glanced at her, and 

**druck with her beauty. But she 
“»Ms look and turned away aud 
Wei herself with her baggage, nis 
L and sister both noticed the eo- 
Wtece also, and smiled.
"tewo will have two Alices along.” 
Will ier. “I hopo we shall be- 
jWicqualntcd with the youug lady. 

•* *Wks very pleasant and very uice.” 
f*  then the porter shouted "All 

— J ” and Robert Jumped from the 
■te As the car passed him he look- 
■torain for the faces of his mother 

Wter. But he did see the face of 
Äer Alice, looking at him with 
•tnrloslty.

j  he returned to his office. He 
ĵ B P *  junior partner In a prominent 

Boston, and had a hard
^ - - u  of work before him. There 

H brief in a ease 1 liât puzzled both 
and his partner. Bat try as 

-Wold to conecutratc his mind on 
2̂?rk’ he conld see nothing but the 

’’i Wlttnl face at the ear window and 
•alhlDg but the droning of the 

F* »keels.
lit he became so nervous that he 
lowu his pen. and telling the boy 

fl not be back until morning, he 
across the common and the 

Carden to bis home.
♦veiling at the theatre did not 

and he was rather horror- 
* find himself no better In the 

This was a new experience 
No woman bad ever before 

ween him and his work. This 
n e  never saw the girl he

be never would see her again. 
He must have dyspepsia, 

his way to his office he made 
I his old college chum, now a 
f  young physician. He did 

Ithe doctor what the most prom- 
ptom was, but was sure he 

Medicine for dyspepsia. Ac
he felt rather foolish when 

obliged to say no to all the due- 
tlons as to whether he had 

•ymptoms inseparable from 
trouble.

doctor laughed and gave him

According to a man who has just 
returned from a winter’s sojourn in 
the Bermudas, the people of this con
tinent have little idea of the magni
tude of the plans being perfected by 
the British government at these isl
ands. The fortifications, barracks aud 
dockyards bid fair to make the isl
ands the Gibraltar of the Atlantic.

The imperial government lias built 
nn Iron balance dock, shaped like the 
letter V, and 400 feet in length. The 
bottom is round, so that it can be 
careened over when the bottom be
comes foul, thus allowing it to be 
scraped and painted down to the cen
ter line. The dock can be sunk thirty 
feet. Betweeii tiie inner and outer 
skins fs a space of twenty feet in 
depth. This groat chamber is divided 
into thirty-two compartments by fif
teen transverse bulkheads and a longi
tudinal one running along the keel line. 
These are pumped out tty sixteen in
dividual engines on each side of the 
dock. The imperial authorities, how
ever, are not satisfied with this pro
vision, for a new dock is being built, 
in sections, In England, which will be 
800 feet long and callable of accom
modating the largest vessels.

The Island barracks are exception
ally tine, and the fortifications are 
very strong and extensive. It is said 
there arc 3GÖ, or one for every day in 
the year, but many of them are mere 
pinnacles of rock. The government is 
gradually acquiring additional lands 
for fortifications, dockyards, barracks 
and similar works. There is no doubt 
that thë* Intention is to make it a 
place of immense military strength 
and equipped ' with the fullest facili
ties for th? repair of naval and mer
chant ships.

■Mpaucse Food Abominable.

B. A. Lawton, of Boston, who has 
recently returned from Japan, was de
scribing that country to a party of 
friends at the Waldorf-Astoria, and in 
tho course of his remarks said: “All
that has been written of the physical 
beauty of Japan Is really inadequate. 
But while Japanese life, Japanese 
houses and Japanese scenery are re
plete with interest and beauty, Japan 
esc food is an abomination to the 
civilized stomach, and as such to be 
absolutely eschewed. Take the raw 
fish, for instance, they serve. The first 
time I tasted it I was forcibly reminded 
of the man who invented the ‘flapjack’ 
which, when cooked on one side, auto
matically turned over and cooked the 
other side as well. The scheme work
ed out to perfection and fortune seem
ed to loom large in the near future for 
the inventor, when a drawback to the 
scheme was discovered—the ‘flapjack,’ 
once swallowed, kept on turning. That 
is what happens when you eat the raw 
fish of Japan.”—New York Tribune.

A Description of Wampum.

Wampum was the name applied to 
shells or strings of shells used by the 
North American Indians as money. Be
sides their use as money they were uni
ted to form a broad belt, which was 
worn as an ornament. In the language 
of the Massachusetts Indians the word 
signified white, the color which gen
erally prevailed in wampum belts.

S u b j w t :  I .l fe 'a  S to rm y  W n .r - . l t  t* H o u g h  
S a i l in g  W i th o u t  C h r i s t  In  t h e  S lii|>— 
l i e  S m o o th s  t h e  P a t h w a y  F o r  T h o s e  
W h o  T r u s t  in  H im .

[Copyright 1 Sou. 1
Washington, 1). C.—Dr. Talmage, 

is now in Europe preaching to immense 
congregations in the great cities, semis 
this sermon, in which lie describes t ho 
rough places of life and indicates the liest 
means of getting over them and shows how 
many people fail to understand the .r lies 
blessings: text, Mari; iv, 39, “ And II 
arose and rebuked the wind, and said uut< 
the sea, Peace, be still.”

Here in Capernaum, the seashore vi] 
läge, was the temporary home of t liât 
Christ who for the most of His life was 
homeless. On the site of this village, now 
in ruins, and all around this lake what 
scenes of kindness and power and glory 
and pathos when our Lord lived here! 
can understand the feeling of th  immor
tal Scotchman, Robert McCiieviie, when, 
sitfingon the banks of this lake, he wrote: 
Jt is not th a t the wild gazelle

Comes down to drink thy tide,
But He tha t was pierced to save from hell

Oft wandered by thy side.

Graceful around thee tiie mountains meet,
Thou calm, reposing sea.

But, an, far more tiie beautiful feet
Of Jesus walked o'er thee.
1 eari easily understand from tiie con 

tour of the country thut bounds this lake 
th a t storms were easily tempted to make 
these waters their playground. This take 
in C hrist’s time lay in a scene of great 
luxuriance; the surrounding hills, ter
raced, sloped, groved; so many hanging 
gardens of beauty. On the shore were cas
tles, armed towers, Roman baths, every 
tiling attractive and beautiful—all styles 
of vegetation in smaller space than in ;.l- 
most any other space in the world, from 
the palm tree of tiie forest to  thy trees 
rigorous .clim ate. I t  seemed as if 
Lord had launched one wave of beauty 
on all tiie scene and it hung and swung 
from rock and hill and oleander. Roman 
gentlemen in pleasure boats ailing this 
lake, and countrvmen in fishing smacks 
coming down to drop their nets pass each 
o ther with nod and shou| and laughter or 
swinging idly at their moorings. Uh, what 
«‘beautiful scene!

I t  seems as if we shall have a quiet 
night. Not a leaf quivered in tiie air. not 
a ripple disturbed the face of Gennesaret. 
But there seems to Vie a little excitement 
up the beach, and we hasten to see what 
it is, and we find it an embarkation. From 
the western shore a flotilla pushing out; 
not a squadron of deadly arm am ent, nor 
clipper with valuable merchandise, nor 
piratic vessels readv to destroy everything 
they could seize, b u t a flotilla, bearing 
messengers of light and life and peace. 
Christ is in the stern of the boat. His 
disciples are in the how and amidships. 
Jesus, weary w ith much speaking to large 
multitudes, is put into somnolence by the 
rocking of the waves. If  there was any 
motion a t all. the ship was easily righted; 
if the wind passed from s ta rto a rd  to lar
board, the boat would rock and. by the 
gentleness of the motion, putting the Mas
te r asleep. And they extemporized a pil
low made out of a fisherman’s coat. I 
think no sooner is Christ prostia te  and 
llis  head touched the pillow than He is 
sound asleep. The breezes of the lake run 
their fingers through th -  locks of the worn 
sleeper, and the boat rises and falls like 
a sleeping chi Id on the bosom of a sleep
ing mother.

Calm night, starry  night, beautiful 
night! Run up all the sails, ply all the 
oars, and let tiie large boat and tlie small 
boat glide over gentle Gennesaret. But 
the sailors say there is going to be a 
change of weather. And cve-i t he pas
sengers can hear the moaning of the storm 
as it comes on w ith great stride and all 
the terrors of hurricane and darkness. 
The large boat trembles like a deer at liny 
among the clangor of the hounds; great 
patches of foain are flung into the a ir; 
the sails of the vessel loosen and in the 
Ftrong wind crack like pistols: the smaller 
tioats, like petrels, poise on tue cliffs of 
the waves and then plunge. Overboard 
go cargo, tackling and masts, anil the 
drenched disciples rush in t . the back part 
of the boat and lay hold of Christ and say 
unto Him, "M aster, carest Thou not th a t 
we perish?” T hat great personage lifts 
His head from the pillow of tbe fisher
m an's coat, walks to the front of the ves
sel and looks out into the storm. All 
around Him are the smaller boats, driven 
in the tempest, and through it comes the 
cry of drowning men. BV the flash of the 
lightning I see the calm brow of Christ :w 
the spray dropped from His beard. He 
has one word for tue sky and another for 
the  waves. Looking upward. He cries, 
“ I ’oace!” Looking downward, He says, 
“ Be s till!” The waves fall flat on then- 
faces, the foam melts, the extinguished 
stars relight their torches. I lie tempest 
falls dead, and Christ stands with llis 
foot on the neck of the storm. And while 
the  sailors aro baling out the boats and 
while they are trying to untangle the cord
age the disciples st id in amazement, now 
looking into the cairn sea, then into the 
calm sky, then into the calm Saviour's 
countenance, and they cry out. “ W hat 
manner of a man is this, th a t even tiie 
winds and t lie sea obev. Him.' ’

The subject, in the first place, impresses 
me w ith the fact tha- it is very im portant 
to have Christ in the ship, for all those 
boats would have gone to the bottom ol 
Gennesaret if Christ had not been present. 
Oh, what a lesson for you and for me to 
learn! W hatever voyage we undertake, 
into whatever enterprise we stai . let us 
always have Christ in tue ship. All you 
can ilo w ith utm ost tension of body, mind 
and soul you are bound to do. but, oh. 
have Christ in every enterpris !

There are men w » ask God’s help at 
the beginning < t  great enterprises, He 
has been w ith them in the past; no 
trouble can overthrow them ; the -tonus 
might come down from the lop «I Mount 
Herinon and lash Gennesaret into foam 
and into agony, but it could no: hurt 
them. But here is another man who s ta ll-  
out in worldly enterprise, and liê  d e p e n d s  
upon the utii-oi taint n-s ol t ’.n ’ .■ lb 
has no God to help him. A lter awhile 
the Storni comes, tosses oil the masts ot 
the ship; he puts ont lus lil'el oat ami the 
longboat; the sheriff and the auctioneer 
trv  to help him <11; they can't, help Inm 
off; lie must go down; no Christ m the 
ship. Your life will be made up of sun 
shine and shadows. There may lie in it 
arctic blasts or tropical tornadoes; I 
know not w hat is before you, but I know 
if  you have Christ with you nit shall be 
well. You may seem to  get along w ith
out the religion of Christ while everything 
goes smoothly, but after awhile, when 
sorrow hovers over the soul, when the 
waves ot trial dash clear over the hurri
cane chick, and the decks are crowded with 
piratical disasters -oil, what would you 
do then w ithout Christ in the stun? Take 
God for your portion. God for your guide, 
God for vnur lielp; then all is well; all is 
■well for a tim e; i. 1 shall 1«' well forever. 
Blessed is th a t man who puts m the Lord

You
....................  Lu i

smooth departure, the« 
" iples of Jesus Christ,

his trust. He shall never be confound d.
But in y subject also impresses me v. ith 

the fact th a t when people stall to follow 
Christ they must not expert smooth s a i l 

ing. These disciples got into the small 
boats, and I have no doubt they said, 
"W hat a beautiful day this i- ’ ||,.w  de
lightful is sailing in tin- boat! And as 
for the waves under tho keel ot the boat, 
why, they only make the motion of our 
little boat the more delightful." But 
when the winds swept down and the sea 
was tossed into wrath, then they fourni 
tha t following Christ was not smooth s a i l 

ing. So you have found it; so 1 have 
found it.

Di<l you ever notice tiie end of t i e  life 
•  f the apostles of Jesus Chr is t?  
would say if ever men omrht t 

a smooth life
those men. tl ,__
ought to have had such a departure and 
sin ii a life. St. .lafnes lost ins Load. St. 
Philip was hung to death on a pillar. St. 
M atthew had Lis life dashed out with a 
halberd. St. M ark was drugged to death 
through the streets. St. Jam es the Less 
was beaten to death w ith a fuller’s club. 
St. Thomas was struck through \vith_ a 
spear. They did not find following Christ 
smooth sailing. Oh, how they were all 
tossed in the tempest! John Huss ,n a 
tire; Hugh Mclxail in the hour of m artyr
dom; the Albigenses, the Waldenses. tiie 
Scotch Covenanters- did they find it 
smooth sailing? But why go into history 
when we can draw from our own memory 
illustrations of tiie tru th  of what I say? 
A young man in a store trying to serve 
God, while his employer spiffs at Chris
tian ity ; the young men in the same store, 
antagonistic to  the Christian religion, 
teasing him, torm enting him about his re
ligion, trying to  got him mad. They suc
ceed in getting him mad and sav, "You're 
a pretty  C hristian!’’ Does that young 
man find it smootii sailing when he tries 
to follow Christ? Or you remember a 
Christian girl. Her father despises tiie 
Christian religion; her mother despises 
the Christian religion: her brothers ami 
sisters scoff at the Christian religion; sh * 
can hardly find a quiet place in which to 
say lier prayers. Did she find it smooth 
sailing when she tried to  follow Jesus 
Christ? Oh. no! All who would live llie 
life of the Christian religion must suffer 
persecution. If you do not find it in one 
way you will get it in another way. But 
be not disheartened! Take courage. ’Non 
are in a glorious companionship. God 
will see you through all trials, and He 
will deliver you.

My subject also impresses me with the 
fact that good people sometimes get fright
ened. In the tones of these disciples as 
they rushed into tiie back part of the 
boat I find they arc frightened almost to 
leatli. They say. "M aster, carest Thou 

not tha t we perish?” They had no reason 
to be frightened, for Christ was in the 
boat. I suppose if we had been there we 
would have been just as much affrighted. 
Perhaps more. In all ages very good peo
ple get very much affrighted. It is often 
so in our day. and men say: “’Why, look 
at the bad lectures. Look at tbe various 
errors going over tbe church of God. M e 
are going to founder. Tiie church is going 
to perish. 8hc is going down.” Oh, how 
many good people are affrighted by in
iquity in our day and think the church of 
Jesus Christ is going to be overthrown, 
and are just n< much affrighted as were 
tlie disciples of my text! Don’t  worry, 
don't fret, as though iniquity were going 
to triumph over righteousness. A lion 
goes into a cavern to sleep. He iies dow t 
with liis shaggy mane covering the paws. 
Meanwhile the spiders spin a web across 
the mouth of the cavern and say. “ \Ye 
have captured him.” Gossamer thread 
after gossamer thread until the whole 
front of tiie cavern is covered with the 
spider’s web. and the spiders say, “The 
iion is done: the  lion is fast.” After 
awhile the lion has got through sleeping. 
He rouses himself, he shakes his mane, he 
walks out into the sunlight. He does not 
even know the spider's web is spun, and 
with liis roar lie shakes the mountain. So 
men come spinning their sophistrie and 
skepticism about Jesus Christ. He seems 
to be sleeping. They say: “ \Ve have rap 

'd the Lord. He will never come forth 
again upon the. nation. Christ is overcome 
forever. His religion will never make any 
conquest among- men.” But after awhile 
the Lion of the tribe of Judah will rouse 
Himself and come forth to shake mightily 
the nations. W hat's a spider's web to tlie 
aroused lion? Give tru th  and error a fair 
grapple, and tru th  will come off victor.

Do not he afraid ot a great revival. Oh, 
th a t such gales from heaven might sweep 
tiirough all our churches! Oh. for such 
days as Richard Baxter saw in England 

mi Robert McCheyne saw in Dundee! 
Oh. for such days as Jonathan  Edwards 
saw in Northam pton! I have often heard 
my father tell of the fact that in the carlv 
part of this century there broke out a re- 

ival a t Somerville, N. J . ,  and some peo
ple were very inncli agitated about it. 
They said: “ You are going to bring top 
many people into tiie church a t once.” 
and they sent down to New Brunswick 
to  get John  Livingston to stop the re- 
,'ival. Well, there was no better soul in 

all the world than John Livingston. He 
went ami looked a t the revival. They 
wanted him to stop it. He stood in the 
pulpit on the Lord s day and looked over 
the solemn auditory and he said: “This, 
brethren, is in reality the work of God. 
Beware how you stop it.” And lie was 

>ld man. leaning heavily on his staff— 
a very old man. And he lifted that st iff 
and took hold of the small end of the staff 
ind began to let it fall slowly through lie- 
tween the linger and the thumb, and he 
said: “Oh. thou impenitent, thou a rt fall- 
ng now— falling from life, falling away 
roni peace and heaven, falling as cortain- 
y as tha t cane is falling through my hand 

— falling certainly, though perhaps falling 
lowly!” And the cane kept on falling 

thrqugh John Livingston's hand. The re 
igious emotion in the audience was over

powering. and men saw a type of their 
doom as the cane kept falling and falling, 
until the kpoh of the earn? struck Mr. 
Livingston's hand,1 and he clasped it s tout
ly and said: “ Rut the grace of God can 
stop von ns I stopped that cane.” and 
then there was gladness all through the 
house a t the fact of pardon and peace and 
salvation. “ Well.” said the people after 
the service. “ I guess you had better send 
Livingston home He is making the re
vival weise ” Oh for gales from heaven 
t> sweep all the continents' The danger 
of the church of God is not in revivals 

I learn once more from this subie, t tha t  
Cljrist can hush a tetnja-st It did seem 

if evervtliing must go to ruin The dis 
tuples had given up the idea of .nan igu g 
the ship; the ort-w were entirely demoral
ized: yet Christ rises, and the storm 
crouches at llis feet Oh. vos. ( Lri-t i-.in 
hush the tem pest' You have had trouble. 
Perhaps it was the little  child taken away 
from you-—the sweetest child of the house
hold, the one who asked the most curious 
questions, and stood around you with the 
greatest fondness, and the spade cut down 
through your bleeding heart. Perhaps it 
was an only sen. and your ncart has ever 
since been like a desolated castle, the owls 
of the night hooting among the fallen 
arches and the crumbling stairways. Or 
all your property swept away, you said:
“ I had so much hank stock; I ln d  so mam- 
Government securities; I had so many 
houses; I had so many farms—all gone.
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THAT MAN.,.
'Who eloeH no; find Ad- 
vetrtialnf' y>i*ofititl>lo 
In hit* hiiHlneaa, finds' 
biiHinosa u n p r o f i t 
able.

al coni' ” Why, sir. all the storms tb.it 
ever trampled with their thunders, all G - 
shipwrecks have not been worse than tb s  
to you. Yet you have not been complete
ly overthrown. Whv*' C hrist says: ‘ f 
have tha t little one in My keeping. I e.ri 
rare  for him ng well as you an. Letter 
than you can. O bereavrd m other!” TI'isL- 
ing the tempest When vour properly vvrnf. 
awav awav. God -,nd. "  I here are troa.surea 
in heaven in banks tha t r.ev.-r break. 
•Tes«« hu-Line the tempes*

There is one storm into which we will 
all have to n n  The. moment v-'nen <- • 
let go ot tb - - « e. -1.1 and try  to take lin'd 
of tin- tie \< . -v '1 vaut all the gr;e r ;>o -
s|hie ’> miller I see ( llllstl.lll soul roe! 
ing on th< surges t death. All t  he pntv, , s  

of ibirknes» ~<-< in tat not against that s o  il 
tin- swirling wave, the thunder of the 

skv. the shriek of the wind, all seem to  
unite together. But tli.it soul is no 
troubled. There is no sighing, there aie no 
tears: plenty of tears i i the room a* tin- 
departure, but he v.eçps no tear- e.iim. 
satisfied and peaceful; all is well. By ''-e 
flash of the storm you see tie- harbor :c.' 
ahead, and von are making for til l I v- 
hor. All shall be well. Jesus being - ir 
pilo‘ .
In to  the harbor of heaven now wo glide;

W e’re home at List, home at hist 
Softly we drift on the bright. :lv ry L d -;

We’re home ai. last.
Glory to God. all our danger* ate <> < r:

W e stat'd secure on the gloriti d t im e !  
GYirv to God. we will shout ever:...-re. 

W e're home at last.


