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CHAPTER IV.

"Margaret," he cried, "what Is It?
What is it, my darling? Speak to me!"

"It is nothing," she breathed pain-

fully. "You must let me go, Doctor
Cleland; you must leave me."

"I shall not let you go!" Paul an-

swered vehemently. "You dare not
send me from you, Margaret you can-

not! If nothing else gives me a right
to you, surely my love does?"

She made no answer, but shivered as
if with cold.

Cleland went on passionately:
"If you can say to me, Margaret, that

you no longer love me, that the past
is dead and buried to you, or that you
have been when you
Imagined you did love me, then I shall
go away and trouble you no more. It
may bo that I shall shortly be leaving
this country, perhaps forever; and I
felt I could not go without knowing
the truth."

Ho felt her shiver again, but her
strength came back, and she stood
erect, looking at him with eyes that
had something of the look of a hunted
animal at bay in them.

"Margaret," he went on slowly, after
a pause, "you must tell me, now and
here, have you ceased to love me? By
your answer I will abide; it will be
final with me."

A 6trange look crossed the girl's
face.

"If I refuse to answer?"
"I shall not leave you till you an-

swer," said Cleland. "Margaret, if
you can say these words after me
'Paul, I no longer love you' I shall be
satisfied and go my way. It i3 all I
asK."

Again the white hands moved con-

vulsively. It gave Cleland a curious
sensation as if she had wrung theii
pitoously. She began slowly:

"Paul, I no longer " Then her
voice dropped and broke Into a half
sob and her face fell between her
hands.

In the silence that followed Paul
Cleland felt his heart quicken its beat-

ing, with an emotion that was half
Joy, half pain. She loved him still,
then! These proud, pure lips of hers
could not utter an untruth. . But tho
agony that could wring that sob from

Margaret Crawford al-

most frightened him. He could not
even guess at its cause.

He spoke at last, in a voice un-

steady and uncertain.
"Then you love me etill. Marga-

ret?"
She looked up then and at sight of

his agitation her own calm seemed to
return. That one pitiful yielding to
weakness had startled her back to her
old self. And her woman's heart, for-

getting Its own pain and trouble, tried
to find some comfort for his.

"Paul," she said, genUy laying her
hand upon his with a touch that
thrilled him through and through, "I
cannot hide the truth from you. I do
love you I shall love you always; but
there Is a reason why I can never al-

low you to speak of this, why we can
never, never be anything to each
other. There Is a terrible barrier be-

tween us which can never be removed.
Do not ask me what it Is I cannot
tell you. Do I seem cruel? Believe
me, It 13 because I wish to save you
pain that I cannot tell you more.
Paul, God has laid on us both a heavy
burden; but he will surely give us
strength to bear it."

"You ask a hard thing of me. Mar-caret- ,"

said Paul Cleland, huskily.
"You ask mo to give you up forever,
and I am not even to know why. If I
knew your reason, I might submit to
your decree; but you cannot expect
me tamely to give you up without
knowing why I am to do so!"

Margaret was silent. She felt that
it would be easier for her also could
she tell him the whole truth; but what
cruelty It would be to inflict on him
the knowledge that his father had
died or taken his own life, as Paul
himself seemed to think believing his
son guilty of so fearful a crime?

No, she must never tell tho truth.
For Paul's own sake, for the sake of
the dead, she must not.

"Will you not take my word for it?"
she said at last, very gently. 'The
barrier between us is insuperable, and
I cannot, must not, tell you the nature
of 1L Oh, spare yourself and me
further pain, Paul, by leaving me now!
We must try to forget."

"I shall never forget!" said Paul, a
little harshly. He was a Scotchman,
and "dour" and obstinate rather than
passionate. "You are sacrificing your
own happiness and mine, Margaret, to
some absurd notion of honor. You
think I am coward enough to shrink
before the sneers of the world over a
dead man's memory; you have, per-
haps, learned after all your father was
guilty, and you will not confess It to
me. You would rather wreck my life
and my happiness!"

But the next moment he stood huji-ble- d

and contrite before the look of
those tender, dark eyes, and the cour-
age and sweetness of the pure, pale
face. He raised her little white hand

i find kissed the hem of her sleeve rev-
erently.

"Margaret, Margaret, forgive me!"
lie cried. "Only say it is that alone
that divides us, and I shall sweep tho
phantom from our path'

"It is not only that," she answered,
In a low voice. "If it were, then I

hould leave It to you to Judge wheth
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er it was a real barrier or not; but it
would only make your pain the great-
er if I were to tell you what the bar-
rier i3. It can never bo done away
with; it must stand between us for-
ever."

"And I am to go from you, Margaret,
knowing no more than this?"

"It must be so. It is as Heaven has
willed it, Paul. God has laid the bur-
den upon us, we can only submit."

But from her woman's heart there
was rising a heartbroken cry. "Oh,
my love, my love! It is hard, God
knows!"

Paul Cleland turned away suddenly.
Ills face had grown pale and set. It
seemed to him that any further plead-
ing with Margaret would be like beat-
ing against tho rock. A little quiver-
ing sigh broko from her lips. lie
heard it, and turned quickly.

"You will relent, Margaret? Tell
mo there is some hope!"

She shook her head.
"There is none, Paul we must part.

Oh, can we not do so quickly? The
pain would bo les3 If we did net seo
each other!"

"It shall be as you wish," said Cle-

land, after a moment's pause. "I can
leave Greystoke at once, and in a
short tlmo I shall be far enough from
England. Do you care to hear where
I am going, Margaret?"

She bowed, making no answer.
"I am going to Egypt. I have had

an offer made me, and I was only
doubtful as to what my answer should
be until I saw you; but now my mind
is quite made up. I shall probably
sail in a fortnight or so."

A stifled exclamation came to Mar-
garet's lips; but she checked it, and
the next moment turned to him, her
face as pale as ever, but quite calm.

"I can only wish you every success
and and happiness In your new life,"
she said, and laid her hand, cold and
trembling as it was, In his. "And,
after all, what happiness is better and
deeper than that which comes to us
from our work? If we can help to
allay suffering, and to bring back
health to others, surely we can ask
no greater Joy on earth? Doctor Cle-

land, I wish you that happiness with
all my heart."

"Thank you," he said, a little husk-
ily. "I do not think I shall bo able to
call myself happy, Margaret I have
not reached such a height of

yet; but as the great apos-
tle of work says, 'Thou canst do with-
out happiness, and instead thereof find
blessedness,' I suppose that is what
you mean. Well, shall we say good-b- y

now? We may not have another
chance."

Margaret looked at hira. It was a
loek he was to remember for very
long afterwards. In it he read all the
deep love of her woman's soul for one
moment, without veil or reserve, bared
before him. Her hand still lay in his.
He drew her a little nearer, and his
eyes seemed to devour her face.

"For Heaven's sake, Margaret, think
once more what you are doing! Do
not part us for tho sake of an imag-
inary barrier; do not sacrifice us both
for another's sins! It is not too late
yet to say the word that will change
our whole future lives."

He felt her hand quiver; but she
answered steadily:

"Paul, this is the only thing left for
us to do to part. There Is no other
way none. Good-by.- "

"Good-by,- " said Paul, hoarsely.
Then, after a pause, still holding her
hand, he said: "Margaret, It is the
last time perhaps that I shall ever
speak to you alone on earth. Will you
kiss me once, because of what might
have been?"

And In the tenderness of that m-
omenta tenderness that for the tlmo
seemed to blot out all her own agony
and weakness Margaret raised her
pale, pure face and kissed him with a
kiss that held parting and grief and
death In It.

CHAPTER V.
The blazing heat of a sultry Egyp-

tian noon, tempered and softened as
much as possible by ingenious ar-
rangements of softly moving fans and
waving curtains. An elegant apart-
ment, furnished after European style,
and with every sign of wealth" and
luxury around. And two people sit-
ting together, talking very earnestly
and in low tones a man and a
woman.

The man, looking many years older
than when we saw him last, though
only two years have actually passed,
whose bronzed face wears an anxious
and serious expression, is Paul Cle-

land; and the woman, whose dark,
rich beauty, soft liquid eyes and ex-

quisitely molded figure, gowned In
some "confection" from Paris, have
already won for her a conspicuous
place in the European society of Cairo,
is the widow of a wealthy government
official, and has, since her husband's
death, lived with her brother, Colonel
Beauehamp, one of the most gallant
officers who had gone through the ter-
rible campaign of 1883.

A soft-foote- d native servant had
Just brought In the afternoon cup of
tea, retiring as silently, as he had en-

tered; and the two were too deeply en-

grossed In conversation even to notice
that.

"I trust matters may not be so bad
as the Colonel makes out, Mrs. Breyn

ton," Paul Cleland was 6aylng. "Thes6
turbulent Arabs seem to require a "lit-

tle blood-lettin- g now and then; but
they aro no match for European sol-

diery. The affair cannot be more
than a mere skirmish at most."

Adrienne Breynton's soft eyes met
Cleland's face for a moment, and then
suddenly dropped.

"You do not know the fantastic der-
vish as I do," she said, and her voice
was one of the sweetest ever woman
possessed. "There is nothing in all
the world will make men fight like
religious zeal, Doctor Cleland, and
they aro Intoxicated with It. They
fight like men Inspired. Ah, I have
reason to know how they fight!"

She sighed, but there was not any-
thing deeper than a gentle regret In
the sigh. Cleland had heard the story
of how Oscar Breynton had been
hewed to pieces in mistake for an ob-

noxious officer by a horde of shriek-
ing, half-ma- d Arabs; but ho had also
heard how his wife, beautiful and
good as she was, had been strangely
neglected by Breynton for years, and
he guessed that her grief must have
been less than her horror at hl3 ter-
rible death.

"Our cause is one of Justice and of
mercy," said Cleland, after a pause;
"and I think there Is no man who
would dare to say that wo do wrong
In trying to free the Soudan from the
rule of these barbarous, bloodthirsty,
massacrelng hordes. I confess to shar-
ing the enthusiasm of the war spirit so
far. I have made up my mind to go
on to Atbara, Mrs. Breynton."

A strange expression flitted sudden-
ly over Adrienno Breynton's face. It
was like a quiver.

"You aro not going to the desert?"
she asked, a little pantingly.

"Yes. They require a doctor, and I
have offered my services, I am going
next week."

Adrlenne's white hand moved th
fan it held to and fro gently. Cleland
could not seo that her cheek was grad-
ually growing as white as that hand.

"You don't know the Soudan," she.
said at last, In a low tone. "It ha?
killed our best and bravest men. It Ij
a man-eate- r, 6ucklng the life out ot
strong men, not by battle or murdei
or sudden death, but by slow, Ignoble
disease. Think of tho days of weary
march through storms of sand, be-

neath a sweltering sun! And th
nights, sometimes Icy cold, sometimes
hot and close as an oven. Think ol
sickness there!" She shuddered.

"I shall not think of it at all," said
Cleland, quietly. "Others do not, and
why should I? I could not stay here
and lead this life of ignoble ease
while others are bravely facing dan-ge- r

or death. You would not think
the more of me for doing so, I am
sure, Mrs. Breynton."

A lovely color, soft and warm like
the blush of a pale damask rose,
swept over her face for a moment.
DM Cleland notice It? It wa3 not
likely. For two years only one wom-
an's image had dwelt in Paul Cle-

land's mind, and ho had never even
imagined that any other could obtain
an entrance there.

Yet there was no woman for whom
ho had so high a respect, so warm an
admiration, so true a friendship, as for
Adrienne Breynton.

But the soft blush In Adrienne'i
face was not In response to respect or
admiration or friendship.

"Why, tea Is In, and we have taken
no notice of It!" she exclaimed the
next moment, as if to cover her mo-
mentary embarrassment. "I will pour
you out a cup, Dr. Cleland."

As she crossed the room, her pale-blu- e

teagown falling In soft folds
around her, tho door was opsaed, a
servant announced "Major Rayburn,"
and Mrs. Breynton paused, and turned
towards the door to receive her second
guest.

(To be Continued.)

The Cure of Cut Glass.
A wooden tub should be used for

washing cut glass, and the watw In
which It Is cleaned should not be too
warm for tho hands. A sudden changt
of temperature is bad for glasswat
and It should never be left upon m.?r
ble or stone. The deeper the cutting,
the more liable it is to be broken.
Decanters and water bottles which
have become discolored may be
cleansed with a soft cloth guided by a
wire. Discoloring may be removed
by placing shot with bits of paper and
strong soap suds in the vessel and
shaking them well together. Beans are
sometimes used Instead of shot. A
tablespoonful of muriatic acid to a
pint of water will remove obstinate
stains. For cleansing the outside,
cloths and towels and a brush are
necessary. The washing and rinsing
waters should not vary much in tem-
perature. A soft towel should be placed
under tho dishes when draining. To
secure a high polish vigorously rub
glassware when it is warm, with a per-
fectly clean towel. Glass which Is
ornamented with gold should be
washed in suds made of castlle soap,
and should bo wiped dry as soon as it
is washed. Finely cut glass should bo
kept in a closed cabinet and not han-
dled much.

Five Miles mn Hour.
There 13 no shadow of a possible

shadow of doubt that the day of the
motor car and automobile fiend is at
an end in Paris and tho same may ba
said of the scorching cyclist. The
loar, the hissing sound and the cloud
of dust are no more. Their desperate
recklessness has led the police to
cut down to eight kilometers, which
is only a shado over five miles an
hour, their authorized speed, and
twenty-thre- e summonses were issued
in one day in a single arrondissement

Often we don't like to be alone for
fear of meeting our worst enemy, .

TALMAGE'S SE1UI0N.

TALK ON ONE OF THE MISSIONS
OF CHK1ST.

XCtnoacy of Divine 1'ower In Ilcullng the
AYorld'a Wound uud Deformities Tlie
liitlmiite ltelutloim of Surgery aud
Theology,

(Copyright, 1000, by Louis Klojisch.)
In this discourse Dr. Talmage (who

is now traveling In Europe) put3 in an
unusual light the mission of Christ
and shows how divine power will yet
make the Illnesses of the world fall
back; text, Matthew xl, 5, "The blind
receive their sight, and the lame walk,
the lepers are cleansed and the deaf
hear."

"Doctor," I said to a distinguished
surgeon, "do you not get worn out
with constantly seeing so many
woundj and broken bones and distor-
tions cf the human body?" "Oh, no,"
he answered, "all that Is overcome by
my Joy In curing them. A subllmer
and more merciful art never came
down from heaven than that of sur-

gery. Catastrophe and disease entered
the earth so early that one of the first
wants of the world was a doctor. Our
crippled and agonized human race call-

ed for surgeon and family physician
for many years before they came. The
first surgeons who answered this cull
were ministers of religion namely,
the Egyptian priests. And what a
grand thing If all clergymen were also
doctors, all D. D.'s were M. D.'s, for
there are so many ca3cs where body
and soul need treatment at the same
time, consolation and medicine, the-
ology and therapeutics. As the first
surgeons of the world were also minis-
ters of religion, may these two profes-
sions always be In full sympathy! But
under what disadvantages the early
surgeons worked, from the fact that
the dissection of the human body was
forbidden, first by the pagans, and
then by the early Christians! Apes,
being the brutes most like the human
race, were dissected, but no human
body might be unfolded for physi-
ological and anatomical exploration,
and the surgeons had to guess what
was Inside the temple by looking at
the outsido of it. If they failed in
any surgical operation, they were per-

secuted and driven out of the city, as
was Archagathu3 because of his bold
but unsuccessful attempt to save a pa-

tient.
The Surgeon In lllntory.

But the world from the very begin-
ning, kept calling for surgeons, and
their first skill Is spoken of in Genesl3,
where they employed their art for tho
incisions of a sacred rite, God making
surgery the predecessor of baptism,
and we see it again In II Kings, where
Ahaziah, the monarch, stepped on
some cracked latticework in the pal-
ace, and It broke, and he fell from the
upper to the lower floor, and he was
so hurt that he sent to the village of
Ekron for aid, and Aesculapius, who
wrought such wonders of ssrgery, that
he was deified and temples were built
for his worship at Pergamos; and Epl-daur-

and Podelirius introduced for
the relief of the world phlebotomy,
and Damocedes cured the dislocated
ankle of King Darius and the cancer
of his queen, and Hippocrates put suc-
cessful hand on fractures and Intro-
duced amputation, and Praxagoras re-

moved obstructions, and Herophllus
began dissection and Erasistratus
removed tumors, and Celsus, the Ro-

man surgeon, removed cataract from
the eye and used the Spanish fly; and
Heliodorus arrested disease of the
throat, and Alexander of Tralles treat-
ed the eye, and Rhazas cauterized for
the prevention of hydrophobia, and
Perclval Pott came to combat diseases
of the spine, and In our century we
have had, among others, a Roux, and
a Larray in France, an Astley Cooper
and an Abernethy In Great Britain and
a Valentine Mott and Willard Fark:jr
and Samuel D. Gross In America and
a galaxy of living surgeons as brilliant
as their predecessors. What mighty
progress In the baffling of disease since
the crippled and sick of ancient citie3
were laid along the streets, that peo-

ple who had ever been hurt or disor-
dered In the same way might suggest
what had better be done for the pa-

tients, and the priests of olden time,
who were constantly suffering from
colds, received in walking barefoot
over the temple pavements had to pre-
scribe for themselves, and fractures
were considered so far beyond all hu-

man cure that instead of calling In the
surgeon the people only Invoked the
gods!

But notwithstanding all the surgi-
cal and medical skill In the world,
with what tenacity the old diseases
hang on to the human race, and most
of them are thousands of years old,
and In our Bibles we read of them
the carbuncles of Job and Hezeklah,
the palpitation of the heart spoken of
In Deuteronomy, the sunstroke of a
child carried from the fields of Shu-ne-

crying, "My head, my head!"
King Asa's disease of the feet, which
was nothing but gout; defection of
teeth, that called for dental surgery,
the skll of which, almost equal to any-
thing modern, Is still seen in the filleJ
molars of the unrolled Egyptian mum-
mies; the ophthalmia caused by the
Juice of the newly rlpo fig, leaving the
people blind by the roadside; epilepsy,
as In tho case of the young man often
falling t.'ito the fire, and oft Into the
water; hypochondria, as of Nebuchad-
nezzar, who Imagined himself an ox
and going out to the fields to pasture;
the withered hand, which In Bible
times, as now, came from the destruc-
tion of the main artery or from paraly-
sis of the chief nerve; the wounds of
the man whom the thieves left for
dead on the road to Jericho and whom
the good Samaritan nursed, pouring In
oil and wine wine to cleanse tho
wound and oil to soothe it. Thank "Cot

for what surgery has done for the al-

leviation and cure of human suffering!
Hurgery Without 1'aln.

But the world wanted a surgery
without pain. Dra. Parrc and lllclc-ma- n

and Simpson and Warner and
Jackson, with their amazing genius,
came forward, and with their anaes-
thetics benumbed the patient with
narcotics and ethers as tho ancients
did with hasheesh and mandrake and
quieted him for a while, but at the re-

turn of consciousness distress return-
ed. The world has never seen but ono
surgeon who could straighten tho
crooked limb, cure the blind eyo or
reconstruct the drum of a soundles3
ear or reduce a dropsy without any
pain at the time or any pain after, and
that surgeon was Jesus Christ, tho
mightiest, grandest, gentlest and most
sympathetic surgeon the world ever
saw or ever will see, and he deserves
the confidence and love and worship
and hosanna of all the earth and hal-
leluiahs of all heaven. "The blind re-

ceive their sight and the lame walk;
the lepers are cleansed, and the deaf
hear."

I notice this surgeon had a fondnes3
for chronic cases. Many a surgeon,
when he has had a patient brought to
him, has said: "Why was not this
attended to five years ago? You bring
him to me after all power of recupera-
tion is gone. You have waited until
there Is a complete contraction of tho
muscles, and false ligatures are form-
ed, and ossification has taken place. It
ought to have been attended to long
ago." But Christ the Surgeon seemed
to prefer inveterate cases. One was a
hemorrhage of twelve year3, and he
stopped It. Another was a curvature
of eighteen years, and he straightened
it. Another was. a cripple of thirty-eig- ht

years and he walked out well.
The eighteen-yea- r patient was a wo-

man bent almost double. If you could
call a convention of all the surgeons of
all the centuries, their combined skill
could not cure that body so drawn out
of shape. Perhaps they might stop it
from getting worse, perhaps they
might contrive braces by which she
might be made more comfortable, but
It is, humbly speaking, incurable. Yet
this divine surgeon put both his hands
on her, and from that doubled up pos-
ture she began to rise and the em-

purpled fate began to take on a heal-
thier hue, and the muscles began to
relax from their rigidity, and the spin-
al column began to adjust itself, and
the cords of the neck began to be the
more supple, and the eyes that could
sec only the ground before, now look-
ed into the face of Christ with grati-
tude and up toward heaven in trans-
port. Straight! After eighteen weary
and exhausting years, straight! The
poise and gracefulness, the beauty of
healthy womanhood reinstated. The
thirty-eig- years' case wa3 a man who
lay on a mattress near Che mineral
baths at Jerusalem. There were live
apartments where lame people were
brought, so that they could get the
advantage of these mineral baths. The
stone basin of the bath Is still visible,
although the waters have disappeared,
probably through some convulsion of
nature. The bath, 120 feet long, forty
feet wide and eight feet deep. Ah,
poor man, if you have been lame and
helpless thirty-eig- years, that min-
eral bath cannot restore you. Why,
thirty-eig- years Is more than the av-

erage human life. Nothing but the
grave will cure you. But Christ tho
Surgeon, walks along these baths and
I have no doubt passes by some pa-

tients who have been only six months
disordered or a year or five years, and
comes to the mattress of the man who
had been nearly four decades helpless
and to thi3 thirty-eig- ht year's Invalid
said, "Wilt thou be made whole?

t'!iist the C'lili'f Rurseon.
The quebiioa asrieu not because the

surgeon did not understand the
the dcsperatenes3 of the

case, but lo evoke the man's pathetic
narrative. "Wilt thou be made whole?''
"Would you like to get well?" "Oh,
yes," says the man. "That is what I
came to these mineral baths for. I
have tried everything. All the sur-Ceo- ns

have failed, and all the pre-
scriptions have proved valueless, and 1

Eot worse and. worse, and I can neither
move hand nor foot nor head. Oh, if
I could only be free from this pain of
thirty-eigh- t years!" Christ the Sur-
geon could not stand that. Bending
over the man on the mattress, and in a
voice tender with all sympathy, but
strong with all omnipotence, ho says,
"Rise!" and the Invalid Instantly
scrambles to his knees and then puts
out his right foot, then his left foot,
and then stood upright, as though ho
had never' been prostrated. While he
stands looking at the doctor, with a
Joy too much to hold, tho doctor says:
"Shoulder this mattress, for you are
not only well enough to walk, but well
enough to work, and start out from
these mineral baths. Take up thy bed
and walk!" Oh, what a surgeon for
chronic cases then and for chronic
cases now!

This 13 not applicable so much to
those who are only a little htfrt of sin
and only for a short time, but to those
prostrated of sin twelve years, eight-
een years, thirty-eig- years. Here Is
a surgeon able to give Immortal health.
"Oh," you say, "I am so completely
overthrown and trampled down of sin
that I cannot rise." Are you flatter
down than this patient at the mineral
baths? No. Then rise. In the name
of Jesus of Nazareth, the surgeon who
offers you his right hand of help, I bid
thee rise. Not cases of acute sin, but
of chronic sin those who have not
prayed tor thirty-eig- years, those
who hswo not been to church for thirty-e-

ight years, those who have been
gamb!ers, or libertines, or thieves, or
outlaws, or blasphemers, or inflle.s,
or aetheists, or all these together, for
thirty-eig- years. A Christ for ex,- -

gencies! A Christ for a dead lift! A
surgeon who never loses a case!

In speaking of Christ as a surgeon I

must consider him as an oculist or eye

doctor, and an aurist or car doctor.
Was there ever such another oculist7
That he was particularly sorry for tho
blind folks I tako from tho fact that
tho most of his works wero with tho
diseased optic nerves. I havo not tlm
lo count up tho number of blind peo-
ple mentioned who got hla cure. Two
blind men In one house; also ono who
waa born blind; so that it was not re-

moval of a visual obstruction, but tho
creation of tho cornea and ciliary mus-
cle and crystalline lens and retina and
optic nerve and tear gland; also tho
blind men of Bethsaida, cured by tho
saliva which the Surgeon took from
the tip of his own tongue and put upoi
the eyelids; also two blind men who-sa-

by tho wayside.
Unloosing the Ihtrred Tongue.

Our surgeon, having unbarred Ui

ear, will now unloose the shacklo or
his tongue. The surgeon will uso th3
same liniment or salve that ho used
on two occasions for tho cure cf blind
people namely, the moisture of his
own mouth. The application i3 madv
and lo, the rigidity of the dumb ton-r- uo

Is relaxed, and between tho tongue
and teeth was born a whole vocabu-
lary and words flew Into expression.
He not only heard, but he talked. Ono
gate of his body swung in to let sound
enter, and another gato swung out to
let sound depart. Why is it that, whll
other surgeons used knive3 and for-
ceps and probes and etethoscopr-H- , this
surgeon used only tho ointment of Ms
O'.vn lips? To show that all the curi-tiv- e

power we ever feel comes straight
from Christ. And if ho touches us not
we shall be deaf as a rock and dumb as
a tomb. Oh, thou greatest of all ar-
tists, compel us to hear and help us to
speak!

But what were the surgeon's fees for
all these cures of eyes and cars and
tongues and withered hands and
crooked backs? Tho skill and tha
painlessness of tho operations wero
worth hundreds and thousands of
dollars. Do not think that the case
he took were all moneyless. Did he
not treat the nobleman's son? Did he
not doctor tho ruler's daughter? Did
he not affect a cure in the house of a
centurian of great wealth who had out
of his own pocket built a synagogue?:
They would havo paid him largo fees,,
and there wero hundreds of wealthy
people In Jerusalem and among tho
merchant castles along Lake Tiberias
who would have given this surgeon.
houses and lands arid all they had for
such cures as he could effect. For
critical cases In our time great sur-
geons have received $1,000, $5,000 and
in one case I know of $30,000, but the
surgeon of whom I speak received not
a shekel, not a penny, not a farthing.
In his whole earthly life we know ot
his having had but 62 cents. When
his taxes were due, by his omniscience
he knew of a fish in the sea which had
swallowed a piece of silver money, as
fish are apt to swallow anything:
bright, and he sent Peter with a hook
which brought up that fish, and from
its mouth was extracted a Roman sta-
ler, or G2V& cents, tho only money he
ever had, and that he paid out for
taxes. This greatest surgeon of all tho
centuries gave all his services then and
offers all his services now free of all
charge. "Without money and without
price" you may spiritually have your,
blind eyes opened, and your deaf ears;
unbarred, and your dumb tongues,
loosened, and your wounds healed and'
your soul saved. If Christian people
get hurt of body, mind or fouI, let
them remember that surgery Is apt
to hurt, but it cures, and you can af-
ford present pain for future glory. Be-

sides that, there are powerful anaes-
thetics in the divine promises that
soothe and alleviate. No ether or
chloroform or cocaine ever made ono
so superior to distress as a few drops
of that magnificent anodyne: "AH
things work together for good to those
who love .God." "Weeping may endure
for a night, but joy cometh in

Ileallnjf the World's Wounds.
What a grand thing for our poor-huma-

race when this surgeon shall
have completed the treatment of s

wounds! Tho day will como
when there will bo no more hospitals,,
for there will be no more sick, ynd no-mor-

rye and ear Infirmaries, for there
will be no more blind or deaf, and

deserts, for the round earth shall
be brought under arboriculture, and
no more blizzards or sunstrokes, for
the atmosphere will bo expurgated ot
f.corch and chill, and no more war, for
the swords shall ccme out of the foun-
dry bent Into pruning hooks, while In
the heavenly country we shall Ree tho
victims of accident or malformation
or hereditary Ills on earth become the
athletes In Elysian fields. Who is that
man with such brilliant eyes close be-

fore the throne? Why, that Is the man,
who, near Jericho, was blind, and our
surgeon cdred his ophthalmia! Who-i- s

that erect and graceful and queenly
woman before the throne? That was-th-

one whom our surgeon found bent
almost double and could in nowise lift,
up herself, and he made her straight
Who is that listening with such rap-
ture to the music of heaven, solo melt-
ing Into chorus, cymbal responding,
to trumpet, and then himself Joining;
In the anthem? Why, that Is the man
whom our surgeon found deaf and.
dumb on the beach of Galileo and by-tw- o

touches opened ear gato and
mouth gate. Who Is that around whom,
the crowds arc gathering with admir-
ing looks and thanksgiving and cries-o-

"Oh, what he did for me! Oh, what
ho did for ray family! Oh, what ho-dl- d

for the world!" That is the sur-
geon of all the centuries, the oculist,
the aurist, the emancipator, tho Sa-

vior. No pay he took on earth. Come,
now, wid let all heaven pay him with
worsVp that shall never end and n
love that shall never die. On his head
be py. the crowns, in his hands be all
the ncepters and at his feet be all thV
worlds!

Doing la the proper end of doctrlPw.


