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CHAPTER XV. (Continued.)
From him he learned of the thor-

ough precautions taken to intorcept
them, snd of the dogged persistence
of M. Pierre's belief In their vicinity.

This man was outwardly among the
. most eager of M. Pierre's supporters,

and was much In his confidence; and
he assured Emllo that It would be ex-

tremely hazardous to attempt escape

for a month at least, although he was
willing to do the beet he could tor
them.

Emile heard his unfavorable account
thoughtfully, and replied":

"I see plainly th'at I must mix among

you here. I will remain secreted with

. you through the day, and make my
way back to my hiding place at mid-

night. The next night I will manage to
get out on the highway; and do you

give out publicly that you have re-

ceived word that the Gray Falcon is
nminir flown from Paris to stir up

the populace of Frejus. Como and
meet me. if vou can. and Introduce me

to this Pierre. Let nie gain the confi-

dence of the majority" ana I think I
can manage the matter." I

Getting back into the forest was not
bo easy a matter; the change of guards
had giyon control to a more, faithful
and vigilant set of men. :

Emile was challenged twice, and giv-

ing some hasty excuse, saying he was

a trusty citizen of Frejus out to look

at tho chateau ruins, was gruffly or- -'

dered Back to the town.
He turned back a little way, and

' laid himself down among the bushes,

just in sight of the pacing figures. w
, What must he do? Daylight was at
hand, and it was absolutely necessary

Oie should prepare his young charges
for his absence, and ' acquaint them

with his future plans. Lying prone on

his face he crawled along, the recou-noisan- ce

showing him there was one

spot at A projecting knoll where but
stationed, and heone sentinel was

i,gr.iitT ir. 0irhf nf the others, when f

turned, the rather sharp corner.

Emile's mind was made up at
once. He found a heavy stick, and in

the same eerpent fashion crept cau-

tiously along, on the ground toward

the spot.
Having obtained the desired position

he remained perfectly quiet, allowing
the unconscious guard to pass three
times over his beat before he made
any demonstration. On the fourth,' as

the man slowly movea around the
point, he leaped to his feet, and in the
twinkling of an tripped him up,

nd sent him sprawling eome two or

three yards away.
"'

In the brief time required for the as-

tonished man to gather himself up,

Emile had darted into the wood. Away
"he sped, the swifter for the loud hal-

loo of the sentinel.
He was familiar with every spot in

the forest, and gained his object long
before the aroused sentinels could fol

low him. He found his faithful menus
anxiously awaiting his return.

Jules had recovered entirely, and he
iistened anxiously to the plans of Em-

ile.
"It will do very well for me who

shall have my old strength in a few
days longer, but for your niece, for
Mademoiselle Chlotilde, it would' be
more trying. But, why, Indeed, should
they bear any ill will to her?"

"Because she has lived in a noble
family and was extremely attached to
its members; because this wretch of

an M. Pierre means to make her his
wife, and she abhors the idea."

"Abhors, indeed!" ejaculated Jules,
gazing after the slender figure which
had passed into the further room,
which she had taken for her own pri-val- V

retreat so and
refined a creature to marry that odious
overseer! The very idea is distressing
even to me. Ah, Monsieur Emile, it
you and your niece are impartial types
of your class, I cannot help feeling
humiliated that we have ever pre-

sumed to call others noble in compar-

ison."
"Chlotilde has had superior advan-

tages," observed Emile,. quietly; I
doubt if the hapless Lady Felicie Lan-gued-

herself was more accomplished
or graceful." - v ,'

"I am sure I have not a moment's
question about it," replied Jules, has-
tily; "none of the noble ladies I have
ever seen could, equal Chlotilde for
loveliness or grace." " '' u .,

"The care of this retreat will devolve
upon you in ray absence. It will be
safe to go a few yards from the tree
at night, but no farther than that. I
would not have you even venture to
the spring. I will fill up the water
casks before I leave. I am thankful
for the few books I brought from the
chateau; with them and each other's
society, I trust you will not find your
imprisonment underground too Irk-lom-

,

"Oh, no, that is, I must speak for
myself. It is a peaceful refuge from
carnage and violence. But for past
horrors and anxious fears of the fu-

ture, I could not ask a happier life.
Chlotilde, too, seems weighed down by
ome grievous recollection. I do not

iike to question her."
"Do not, I beseech you. Allow them

to die away, if possible. It is worse
than idle to dwell upon the past, since
nothing can remedy It; and it weak-
ens your vigor and energy for coping
with future perils."

"I have endeavored to follow your
directions. What more did you hear
from Paris?"

"Additional horrors the people
have gone mad. They must become
gorged with blood ere the reaction
comes. I foresee that. Nevertheless, I

can see no other way than for us to
get to Paris. It is the only place
where this M. Pierre will not search
for you and the girl he has declared
shall marry him."

"But I shall be recognized by scores
here," exclaimed Jules, with a shud

der.
"I hope not. I shall find means to

color that fair hair jetty black; you
must wear it In another fashion. Gar
ments, too, make a wonderful change;
but of course you will keep as retired
as possible." ; ; t . , , .

Jules drew a long breath, ' t

"It seems to me I would rather be
here forever, but I trust implicitly in
your sagacity; I yield unquestioning
obodiehce." ..U

"Your health would suffer by long
residence in this unsunned cave. I am
already anxious about Chlotilde. The
two weeks have paled her cheek sadly.
With. extreme caution you might both
go up to the surface every day. There
are apertures In the trunk of the tree
to take reconnoisance in every direc-
tion. , Seeing the ground clear,: you
could venture out, though I warn you
to be wary. If he be crafty, this M.
Pierre will soon remove his watch
from sight and set secret trap. But
I mean to get you both away speedily."

Felicie came from her room, and
looked up affectionately in his face.

"You have talked with Jules long
enough, my uncle; say something to
Chlotilde now." ,

He drew his hand caressingly over
the glossy hair.- - -

"I have been telling him what good
care he must take ot my child when I
am gone.".;

"Gone! oh, Emile!" exclaimed she,
in consternation.

"For a little time, dear one, only to
prepare for your escape."

The tears were slowly trickling
down her cheeks, she could not speak
a word of answer. '

5 "Why, my little one, are you so
stricken? Jules is left to take care of
you."

"Jules is a very poor substitute for
you, monsieur; no one is better aware
of it than he himself, but he will do his
best," observed the youth.

"Nay, nay," interposed the girl,
eagerly. "I did not mean to wound
your feolings, dear Jules; ; you are
everything kind 'and good. As agree-
able and pleasing a companion as I
could ask, but then we have relied so
thoroughly upon my uncle, it struck
me with sudden dismay to think of
losing him."

"For a little time, my child. It is
because I fear for your health and am
anxious to got you away, that I leave
at all. You will not be weak and
childish, I know, but will be calm and
heroic, to help me all you can."

"I will try," replied she, firmly but
the sweet lips quivered sadly.

"And you will succeed. Jules must
exert all his powers to divert your
thoughts. You must read together,
and tell fairy stories, and be good cull
dren .till I return, like a good genii, to
release you from your dungeon."

He smiled playfully, but there was a
moisture in his eyes.

Tho three were silent a long time, and
then Felicie broke it timidly:

"And when do you go, my uncle?
"To-nig- ht at the darkest hour.

must fill your water cask from the
spring before I leave.'

They talked gravely over their plans
and hopes until noonday; when Emile
took his much-neede- d rest, and the
youthful pair sat down rather discon
solately, it must be admitted, each
with a book in hand. '

Jules turned to the title page of the
litle volume of poems he held. A
name was traced there in delicate
handwriting Lady Felicie Langue
doc. .

"Ah," said he, "I should 60 much
like to know just what she was, and
how she looked, that poor Lady Fe
licie!"

His companion gianced over the 'vol
ume to see wllat It was which fixed his
thoughts, and smiled archly.
"Why are you curious .' Did you
know anything about her?" asked she,

, wny, yes., , i Knew mat sne was
the sole heiress, the pride and hope of
the chateau yonder, which lies in
ruins. It' was there, that horrible
night, you know, that I was so wretch
edly maltreated. But I did not see her,
not even her corpse." He paused
shuddering, and then added more
calmly, ' "I should like to know just
how. she . looked, just what was her
character. The writing, you see, sug-
gested

t
the thought. I fancy I have a

good idea, but I may be mistaken. If
she resembled her father she was no
beauty."

CHAPTER XVI.
ELICIE had
averted her con-

scious face and
was bending it
down deeply into
her bodk; she dare
not pursue the
subject, and pres-

ently he was lost
In the contents of
the volume.

Emile did not re-

appear until after dark, although in
their subterranean dwelling night and
day. were alike, and the hours were
most perceptibly marked by the shor-
tening candles. Then he shouldered
the one empty water cask, and clam-

bered with It up the rude stairway.
He returned with it still unfilled, and

tried to hide the cloud on his forehead.
' "It's ot no consequence. Oa second

thought, there can be no danger of your
needing more water. You will be as
prudent, as possible, and I, mean to re-

lieve ypu'lonj before you broach the
last ' ' ' ..'cask,", . ,. '.

Neither suspected; that; he' had at-

tempted to reach the spring, and nar-
rowly , escaped eap'.tnre.: ' J- -

He went back to the upper room, anJ
listened there anxiously. ' '

',

"I do believe It is the evil one him-
self; howelse could he ; vanish so
mysteriously?" ' said one wondering
voice. .' '-

,: ' ' '

"The peasants say it was haunted
long ago." said another, in equal aston-

ishment. ':.,': ,.'"' "
"Peste! don't you know that wa

our own doing, citizen Pierre managed
it? This Is beyond belief, only foi
Pierre's assurance tjiat tn3 royattstt
are hid up somewhere here; Fir at it
next time, and see what that will do,'
replied a third.

It. was a long time before they went
away, and then Emile anxiously; lis-

tened for the direction of their retreat-
ing steps.

"Who would have believed that ob-

stinate Pierre would stick so closely
to this idea? They will be sounding
the tree next. I see plainly I must
use my wits to get out. Ah, I have it!
Where is my ghostly dress and light!
I'll rig them on a pole with cross-arm- s

and carry it in eight of these fellows
and set it up. They'll rush forward,
believing they have caught the man,
and I can slip away unperceived. But
I must go to the extremo end of the
woods. It will not do to draw further
attention to this spot."

And having matured his plan, he

acted upon It promptly.
Carrying the effigy before him, he

walked unmolested to the outer end ol

the wood. ; He heard the first, shout
of discovery and saw half a dozen

forms come' rushing toward him.
Setting the pole, which he had taker

care to sharpen, firmly in the ground
he slipped behind a tree trunk, and
dropping on his knees crawled noise
lessly over the mossy earth to the
other side.

As he expected, the rush for the sup
posed capture left the picket line va-

cated; he lost no moment In clearing
it, and as soon as he dared, sprang to
his feet, and ran swiftly.

Extreme care was needed for more
than a mile, but when morning broke
he was safely in the highway.- - Once

there, he brushed from his dress all
signs of his late '. proceedings, and
boldly hailed a market wagon passing
on to Frejus.

Before he reached the town he met
his comrade, who' looked Immensely
relieved at sight of him.'

"Welcome to the south, most valiant
Gray Falcon! Where did you dip your

beak last in the accursed blood of the
aristocrat and tyrant?" exclaimed the
latter.

"I come from Paris.' and am sent
south to kindle the zeal of the people
for equality and liberty. How goes the
cause?" responded Emile, while the
driver of the wagon eyed him with
open-mouth- wonder and a little fear.

"We have eome bold spirits. There
Is worthy citizen Pievr.?. you will find

him eager for the v.'ctfk; and we ex
pect the famous Gray Falcon of Paris
will wake us all up.

They proceeded slovly on till they
reached the town. There In the market
square they saw M. Pierre conversing
earnestly with a group of men.

Emile's companion shouted to them:
"Come hither come and welcome

the Gray Falcon. He has arrived at
last on a special mission to us!"

The crowd in a moment surrounded
them.

(to Bit coTixuen.

PRINCE f.CBANOF.

The KuhhIuii rrewi Kloquent Over Hli
Oreat (jualltle.

The Russian press is eloquent over
the great qualities and splendid diplo-

matic triumphs of the deceased minis-

ter and statesman, says a correspond-
ent of the London Times. The Novoe
Vremya says: "The deceased belonged
to the school of Boyar diplomatists,
who have become so rare since the time
of tho Empress Catherine, and who
possess strength of will and a many-side- d

European education, as well as
knowledge of their own country and
ihe strong support of hereditary con-

nections. Such men have not been
afraid of what other nations said of
us and have believedln Russia's mis
sion and right to play a great part
among the otuer powers or Europe.
Prince Lobanof belonged to tjiat small
class of Russians who know what they
want and how to attain it. During his
short tenure of office he Isolated Japan,
attracted Germany to with
Russia and France, protected the In
tegrity of China, effected a reconcilia-
tion with Bulgaria, secured full free-

dom of action to Russia in regard to
Turkey, and strengthened the friend-
ship with France."-- ' The same journal
foresees the appearance of much un-

founded comment In the foreign press
on the possible consequences of Princu
Lobanof's death and strongly urges its
readers against the supposition that
any change whatever in Russia's for
eign policy will result from th!:: great
and unfortunate loss. Much is' also said
about the literary labors of the late
minister, and it i3 curious to note that,
although he appears to have accom
plished so much in diplomacy in so

short a period, he scarcely ever gave
more than two or three hours a day to
official business, the rest of his time
being almost exclusively devoted to his
favorite study of historical research.

Karlr Cotton Mill.
The first mill for manufacturing cot-

ton yarns was located in North Provi-
dence, R. I., by, Samuel Slater in 179J

Not a single Infectious diisase to
known In Greenland.

TALM AGE'S SERMON;

,'WINdS OF SERAPHIM" LAST
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

17 o iii the vTettt "With Twain lie
Covered Ills Face, With Twain He

' Covered HI Feet, and with TwHln He
. . Did Fly" Isaiah 0:8.

N A hospital of lep-

rosy good King Uz-zia- h

had died, and
the whole land was
shadowed with sol-

emnity,'IP and theo-
logical and pro-

phetic Isaiah was
thinking about re-

ligious things, as
one is apt to do in
time of great na

tional bereavement, and forgetting the
presence of his wife and two sons who
made up his family, ho has a dream,
not like the dreams of ordinary char-
acter, which generally come from Indi-

gestion, but a vision most instructive,
and under the touch of the hand of tho
Almighty.

The place, tho ancient temple: build-
ing grand, awful, majestic. Within
that temple a throne higher and grand-
er, than that occupied by any czar or
sultan or emperor. On that throne, tho
eternal Christ. In lines surrounding
that throne, the brightest celestials,
not the cherubim, but higher than they,
the most exquisite and radiant of the
heavenly inhabitants: the seraphim.
They are called burners because they
look like fire. Lips of fire, eyes of fire,
feet of fire. In addition to the features
and the limbs which suggest a human
being, there are pinions, which suggest
the llthest, the swiftest, the most buoy-
ant and the most aspiring of all unin-
telligent creation a bird. Each seraph
had six wings, each two of the wings
for a different purpose. Isaiah's dream
quivers and flashes with these pinions.
Now folded, now spread, now beaten
in locomotion. "With twain he cov-

ered bis feet, with twain he cov-

ered his face, and with twain he did
fly."

The probability is that these wings
were not all UBed at once. The seraph
standing there near the throne over-
whelmed at the insignificance of tho
paths his feet had trodden as com-
pared with the paths trodden by the
feet of God, and with the lameness of
his locomotion amounting almost to
decrepitude as compared with the di-

vine velocity, with feathery veil of
angelic modesty hides the feet. ".With
twain he did cover the feet."

Standing there overpowered by the
overmatching splendors of God's glory,
and unable longer with the eyes to look
upon them, and wishing thoso eyes
shaded from the insufferable glory, the
pinions gather over the countenance.
"With twain he did cover tho face."
Then as God tells thi3 seraph to go to
the farthest outpost of immensity' on
message ot light and love and joy,
and get back before the first anthem,
it does not take the seraph a great
while to spread himself upon the air
with unimagined celerity, one stroke
of the wing, equal to ten thousand
leagues of air. "With twain he did fly."

The most practical and useful lesson
for you and me when we see the ser-
aph spreading his wings over the feet,
is the lesson of humility at imperfec-
tion. The brightest angels of God are so
far beneath God that he charges them
with folly. The seraph so far beneath
God, and we so far beneath the seraph
in service we ought to be pltinged in
humility, utter and complete. Our feet,
how laggard they have been in the di-

vine service. Our feet, how many mis-
steps they have taken. Our feet, in
how many paths of worldliness and
folly they have walked.

Neither God nor seraph intended to
put any. dishonor upon that which Is
one of the masterpieces of Almighty
God the human foot. Physiologist anil
anatomist are overwhelmed at the won-
ders of its organization. The Bridge-wate- r.

Treatise, written by Sir Charles
Bell, on the wisdom and goodness of
God as illustrated in the human hand,
was a result of the $40,000 bequeathed
in the last will and testament of the
Earl of Bridgewater for the encour
agement of Christian literature. The
world could afford to forgive his ec-

centricities, though he had two docs
seated at his table, and though he put
six dogs alone In an equipage drawn
by 'four horses and attended by two
footmen. With his large bequest in-

ducing Sir Charles Bell to write so
valuable a book on the wisdom of God
in the structure of the human hand,
Ihe world could afford to forgive his
oddities. And the world could now af
ford to have another Earl of Bridge-wate- r,

however idiosyncratic, if he
would induce some .other Sir Charles
Bell'to write a book on the wisdom and
goodnesB of God in- - the construction .of
the. humu. foot. The articulation of
Its bones, the lubrication of Its Joints,
the. gracefulness of its lines, the in-

genuity of its cartilages, the delicacy
of its veins, the rapidity of its muscu-
lar contraction, the sensitiveness of. i

nerves.

I sound the praises of the human
foot., Kith that we halt or climb or
march.. It is the foundation of the
physical fabric. It is the base of a
God-pois- column. With it the war-

rior brares himself for battle. With it
the orator plants himself for eulogium.
With It the toiler reaches hi work.
With it the outraged stamps his in-

dignation, iis loss an irreparable dis-

aster. Its heajtb an invaluable equip-
ment. If you want to know its value,
ask the man whose foot paralysis hat),
shriveled, or machinery hath crushed,
or 'surgeon's knife hath amputated.
The Bible honors it. Especial caie:
"Lest thou dash thy foot against a
stone;" "he will not suffer thy foot to
be moved; ""thy feet shall not stumble."
Especial charge: "Keep thy (Mt when

thou goest- - to the hotaio of God.;
Especial peril: "Their feet shall slide
In due time." Connected with the
world's dissolution: "He shall set one
foot on the sea and the other on the
earth."
. Give me the history of your foot,
and I will give you tho history of your
lifetime. Tell me' un what steps it
hath gone, down what declivities, and
in what roads and in what directions,
and I will know more about you than
I want to know. None of us could en-

dure the scrutiny. Our feet not always
In paths of God. Sometimes In paths
of worldllness. Our feet, a divine and
glorious machinery for usefulness and
work, so often making missteps, so
often going in the wrong direction.
God knowing every step, tho patriarch
saying, "Thou settest a print on the
heels of my feot." Crimes of tho hand,
crimes of tfie tongue, crimes of the eye,
crimes of the par not worse than crimes
of the foot. Oh, we want the wings of
humility to cover the feet. Ought we
not to go into before
the g

eye of God? The seraphs do,
How much more we? "With twain he
covered the feet." '

All this talk about the dignity of
human nature is braggadocio and sin
Our nature started at the hand of God
regal, but it has been pauperized
There is a well In Belgium which once
had very pure water, and it was stoutly
masoned with stone and brick; but
that well afterward became the center
of the battle of Waterloo. At the open-

ing of the battle the soldiers with their
sabers compelled the gardener, William
Von Kylsom, to draw water out of the
well for them, and it was very pure
water. But the battle raged, and three
hundred dead and half dead were flung
Into the well for quick end easy burial;
so that the well of refreshment be-

came the well of death, and long after,
people looked down into the well and
they saw the bleached skulls but no
water. So the human soul was a well
of gcod, but the armies of sin have
fought around it, and fought across it
and been slain, and it has become a
well of skeletons." Dead hopes, dead
resolutions, dead opportunities, dead
ambitions. An abandoned well unless
Christ shall reopen and purify and fill
it as the well of Belgium never was.
Unclean, unclean.

Another seraphic posture In the text:
"With twain he covered the face."
That means reverence Godward. Never
so much irreverence abroad in the
world as to-da- y. You see it in the de-

faced statuary, in the cutting out of
figures from fine paintings, in the chip-

ping of monuments for a memento, in
the fact that military guard must
stand at the grave of Lincoln and Gar-

field, and that old shade trees must be
cut down for firewood, though fifty
George P. Morrises beg the woodmen
to spare the tree, and that calls a corpse
a cadaver, and that speaks of death as
going over to tho majority, and sub-

stitutes for the reverent terms father
and mother, "tho old man" and "the
old woman," and finds nothing im-

pressive in the ruins of Baalbec or the
columns of Kaninc, and sees no differ-
ence in the Sabbath from other days
except It allows more dissipation, and
reads the Bible In what is called higher
criticism, making it not the Word of
God' but a good book with some fino
things In it. Irreverence never so
much abroad. How many take the name
of God in vain, how many trivial things
said about the Almighty. Not willing
to have God in the world, they roll up
an idea of sentimentality and human-Itarianis- m

and impudence and imbecil-
ity, and call It God. No wings of rever-
ence over tho faee. no taking off of
shoes on holy ground. You can tell
from the way they talk they could have
made a better world than this, and
that the God of the Bible shocks every
sense of propriety.. They talk of the
love of God In a way Jhat shows you
they believe it does not make any dif-

ference how bad a man is here, he
will come in at the shining gate. They
talk of the love of God In a way
which shows you they think it
is a general jail delivery for all the
abandoned and the scoundrelly of the
universe. No punishment hereafter for
any wronc done here.

The Bible gives two descriptions of
God, and they are just opposite, and
they are both true. In one place the
Bible says God is love. In another
place the Bible says God Is a consum-
ing fire. The explanation is plain as
plain can be. God through Christ is
love. God out of Christ is fire. To
win the one and to escape the otiier
we have only to throw ourselves body,
mind and soul into Christ's keeping.
"No," says Irreverence, "I want no
atonement, I want no pardon, I want
no intervention; I will go up and face
God, and I will challenge him, and I
will defy him, and I will- ask him
what he wants to do with me." So
the finite confronts the infinite, so a
tack hammer tries to break a thunder-
bolt, so the breath of human nostrils
defies the everlasting God, while the
lilerarchs of heaven bow the head and
bend the knee as the King's chariot
goes by. and the archangel turns away
because he Cannot endure the splendor,
and the chorus of all the empires of
heaven comes in with full diapason,
"Holy, holy, holy!"

Reverence for sham, reverence for
the old merely because it is old, rever-
ence for stupidity, however learned,
reverence for incapacity however fine-

ly inaugurated, I have none. But we
want more reverence for God, more
reverence for the sacraments, more
reverence for the Bible, more rever-
ence for the pure, more reverence for
the ?ood. Reverence a characteristic
of all great natures. You hear it in
:lie roll of the master oratorios. You

tt e it in the Raphaels and Titians and
niilrlandajos. You study It in the ar-

chitecture of the Ahollabs and Christo-
pher Wrens. Do not be flippant about
God. Do not Joke about death. Do
cot make fun of the Bible. Do not de-

ride the Eternal.' The brightest and

uilght'.eut seraph cannot .. lpok una-

bashed upon him. Involuntarily tho
wings come up.; "With twain ho cov-

ered his face."
As you take a pinch of salt or powder

between your thumb and two fingers,
so Isaiah indicate: God takes up the
earth. He measures the dust of tho
earth, the'orlglnal there indicating that
God takes all the dust of all tho con-

tinents between the thumb and two
fingers. You wrap around your hand
a blue ribbon five times, ten. times.
You say it is five hand-breadth- s, or it
Is ten hand-breadth- s. So Indicates the
prophet God winds the blue ribbon of
the Bky around his hand. "Ho meteth
out the heavens with a span." You
know that balances are made of a beam
suspended in tl5 middle with two ba-

sins at the extremity of equal heft. In
that way what a vast heft has been
weighed. But what are all the bal-

ances of earthly manipulation com-
pared with the balances that Isaiah
saw suspended when he saw God put-

ting into the scales the Alps and the
Appenlnes and Mount Washington and
the Slerre Nevadas. You see the earth
had to be ballasted. It would not do
to have too much weight In Europe, or
too much weight !n Asia, or too much
weight In Africa, or in America; so
when God made the mountains he
weighed them. The Bible distinctly
says so. God knows tho weight of tho
great ranges that cross the continents,
the tons, the pounds avoirdupois, the
ounces, the graln3, the millegrammes

just how much they weighed then,
and Just how much they weigh now.
"He weighed the mountains In scales
and the hills in a balance."

See that eagle in the mountain nest.
It looks so sick, so ragged-feathere- d,

so worn-o- ut and so half asleep. Is
that eagle dying? No. The ornithol-
ogist will tell yo.i ft Is the moulting
season with that bird.' Not dying, but
moulting. You see that Christian sick
and weary and worn-o- ut and seeming
about to expire on what is called his
death-be- d. The world says he is dy-

ing. I say it is the moulting season
for his soul the body dropping away,
the celestial pinions coming on. Not
dying, but moulting. Moulting out of
darkness and sin and struggle into
glory and Into God. Why do you not
shout? Why do you sit shivering at
the thought of death and trying to hold
back and wishing you could stay here
forever, and speak of departure as
though the subject were filled with
skeletons and the varnish of coffins,
and as though you preferred lame foot
to swift wing? ,

O people of God, let us stop playing
the fcol and prepare for rapturous
flight. When your soul stands on the
verge of this life, and there are vast
precipices beneath, and sapphired
domes above, which way will you fly?
Will you swoop or will you soar? Will
you fly downward or will you fly up-

ward? Everything on the wing this
day bidding us aspire. Holy Spirit on
the wing. Angel of the New Covenant
on the wing. Time on the wing, flying
away from us. Eternity on the wing,
flying toward us. Wings, wings, wings!

Live so near to Christ that when
you are dead, people standing by your'
liieless body will not soliloquize, say
ing: "What a disappointment life was
to him; how averse he was to depart
ure; what a pity it was he had to die;
what an awful calamity." Rather
standing there may they see a sign
more vivid on your still face than the
vestiges of pain, something that will
indicate that it was a happy exit the
clearance from oppressive quarantine,
the cast-o- ff chrysalid, the moulting ot
the faded and tho useless, and the as-

cent from malarial valleys to bright,
shining mountain-top- s, and be led to
say, as they stand there contemplating
your humility and your reverence in
life, and your happiness In death:
"With twain he covered the feet, with
twain he covered the face, with twain
hp rlirl flv " Wlinrq! Wlnirs' WItim!

,.

ltrave Children.
The Denver Republican quotes an

interesting story of childish heroism,
related by Mr. Spearman, attorney for
the department of justice at Washing-
ton. He has been taking testimony
concerning some Indian depredation
claims. In taking such testimony; he
says, I frequently hear interesting stor-- .
ies concerning early frontier life. I re-

member one case in particular, one of
the most remarkable exhibitions of
courage in an eight-year-o- ld boy that
I have ever heard of. It occurred near
the town of Beaver, in Utah. A ranch
was attacked by Iudians, and a man
wiio was visiting the ranchman was
killed, and for a while it seemed as it
the whole party, wife and children,
would fall a prey to the savages. The
house was surrounded by the Indians,
and the people within defended them-
selves as best they could; t but the
ranchman, watching his opportunity,
lowered his little boy and his daughter,
who was but twelve years of age, from
the back window and told them to try
and make their way t the canon and
follow It down to Beaver, where they
could obtain help. The children suc-
ceeded in reaching the canon unob-
served, and with presence of mind and

.bravery which I think remarkable for
a child of that age, the boy told his
sistcito follow one side of the canon
aud he would follow the other, so
that in case the Indians should find
one of them the other might not be
observed. The children got. safely to
Reaver, where a party was organized
which hastened to the rescue of the
besieged. At the beginning of ths
siege the Indians had heard the chil-

dren in the house, and missing their
voices, the alert savages discovered
that they had gone and endeavored to
overtake them; but being unsuccess-
ful, and knowing that help would soon
arrive, they withdrew before the res-

cuers could reach the ranch.

A day's work has been steadily
for the last hundred years. J


