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OlAfTBR X—<Contlnned.) 

VSUMOe Loghlen would be to pub-
,®*rt wretched history to the 

'•*»• the woman who was 
jpi^nated, his . wife, and who had 
W * *wng to Rosa, would be made 
nurer terribly for her husband's 

.word to Ler molher concern-
tioK*t. proposal of a private mar-
WBVond Rosa had been saved; and 

_,v now, and with too good rea-
she repent that, when most 

*ney had been needed, she had cast, in 
* moment, fro rnlier mind those les-

^ : aoiiswhose teachings had been for so 
•aany years ths precious employment 
ft hfrr mother's life. 

. **'\ 'And Mrs. Willoughby beheld the fab-
%. i* *te sho had, as she believed, by long 

v*nd earnest labor, so solidly reared, by 
the mere breath of a villain, made to 
topple down and become a hopeless 
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.coin. 
1 Mother and daughter mingled thoir 
tears together; Rosa accused and 1mm-
Wed herself. "A too late repentance," 
thought Mrs. Willoughby; but the 
Words were not spoken. 

' Again and again did Rosa entreat for 
pardon that in her mad love for a 
heartless wretch she had forgotten the 
•acred duty which she owed to her 

; parent; and Mrs. Willoughby forgave 
and pitied her poor child, and never ut
tered to her one upbraiding word, nor 
«aart.upon her one reproachful look. 

ForMrs. Willoughby well knew that 
^ HLogblen O'Meara had been an honest 

train, find not a most atrocious villain; 
that if the marriage had been, as ltosa 
had believed it, real and true, and not, 

4M lt had proved, a vile and impious 
mockery, but slightly censured then 
would have been poor Rosa, that she 
3iad not sought her mother's counsel 
and consent * 

A wife, and not a wife! It was ne
cessary that Rosa should be sheltered 
ftom all discovery of her sad secret— 
•Wronged and innocent was she, and 
forced to hide her head as though she 
kid been guilty of a crime. 

The destroyer might strut it bravely 
tiefore the world; the victim must 
ahrink and cower in obscurity. 

Mother and daughter came to Lon
don; what other place so well fitted in 
'Which to live unnoticed and unknown? 
' - Itosa became a mother; and when 
Uttle Sydney, so she had named her 
t>oy, was about three years of age, a 
Weil-to-do engraver, a worthy young 
man as ever lived, very humbly solic
ited her hand in marriage. 

;f James Druimmond had been for over 
' two years deeply in love with the beau
tiful young widow—for a widow Rosa 
was supposed to be, and so indeed she 

i was; and never more terrible widow
hood than was hers—but, awed by so 
much loveliness, it was some time be
fore he could find courage even to hint 

. to the object of his worship how nec
essary she bad become to his happi
ness, perhaps to his very life. 

Rosa had plainly learned to distin
guish between mere outtfard glitter, 
where all within was false and hollow, 
And that which made no outward 
ahow, since all within was sound and 
4rue. 

She had become attached to James 
Drummond; a calm and tranquil love, 
mo different to that wild passion which 
-liad been annihilated as'suddenly al-
•nost as it had risen; she thought, too, 

<4>f what a heavy burden she was to 
her poor mother, who could ill spare 
Jier small income sufficient to-support 
her daughter and her daughter's child. 

Rosa reflected deeply, and had soon 
resolved. 

James Drummond, she told him, 
must withdraw the proposal he bad 
made to her and listen to her past his
tory. 

And then, her hand fast locked in 
that of her mother, she related the 
story of her folly, and of the terrible 
deceit of which she had been made the 
Victim. 

And when he had heard, James 
Drummond said, and truly, that it was 
not she who had reason to feel 
•shamed; that now he knew how deep
ly she had been wronged, he loved her, 
if that were possible, more than ever 
liefore; and if Rosa would but consent 
to make him happy be would endeavor 
In the future to recompense her for 
her past and unmerited sufferings. 

Rosa wept grateful tears and gave 
tier hand to the noble-hearted en
graver; and Mrs. Willoughby, weeping, 
too, and very abundantly, embraced 
and blessed them both. 

Our friend Tony was the only child 
horn of Rosa's second marriage—we 
say second marriage, for real to her, 
and in the eyes of heaven, had been 
her first union—and Sydney and Tony 
were left to believe themselves sons of 
the same fatuer, and as wholly broth
ers by blood as were they In the love 
which for each other they bad always 
•cherished. 

And if James Drummond had > cared 
less for Sydney than for his own son 
certainly he had never permitted that 
/act to be perceived. 

Sydney was cut out for ft gentleman 
and Tony for an engraver, James 
Drummond said; and the boys should 
lie placed in life according to their 
qualifications. 

And Mrs. Willoughby lived to follow 
her daughter and her daughter's true 
husband to the grave—Rosa died first 
and James Drummond pined away, 
and ere many months was laid beside 
her 

•  • .  •  •  *  *  •  

Slx-and-twenty-years have passed 
and gone since Rosa Willoughby first 
encountered that young and handsome 
Oxford student; and Rosa is dead-
long since—while her mother, an aged, 
but still far from feeble woman, yet 
survives, and, for the first time in her 
life, is standing face to face with 
Iioghlen O'Meara, although a& yet she 
dreams it not; while the baronet, his 
head bowed down, his face pale with 

• shame and remorse, Is struggling for 
SOUHxe X meet tha calm placid eyes 

$ 

a 

of the poor old woman whose now 
dead daughter he had so shamefully 
c h e a t e d ,  s o  c o w a r d l y  b e t r a y e d .  ; ;  -  _ "  

• > * ,i 
CHAPTER XI. 

Too Late Repentance. 
• t v 

It was several minutes before Sir 
Loghlen O'Meara could find courage 
to address the mother of his victim; 
and when at last he spoke It was with 
a trembling voice, his face very pale 
and his lips quivering with agitation. 

"Will you promise me, Mrs. Will
oughby," he began, "that you will not 
only pardon me the questions I am 
about to put to you, but that you will 
also reply to them?" ' 

Mys. Willoughby, in some trepida
tion, and her looks expressed great 
surprise, gave, without hesitation, the 
required promise. 

The baronet assured Mrs. Wlllongh-
by that he was guided only by the in
terest with which her family had in
spired hliii; and then proceeded with 
his first question. 

"You have had a daughter?" 
"Yes, sir," was the reply, uttered not 

without emotion. "Rosa was her name, 
and she Was the wife of a good and 
honest man." 

"Yes, I know," said the baronet, an 
expression of pain for a moment con
tracting his features, "but her—her 
husband is dead." 

"He died soon after his wife, and 
with grief that he had lost her." 

And then again there was a pause, 
ere the baronet proceeded hesitatingly: 
'And since- then yon have remained 

alone?" 
"With their two children," said Mrs. 

Willonghby. 
"Their two children?" questioned Sir 

Loghlen. 
"Two sons," replied the old lady. 
And then with cautious management 

he asked: "But of those two children, 
who are now two men and who bear 
the same name, Is there not one of 
them who might justly claim another 
appellation?" 

Greatly astonished, Mrs. Willoughby 
asked of her interrogator how he had 
known that? 

And was answered by the baronet 
that for the present it must suffice her 
that he did know it. 

Mrs. Willoughby would reply to no 
further questions, she said, until she 
had been told by her strange visitor 
how he had learned that secret of her 
daughter's unmerited suffering and of 
a villaln's.perfldy. 

The dearest—the most trusted of his 
friends, had, the baronet said, made 
him the confidant of that terrible 
crime which in his youth be had com
mitted. 

• "You must, indeed, have been his 
dearest friend. Great, indeed, must 
have been the confidence he placed in 
you," Mrs. Willoughby very bitterly 
exclaimed, "since he could dare avow 
to you the base hypocrisy, the das
tardly outrage of which be had been 
guilty!" 

The words just spoken stung the 
baronet to his Inmost soul; and were 
his just and but a very feeble portion 
of the punishment which he had mer
ited. 

He could not to himself—had, Indeed, 
no wish to deny that—and so he bowed 
his head and was silent before the un
happy mother's reproachful indigna
tion. 

"I wept with my poor daughter and 
my arms were open to console her," 
resumed Mrs. Willoughby. "Heaven 
beheld those tears, and blessed them; 
an honest man came to repair the 
wrong a villain had committed; to 
make glad a life which, but for him, 
had been but one long day of bitter 
misery." 

Sir Loghlen still continued silent, 
and with his bead bowed down upon 
his breast. 

"With what motive, sir, have you 
come hither to awaken those cruej re
membrances?" And now Mrs. Will
oughby spoke with marked intention. 
"Gome you on the part of that friend 
who has confided to you his great 
treachery?" 

"Yes, yes!" stammered the baronet. 
"What would he, then? Now that 

my poor Rosa is dead—as is, too, her 
true and honest husband—what repara
tion," added Mrs. Willoughby, point
edly' and looking the baronet through 
and through, "what reparation, then, 
can your friend offer to those two 
graves?" 

"Alas, good lady, her wrongs can 
now never be repaired, nor justly 
atoned for!" sighed the baronet. 
"But,* he said earnestly, "remains 
there not to him still a sacred duty to 
perform?" 

"Of what duty, then, is be now at 
last reminded?" demanded Rosa's 
mother. "And what can there be that 
is sacred to one who has proved him
self so base?" 

"A father may resign himself to be
hold his son bearing another's name," 
said the baronet with great effort, "but 
can he think of the difficulties of life 
without the wish to smooth them all 
ftwAy y 

"I understand—money!" Mrs. Will
oughby contemptuously exclaimed. 
"There are, then, crimes which money 
can diminish?" 

"There are wrongs which repentance 
may soften," humbly replied the bar
onet. 

"I wish to hear no more, sir," said 
Mrs. Willoughby with much dignity. 
"You are come to bring to me your 
friend's repentance. If that remorse 
has really penetrated, bis soul I have 
no wish to aggravate It by placing him 
In presence of a son who would de
mand from him by what right be of
fered that protection-a-tlie boy needs 
It not—what, then would your friend 
say to him to compel him to accept 
It?" 

Mrs. Willoughby paused for a reply, 
but none came; and so she resumed: 

"You wouid, perhaps, tell him that 
you are his father?" 

The baronet, by his gestures, dis
claimed any such Intention, 

"No, true," pursued Mrs. Willoughby, 
ton would not dare to do that, for my 
poor boy would demand of yon how it 
came that he did not bear your name 
—that through all his boyhood he had 
never seen your face—and how It was 
that, grown at length to manhood it 
had not been your voice which had 
said, to him, 'My son, be just and hon
est throughout your life—never be 
guilty of a bad action, for only re
pentance and remorse can come from 
It." 

The baronet, unable longer to con
tinue speaking in another's nftme— con
fessed himself the guilty and repent
ant man he really was. And had he 
not been punished for his crime? Did 
he not now deserve some pity, since, 
a father to that only son, he must to 
that son always pass as a stranger! 

And Mrs. Willoughby had, for the 
last few minutes, well understood that 
she was speaking to bir Loghlen 
O'Meara himself, and calmly and firm
ly told him that she had already de
tected who in reality he was. 

And the baronet entreated that she 
wnuld spare him further reproaches 
for the past, since, from the moment 
of his guilt, his conscience had never 
ceased to torture him. 

For his crime he had, he said, but 
the excuse of a neglected youth, which 
had received but evil counsels; he hkd 
been reared to think that all beneath 
him had been born for the service of 
such as he. 

But he vowed, and It was tine, that 
he had loved poor Rosa Willoughby; 
that, compelled to a marriage with the 
woman his father had chosen for him, 
his heart had been with Rosa then 
and always, who, before heaven and to 
.his own conscience, was already his 
wife. 

She, who had been forced upon him, 
dead, every effort was then set on foot 
end continued year after year, even 
until the present time for the discov
ery of the unhappy girl he had so 
shamefully wronged—and by a crime 
for which, but that he had removed the 
evidence which would convict him, he 
had been sent to herd felons of less 
lofty birth than himself buf above him 

the courage which had been re
tired to accomplish the guilty acts of 
which they stood condemned. 

He had hoped, the baronet said, to 
find Rosa living and free, and then 
had it been his purpose truthfully to 
ratify before the world those vows, of 
which the first utterance had boen, on 
his part, but a shameful mockery; 
though Rosa, in believing that all was 
real, was justly to heaven and to her
self his wife. 

And Mrs. Willoughby trepibled and 
was silent. Long years had passed 
since that fatal time which Sir Logh-
len's presence now so vividly recalled 
to'her memory. She had grown old, 
and was now near to heaven's gates, 
which would, she hoped and trusted, 
open to receive her. Cursings and up-
braidings were not for one so closely 
verging on' the tomb. Rosa, living, 
would now have pardoned her treach
erous lover of days long past and gone 
—that her mother knew; and she her
self could not be without mercy for a 
sincere repentance, nor without pity 
for a life whose lustre bad been dim
med and shadowed over by remorse. 

And very grateful was the baronet 
to Mrs. willoughby for her forbear-

now. 
urged that he was wealthy—that 
ssessed a title and honors—and 
ted of Mrs. Willoughby that he 

success for the vu nuiiu uic 
baronet appeared resolved. w; 

(To Be Continued.) 

MILLIONAIRE'S SON WHO WORKS. 

Yoni>c Mr. Rockefeller Seta an Ex. 
iVmple to Son* of Fortune. 

Yoityg Rockefeller, the son of the 
Standard Oil king, celebrated his 
twenty-second birthday lately. He is 
being fitted so that he can step into 
his father's business at any time, a 
position which means the management 
of one of the wealthiest corporations 
in the world. Eight and nine hours a 
day are spent by the young man in 
the Standard Oil building. He works 
harder than the average $15 a week 
clerk, and has already displayed rare 
business tact. He is conservative by 
nature, and is opposed to any kind of 
speculation, two traits which his fath
er has been careful to cultivate. It is 
continually pointed out to him that in 
speculation he has everything to lose 
and little to gain, and that his particu
lar aim must be to preserve the exist
ing wealth of the family rather than 
try to increase it in ways other than 
the accumulation of income. Young 
Rockefeller is considerably interested 
iii rellgirus matters and the philan
thropic schemes of his father, and he 
is like him in one respect—in his fond
ness for fast driving horses. In ap
pearance he is an ordinary looking 
young man,, plainly dressed, and wear
ing no jewelry. He attends to much of 
his father's business and now the elder 
Rockefeller only goes down town three 
days in the week.—New York Adver
tiser. 

Painting in Tar. 
According to the Journal des Uslnes 

a Gax, colors excellently adapted to 
the cheaper kinds of painting can be 
made by employing coal-tar instead of 
oil as a vehicle. Coal-tar paints cov
er a larger surface by one-fourth than 
equal weight of oil <sg>lors, require no 
varnishing and dry very quickly. 
They may be applied on fresh plaster, 
damp walls, cement, wood or metal, 
and, moreover, possess disinfecting 
properties, due to the carbolic acid 
they contain. 

"And the Lord brought an east wind upon 
the land all that day and all that night."— 
Exodus x.;18. 

The reference here is not to a cyclone 
but to the long-continued blowing of 
the wind from an unhealthy quarter, 
fhe nodth wind Is bracing, the south 
wind Is relaxing, but the east wind is 
Irritating and full of threat. Eighteen 
times does the Bible speak against tl\e 
tast wind. Moses describes the thin 
ears blasted by the east wind. The 
Psalmist describes the breaking of the 
lihlps of Tarshlsh by the east wind, 
the locusts that plagued Egypt were 
borne in on the east wind. The gourd 
that sheltered Jonah Was shattered by 
the east wind; find In all the six thous
and summers, autumns, winters and 
iprlngs of the world's existence the 
worst wind that ever blew Is the east 
wind. Now, If God would only give us 
I climate of perpetual nor'wester how 
genial and kind and placid and Indus
trious Christians we would all bett 
But it takes almighty grace to be what 
we ought to be under the east wind. 
Under the chilling and wet wing of the 
iast wing the most of the world's vil
lainies, frauds, outrages, suicides and 
murders have been hatched out. I 
think if you should keep a meteorolog
ical history of the'days of the year and 
put right beside it the criminal record 
of the country you would find that 
those were the best days for public 
morals which under the north or west 
tvind, and that those were the worst 
flays for public morals which were un-
fler the east wind. The points of the 
compass have more to do with the 
world's morals and the church's piety 
than you have yet suspected. Rev. Dr. 
Archibald Alexander, eminent for 
learning and for consecration, when 
asked by one of his students at Prince
ton whether he always had. full assur
ance of faith, replied: "Yes, except 
when the wind blows from the east." 
Dr. Francia, dictator of Paraguay, 
When the wind was from the east, 
made oppressive enactments for the 
people; but when the weather changed, 
repented him of the cruelties, repealed 
th enactments, and was In good humor 
With all the world. 

Before I overtake the main thought 
of iny subject I want to cell Christian 
People they ought to be observant of 
ellmatical changes. Be on your guard 
when the wind blows from the east. 
There are certain styles of temptations 
that you cannot endure under certain 
styles of weather. When the Wind 
blows from the east, if you are of a 
nervous temperament, go not among 
exasperating people, try not to settle 
bad debts, do not try to settle old dls-

Emtes, do not talk with a bigot on re-
igion, do not go among those people 

who delight In saying irritating things, 
So not try to collect funds for a charita
ble institution, do not try to answer an 
insulting letter. If these things must 
be done, do them when the wind is 
from the north or the south or the 
west, but not wben the wind is from 
the east. 

You say that men and women ought 
not to be so sensitive and nervous. I 
admit it, but I am not talking about 
what the world ought to be; I am talk-

about what the world is. While 
•e are persons whose dispositions 
aot seem to be affected by changes 
he atmosphere, nine out of ten are 
htily played upon by such Influ-
3s. O Christian man'A under such 
umstances do not write hard things 
inst yourself, do not get worried 
ut your fluctuating experience. You 
to remember that the barometer in 
r soul is only answering the bar
ker of the weather. Instead of sit-
: down and being discouraged and 
ing, "I am not a Christian because 
on't feel exhilarant," get up and 
: out of the window and see the 
thcr vane pointing in the wrong 
rter, and then say, "Get thee be-
1 me Satan, thou prince of the 
'er of the air; get out of my house! 
out of my heart, thou demon of 

sness horsed on the east wind, 
ay!" However good and great you 
? be in the Christian life, your soul 

never be independent of physical 
condition. I feel I am uttering a most 
practical, useful truth here, one that 
may give relief to a great many Chris
tians who are worried and despondent 
at times. 

Dr. Rush, a monarch in medicine, 
after curing hundreds of cases of men
tal depression, himself fell sick and 
lost his religious hope, and he would 
not believe his pastor when the pastor 
told him that his spiritual depression 
was only a consequence of physical 
depression. Andrew Fuller, Thomas 
Scott, William Cowper, Thomas Bos
ton, David Brainard, Philip Melansal-
thon were mighty men for God, but all 
of them illustrations of the fact that 
a man's soul Is not independent of his 
physical health. An eminent physi
cian gave as his opinion that no man 
ever died a greatly, triumphant death 
whose disease was below the dia
phragm. Stackhouse, the learned Chris
tian commentator, says, he does not 
think Saul was insane when David 
played the harp before him, but it was 
a hypochondria coming from inflamma
tion of the liver. Oh, how many good 
people have been mistaken in regard to 
their religious hope, not taking these 
things into consideration! The dean of 
Carlisle, one of the best men that ever 
lived, and one of the most useful, sat 
down and wrote: "Though I have en
deavored to discharge my duty as well 
as I could, yet sadness and melancholy 
of heart sick dose by and Increase 
upon me. I tell nobody, but I am very 
much sunk Indeed, and I wish I could 
have the relief of weeping as I used to. 
My days are exceedingly dark and dis
tressing. In a word, Almighty God 
seems to hide His face, and I intrust 
the secret hardly to any earthly being. 
I know not what will become of me. 
There Is doubtless a good deal of bod
ily affliction mingled with this, but it 
is not all so. I bless God, however, 
that I never lose sight of the cross, and 
though I should die without seeing any 
personal interest in the Redeemer'* 
merits, I hope that I shall be found at 
His feet. I will thank you for a word 
at your leisure. My door is bolted at 
the time I am writing, for I am full of 
tears." 

What was the matter with the dean 
of Carlisle? Had he got to be a worse 
man? No. The physician said that 
the state of his pulse would not war
rant his living a minute. Oh, if the 
cast wind affects the spleen and affects 

thelangiand Affects theUret,ltwfU 
affect your Immortal souL Appealing 
to God for help, brace yourself against 
these withering blasts and destroying 
influences*- lest that which the Psalm
ist said.broke the ships of Tarshlsh, 
shipwreck you. 

But notice In my text that the Lord 
controls the east wind: "The Lord 
brought the east Wind." He brings it 
for a special purpose; it must some
times blow from that quarter; the east 
wind is just as important as the north 
wind, or the south wind, or .the west 
wind, but not so pleasant. Trial must 
come. The text does not say you will 
escape the cutting blast. Whoever did 
escape It? Especially who that accom
plished anything for church or state 
ever escaped It? I was in the pulpit of 
John Wesley in London, a pulpit wheye 
he stood one day and said: "I have 
been charged with all the crimes In the 
catalogue except one—that of drunk
enness," and a woman arose in the au
dience and said: "John, you were 
drunk last night." So John WeBley 
passed under the flsll. I saw In a for
eign journal a report of one of George 
Whltefleld's sermons—a sermon preach
ed a hundred and twenty or thirty 
years ago. It seemed that the reporter 
stood to take the sermon, and bis chief 
idea was to caricature It; and these are 
some of the reportorlal interllnlngs of 
the sermon of George Whitefleld. After 
calling him by a nickname indicative 
of a physical defect in the eye, it goes 
on to say: "Here the preacher clasps 
his chin on the pulpit cushion- Here 
he lowers his voice. Holds his arms 
extended. Brawls aloud. Stands tremb
ling. Makes a frightful face. Turns 
up the whites of his eyes. Clasps bis 
hands behind him. Clasps bis arms 
around him', and hugs himself. Roars 
aloud. Hollows. Jumps. Cries- €' ha 
aloud. Hollows and jumps. Cries and 
changes from crying. Hollows and 
jumps again;" Well,, my brother,, if 
that good man went through all that 
process, in your occupation, in your 
profession, in your store, in your shop*, 
at the bar, In the sick room, in the edi
torial chair, somewhere, you will have 
to go through a similar process; you 
cannot escape it. 

Keats wrote his famous poem, andi 
the hard criticism' of the poem killed 
him—literally killed him. Tasso wrote 
his poem entitled, "Jerusalem Deliv
ered," and it had such a cold reception) 
it turned him into a raving maniac.. 
Stilllngfleet was slain by his literacy 
enemies. Hie frown of Henry VIIE. 
slew Cardinal Wolsey. The duke of 
Wellington refused to have the fence 
around his house, which had been de
stroyed by an excited mob, rebuilt be
cause he wanted the fence to remain-
as it was, a reminder of the mtitua--
biUty and uncertainty of the- popular 
favor. 

And you will have trial of some sort. 
You have had It already. Why need I 
prophesy? I might better mention an 
historical fact in your history. You 
are a merchant What a time you had 
with that old business partner!: How 
hard it was to get rid of him!' Before 
you brought him out, or he ruined both> 
of you, what magnitude of annoyance^ 
Then after you had paid him down a* 
certain sum of money to have him go ' 
out, and to promise he would not opem 
a store of the same kind of business ihi 
your street did he not open the very 
same kind of business as near to you as 
possible, and take all your customers 
as far as'he could take them? And 
then knowing all your frailties and 
weaknesses, after being in your busi
ness firm for so many years, is he- not 
now spending his time in making a 
commentary on what you furnished as 
a text? You are a physician, and' in 
your sickness, or In your absence, you; 
get a neighboring doctor to take your 
place in the sick room, and he ingrati
ates himself into the favor of that fam
ily, so that you forever lose their pat
ronage. Or, to take a patient through' 
the serious stages of a fever, and some 
day the impatient father or husband' of 
the sick one rushes out and gets an
other medical practitioner, who comes 
in just in time to get the credit of the 
cure. Or, you are a lawyer, and yon 
come In contact with a trickster in 
your profession, and hi your absence 
he moves a non-suit or the dismissal of 
the case; or, you are the judge on the 
bench, remembering an old political 
grudge, rules against you* every time he 
gets a chance, and says with a snarl, 
"If you don't like my decision take an 
exception." Or, you are a farmer and 
the curcullo stings the fruit, or the 
weevil gets, into the wheat, or the 
drouth stints the corn, or the long-con-
tineud rains give you no opportunity 
for gathering the harvest. Your best 
cow gets the hollow-horn', pour best 
horse gets foundered. A French prov
erb said that trouble comes in on 
horseback and gets away on foot. So 
trouble dashed in on you suddenly, 
but, oh, how long it was in getting 
awayVi Came on horseback, goes away 
on foot. Rapid in coming, slow in go
ing. This is the history of nearly all 
your troubles. Again and again and 
again you have experienced the power 
of the east wind. It may be blowing 
from that direction now. 

My friends, God intended these 
troubles and trials for some particular 
purpose. They do not come at random. 
Here is the promise: "He stayeth His 
rough wind in the day of the east 
wind." In the Tower of London the 
swords and the guns of other ages are 
burnished and arranged into huge pas
sion flowers, and sunflowers, and bri
dal cakes, and yon wonder bow any
thing so hard as steel could be pert into 
such floral shapes. .1 have to telt yon 
that the hardest, sharpest most cut
ting, most piercing sorrows of this life 
may be made to bloom and blossom 
and put on bridal festivity. The Bible 
says they shall be mitigated, they shall 
be assuaged, they shall be graduated. 
God Is not going to allow you to. be 
overthrown. A Christian woman, very 
much despondent, was holding her 
child In her arms, and the pastor, try
ing to console the woman in her spir
itual depression, said, "There, you win 
let your child drop." "Oh. no," she 
said, "I couldn't let the- child drop." 
He said, "You will let-your child drop." 
"Why," she said, "if I should drop the 
ehild here it would dash his life out!" 
"Well, now," said the Christian min
ister, "don't you think God is as good 
as you are? Won't. God, your Father, 
take bb good care of you. His child, as 
you take care of your child? God won't 
let you drop." 

I suppose God lets the east wind 
blow Just bard enough to drive us Into 
the harbor of God's protection. We all 
feel w*> can manage our own affairs. 
W«» 'i*vp.helm and comnais and "hart 
pM quadrant. Give us plenty, of sea 

room and we sail on and sail on ; 
after a while there comes a Qarlbt 
whirlwind up the coast and we are 
helpless in the gale, and we cry oat 
for harbor. All our calcaiatkms upset, 
we say with the poet: 
Change and decay on all nrotraa X see; 
Oh, Thou who cbangest not, abide wtth>: 

me! ; _ 
The south wind of mild Providence 

makes us throw off the cloak of Chris
tian character and we catch cold, but 
the sharp ,east wind of trouble makes -
us wrap around us the warm promises* 
The best thing that ever happens to u® , 
is trouble. That Is a hard thing, per-
haps, to say; but I repeat it, for God > 
announces it again and again, the best 
thing that happens to us Is trouble. 

When the French army went down 
Into Egypt under Napoleon, an en-
glneer, In digging for a fortress, came v 
across a tablet which has been called v 
the Rosetta stone. There were lnscrlp- . 
tlons In three or four languages on 
that Rosetta stone. Scholars studying 
out the alphabet of hieroglyphics from L 
that stone were enabled to read ancient 
Inscriptions on monuments and oa f* 
tombstones. Well, many of the hand
writings of'God-in our life are inde- ' 
dpherable hieroglyphics; we cannot un
derstand them until we take up the 
Rosetta stone of divine insulration, and -
the explanation all comes out, and the 
mysteries all vanish, and what was be
fore beyond our understanding now is 
plain in its meaning, as we read, "All 
things work together for good to those 
who love God." So we decipher the 
hieroglyphics. Oh, my friends, have 
yoa ever calculated what trouble did 
for David? It made him the sacred ' 
minstrel for all ages. What did trouble 
do for Joseph? Made him the keeper 
of the corn cribs of Egypt What did 
it do for Paul? Made him the great 
apostle to the Gentiles. What did it 
do for Samuel Rutherford? Made his 
invalidism more illustrious than robust' 
health. What did it do for Richard ; 
Baxter? Gave him capacity to write
off the "Saint's Everlasting Rest." 
What did it do for John Bunyan? 
Showed him the shining gates of the 
city. What has it done Jtor you? Since 
the loss of that child your spirit has 
been purer. Since the loss of that prop
erty you have found out that earthly 
ihvestinents are Insecure. Since you 
10st your health you feel as never be- , 
fore a rapt anticipation of eternal re
lease. Trouble has humbled you, has • 
enlarged you, has multiplied your re
sources^ has equipped you, has loosened 
your grip on the next. Oh! bless God 
for the east wind. It - has driven you 
Into the harbor of God's sympathy. 

Nothing like trouble to show us that 
this world is an Insufficient portion. 
Hogarth was about done with life, and 
he wanted to paint the end of all 
things. He put on canvas a shattered 
bottle; a cracked bell; an unstrung 
harp;- a signboard of a tavern called 
"The World's End" falling down; a -
shipwreck; the horses of Phoebus lying 
dead in the clouds; the moon in her last 
quarter, and the world on flre. "One 
thing^ more," said Hogarth, "and my , 
picture is done." Then he added the 
broken palate of a painter. Then he 
died. But trouble, with a hand might
ier and more skilful than Hogarth's, 
pictures the falling, failing, moulder
ing,. dying world. And we want some
thing-permanent to lay hold of, and we 
grasp with both hands after God, and 
say, "The Lord is my light, the Lord is 
my lOve, the Lord is my fortress, the 
Lord is my sacrifice, the Lord, tile Lord 
Is my God." • 

Bless God for your trials. Oh, my 
Christian friend, keep your spirits up 
by the power of Christ's gospel. Do 
not surrender. Do you not know that 
when you give up, others will give up? 
You- have courage, and others will have 
courage. The Romans went Into bat
tle, and by some accident there was an 
inclination' of the standard. The stand
ard upright meant forward march; the' 
inclination of the standard meant sur
render. Through the negligence of the 
man who carried the standard, and the 
inclination of it, the army surrendered. 
Ob,, liet us. keep the standard up, wheth
er it be blown down by the east wind, 
or the north wind, or the south wind. 
No inclination to surrender. Forward 
into the conflict. 

There Is near Bombay a tree that 
they call the "sorrowing tree," the pe-
z-a„-,C„at D- D 'a— them htreli 
cuilarity of which is it never puts forth, 
any bloom in the daytime, but in the 
night puts out all its bloom and all its 
redolence. And I have to tell you that 
though Christian character puts forth 
Its sweetest blossoms In the darkness 
of sickness, the darkness of financial 
distress, the darkness of bereavement, 
the d&rkness of death, "weeping may 
endure for a night, but joy conieth in 
the morning." Across the harsh dis-
cords of this world rolls the music of 
the sktes—music that breaks from.thv 
fips, music that'breaks from the harps 
and rustles frqpn the palms, music like-
falling water over rocks, music like 
wandering winds among leaves, music-
like caroling birds among forqpts. mu
sic like ocean billows storming the At
lantic beach: "They shall hunger-no-
tnore, neither thirst any mora, neither 
shall the sun light on them nor any-
heat; for the Lamb which is in tile-
midst of the throne shall lead them to 
living fountains of water, and Gpd' 
shall wipe away all tears from their 
eyes." I see a great Christian fleet ap
proaching' that harbor. Some of the-
ships come in with sails rent and bul
warks knocked away, but still afloat. 
Nearer and nearer the shining shore. 
Nearer and nearer eternal anchorage. 
Hani away, my lads! haul away! Some . 
of the ships have mighty tonnage- and.1 

others were shallops easily lifted of 
the wind and wave. Some were men- -
of-war and armed of the thunders of 
Christian battle, and others were un
pretending tugs taking others through) 
the "Narrows," and some wore- coast
ers that never ventured out into the-
deep seas of Christian experience; but 
they are all comlkc nearer tike wharf— 
brigatlne, galleon^ .llne-of-tettle ship; 
long-boat, pinnace, war frigate—and; as. 
they come into« the harbov I: flnd that 
they are driven by the long-, lotui. ter
rific .blast off the east wind. lit lm 
through mu«& tribulation that you aret 
to enter th* Kingdom of God. 

You have blessed Goft for ttte- nortb 
wind, an/t blessed Him for the south 
wind, ajtd blessed Him tor the wesi 
wind; ton you not In the light of this 
subject bless Him for the east wind? 

Netrer. my Goti. to Thee, : 
Nearer to Thee, 

. E'en though it be a cross 
/ That ralseth me; 

Still all my song shall bo. 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, /. 

A\ Nearer to Tbeo. 
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