s :’:rmwn just above Josiah's on the bunk
- .J:“._ .
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*FOR GOD, FOR COUNTRY AND FOR TRUTH.”

~|'his. own.
Fin a fog - of smoke from the slimy log-
heaps, and in the aytumn his crop was

far below the ay §
‘1 Durin tﬁ
o DI al i

with their lovers,
M Ch at play,
Lo % Hopeg of April,
g~ Joyasf May;
. Winte hggottgn_
Night fargotten,
In this right day."
~Alice 7. Bailey, fn Harpar's B

.The élaat Lane Freshdt,

BY JARRY HOWARD,
' BNER BALDWEN and
Josiah Glint bhagl been
good friends neigh-
bors from tileir boy-
hood days. JThey grew
up toget married
sisters, and
wjoining lar
they lived monetenous
A unevent ful [hves for
mmgre than twenty years,
_ Then came a seasdn of
ctrangement. )
4o 1 Josish lived on a fine
: om. in the angle formed by the junction,
| ;of Balt Creek and Lane River. Aovner's

‘the river. Both farms were for

_ the most part what is called ‘‘bot-

- land,” and subject to overflow

protracted rainy weather.

belng sometimes flooded by the

'8 farm was occasionally in-

Balt Creek, the turbulent lit-

‘which flowed along his south-

t line. Balt Creek seldom

B, but when it did so its

pt wrought much greater

he rises of the larger but

Lane,

tive b id it not been in some dezeee

plied by a great levee on the farm

lbove Abner's.s This levee acted in

way that the water from the Lane,

. when it did cover the lands of Abner and

“Josinh, spread over a wide expanse and
maoved with very little curreat.

‘Buteven n slight current will carry
wooden things s long distance. Abuer’s
ail fences, together with brush, logs, and
debyris from his woodland, were some-
times lifted by the water of the Lane
River aud set down on various parts of
Josinh's farm. Then Abner would haul
his rails back and rebuild his fences,
while Jogiah would burn the debns.

But ope unlucky spring, when Josiah's
corn had just appeared above the ground,

e Lade came over its banks and wrought
unusual harm. Not only were Josiah's
fences removéd and Abner's broughtinto
their places, but Josiah’s cornfield was
thickly strewn with treetops from the
great quantity of timber that Abner had
cut on his farm during the winter,

After the water had subsided, Josiah
was looking dbout his cornfield one
morning. Tree tops, logs, big chips,
long sections of bark, fence rails, all
coyered with slime and mud, were ro-
posing on his newly sprouted corn.
Many days of hard labor would be
needed to cut and pile up all this drift-
wood, which would not burn for weeks.

Much of his corn, which had been the
finest in the neighborhood, would be
fuined. And by the removal of Abner's
fences much of Josiah’s corn would be
trampled into the ground.

No wonder Josiah was out of sorts,

If he had been left to himself all
might have been well, and I should have
bad no sfory to write. But as Josiah
wis gloomily viewing his flooded prop-
erty, Abner came ncross the tield,

‘i Mornin®, 8i.” ’

Bl grunted.

“Things looks kind o' bad, don't
they, 8if”

Bi said nothing.

*How soon kin I come an' get my

l,’i?

“Don't know as ye'll get ‘em at all,”
said Josiah,

] thought them was mine over yan-
ders” Abper pointed to a mass of mils
ol corustalks which were undeniably
his,

»sAin't them yourn, too, then,' an’
them, an" them?” Josish pointed
eloguently to the mud-coated logs and
Arento ) 4 :

: -‘R"vu they }l(, 8i, most of 'em."
Ful, when ye take the last L of
5if o' my corn we'l, talk aboubSet-

i yoo take them Tails, ‘oo."

Wbrer was astonished. |
o't wind belpin’ ye clear off that
¥, Sl yo ask It. But 1'd like to
in to-morrer or nex' day an' git,
g:mn ¥ -

. _‘selt_in' fopt oy my land

' do in myl

keep the

lin" fer ve, 8
£, P §
alomr ‘th the teash.t'o

-
.

| ehildren were not allowed to exchange

des- ||

| the ground sod peered soxiovaly in the
{direction of the sounds,
T Uye ot tar der, negrer und pearer, audl more,

“Bue an' be hanged! Tl sue yo for
damage fer lettin’ yer trash in here, an’
fer ruinin' my corn, il ye come n after
yer rails.” :

Abner did not bring snit as he had
threatened, for he saw that the expense
would outweigh the profits. He made
new rails and rebuilt his fences.

Josiah rebuilt his ewn fences from the
rails brought down from Abner's farm,
together with those which remained of
For weeks his cornfield was

Josish aod Abner
other. Their wives and
'i‘ih- v !

One night of the fallo spring Salt
Oreek 1ose to a height muany feet above
any point it had ever reached in the his
tory of the valley. There had been a
week of rainy weather, so that the tur-
bulent stream was much swollen, and ou|
this particular night there was a tre-
mendous rainstorm.

As the Lane River was swollen greatly,
Shere was no adequate outlet for the
turbid flood which swirled and rushed
down the BSalt Creek wvalley. Conse-
quently, the current of the Lane was not
only stopped, but turned back, so that
for some hours the river actually flowed
up stream.

Then the brawling little stream, like a
person of passionate impulses, calmed
down almost as quickly as it had risen.

The light of morning reveavel a
strange state of affairs to Josiah. Ex-
cept the very small area of high ground
about the house, his eatire farm had
been flooded. Everything that would
float was carried away and stranded on
Abner's farm. Here was retribution in-
deed !

Who could have dreamed that the
current would set up stream and carry
back to Abner that which it had once
taken from him! But there it was,

Josiah walked along to the upper edge
‘of his farm and saw thousands of his
raile-~those he had made as well as
those he had taken from Abner—piled
up on the low knolls of Abner's farm.

Josiah also saw Abner looking over
his unexpected acquisitions. Amon
them was Josiah's own stalk-rake. Ab-
ner was contemplating it with smiles of
welcome. <,

Then, for the first time in almost a
year, Josiash set foot on his neighbor’s
land, and walked over to where Abner
stoorl grinning.

S come and git that rake after a
wile,” said Josiah, shamefacedly.

“Don’t think ye will," answered Ab-
ner.

«An’ why don't ye think I willl"

¢ 'Oguse I ferbid ye to set [oot on my
land.”

ttAin't that my®rake?”

#'Wasn't them my rails ye jist the
same as stole las’ spring?”'

+*Didn't I put in a hull month clearin’
yer logs ont o' my cornfield?”

¢“What d'ye call them,then, an’ whose
air they?”’

Abner pointed to his oatfield, thickly
studded with logs and drift which had
undenisbly come from Josish's wood.-
land,

“] 'low we're about even, Ab, &0
lemme have my rake and we won't say
nothin’ about the rails,” said Josiah.

“I guess we're nigher even as we
stand, so ye kin let the rake stay right
whar it 18.”

Josiah walked home without a word
in reply. Abner stood chuckling over
the discomfiture of his brother-in-law,

Late in the afternoon the Lane, fed
fuller by countless creeks [arther up,
crept over its banks and came gliding
gently into the little depressions of the
adjacent tields.

No sooner was it dark than Abner
Baldwin, armed with a shotgun,took his
stand  behind a tree near the pile of
drift where the rake lay.

No sooner was it dark than Josiah
Glint, telling his hired man to follow
bim with a wagon and team a8 soon as
the moon was up, started for the scene
of hislate encounter with his neighbor.

Josiah intended to clear away the rub-
bish from his rake and bhave it ready to
load into the wagon when it arrived.
Abner had divined Josiah's intention,and
was prepared to keep him away,even by
using the shotgun.

Meantime the river was creeping,
through the fields and across the wood-
lands. Josinh had no httle trouble in
making his way in the darkness. At
last, when there was but ooe little de-

ion between him and the rake, he
found that hollow filled with wnter,
and sat down to await the coming of
the wagon.

Long he waited there in the darkness,
no sound audible save the roar of the
river at & distance, and the lapping of
the water as it rose higher and r.
The moon was just casting her first faint
beams across the Jand, when, sbove the
sounds of the rushing current and of the
nearer water which had rison almost to
his feet, Josiah heard something of »
still more slarming natare. A contin-
uous crashing as of aplintéring timbers
came {rom & point up the ' Lane River.
Blent with this was a lond roaring,
which grew momenturily louder snd
came on.

What could it be? Josiah rose from

Louder aud
olmpreheusibla!  Surely thit was a
falling tree he heard.
Another Aud | har foll, each nearer

il . m ;J. i rl M *hﬂn

.

‘manifest itself in all the symptoma.

» line of white foam racing madly toward
him across Abner's oatfield.

Then the truth was plain. Deming’s |
great levee had broken, the Lane was!
coming down like & low wall moving at
speed, snd Josinh was canght in the
flood

He stood for a few moments without
power to fly or even to take his efes from
that wide crest of water charging down
upon him. Next instant he was whirled
away by the torrent, scarcely able to keep
his head above the water. Soon he man-
aged to grasp a solid timber and steady
himself enough to look around.

Josinh had already drifted considerably

d the creat of the wave, and was
! now béing carried rapidly across his own
 farm, in @ompuny with brush, logs, corn-

stalks, and his rails—and Abner's.

But to what was Josiah clinging for
support? He ecould hardly believe it,
but it wes his stalk-rake, the very thing
he had gone to bring away. 8till more
astonishing, there wasa man clinging to
the other end of the rake, and he looked
wonderfully like Abner Baldwia. Josiah
had begun to think it was onlysome ter-
rible nightmare after all, when a voice
hailed him:

*‘That you, Bi?"”

“Yes. That you, Ab?"

““Yes, but I don’t b'leeve I kin hold
on much longer.”

“I"ll help ye; jist:hang on a bit longer.”

Josinh edged his way along tb the
place where Abner was clinging, placed
an arm around him, and grasped s rake-
tooth firmly with each hand.

“] don’t deserve it, 8i,” said Abaer.
“*] was goin’ to keep this here rake.”

No, ye wasn't, Ab. 1 was goin' to
steal it this very night.”

“‘No, ye waso’t, 8i. I was goin'to fill
ye full o' birdshot.”

““Wal, it seems to be » sort of a
parduership affair jist now, as we've both
got. vonsider'ble interest in it,” said
Josah, grimly. '

Rapidly they drifted over Josiah’s
farm until they came to Salt Creek, whose
swift cross-current bore them out into
the main channel of the Lane. Both
men were nearly exhausted when they
were drifter into an eddy, whence they
managed to climb ona great log, and
from there into a serubby tree.

Abner had been struck by a piece of
timber when the flood esught him, and
now suffersd great pain.  Josiah held
him in the tree.

All night long the flood roared past
them, bearing uprooted frees, buildf:,c;a
and various wreckage. Buf the two
men were happy in their reconciliation;
for though neither said a word on ths
subject, each understood that they were
firmer friends than ever before.

Next day | their * neighbors rescued
them, badly chilled, and thoroughly
worn out with the long night's watch-
ing.

The story of the terrible havoe wrought
by the Great Lane Freshet 13 told in the
history of the valley, and does not be-
long to this narrative.  But neither of
the two men who drifted down on the
stalk-rake ever regretted his experience
on that night.

The Baldwin and Glint children now
play together every day; their mothers
are happy in the reconciliation, and
nowhere can be found two firmer friends
than Abper and Josiah.—Youth's Com-
panion.

[

Cure of Snake Bites.

It seems likely that by the time sll the
venomous snakes have been killed off the
face of the earth science will have dis-

.covered a means of neutralizing the effect

of their poison. t, in the mean time,
every remedy that d6ea this even partially
means a saving of human life. A child
who was bitten in Queen:land by a
ttdeath adder"” has just boen saved from
death by the administration of strychnin,
The child on being bitlen wus taken to
the nearest house, the end of the finger
in which the fangs of the snake had been
fastened was removed, the stump bein
sucked and drenched with ammonia,
ligatures being applied to the arm. Tn
three hours the child was almost, coma-
tose, the body and the extremities cold,

and the pulse rapid and irregular. The
child was then wrapped in hot flannels,
heat was applied to the limbs, while four
minims of liquor strychuin were admin-
istered hypordermically and a strong
faradaic current applied to the nape of
the neck and along the spine. teen
minutes later another four minims of
liguor strychnia were injected, and
slmost immediately a change began ;o
n
a short time the child recovered
consciousness and improved so rapidly
that the next day she was appareutly
well, and none the worse fr.;i- her
dangorous experience except the loss of
her finger, It is stated that Iy rmio
injection of strychnia has been adopted
in many similar cases, with almost
unvarying success, and it is now rogarded
by the mediosl profession as a moat
valuable remedy for the deadly poison ot
snakes.—CourierJournal,

Don’'t Whip a Frightaped Horse.

Never whip your* horse becoming
frightened at any object by the roadeide,
for if he sees & stump, a log or & heap of
tan-bark in the road, and while he is eye-
ing it carefully and sbout to pass it, you
strike him with the whip, it is the log,
or stump, or the tan-bark thas in hurting
him, in- his way o ressoning, sud the
pext tims bhe willfbs more frightensd.
Give him time to

tosn the list! A thea the moon cane
L ] ' | 2

and use the bid gl

nasit you in brin
ddetin g |- s

REV. DR. TALMACE.

The Eminent Brooklyn Divine's Sun.
day Sermon.

Subject: ' The Dumb Spirlen

Texr: “Thou dumb and deaf spirvit, I
ggarye thes, come ol of him."—Mnrk ix,,

Here was a case of great domestic an-
guish. The son of the household was pos-
sessed of an evil spirit whieh, among other
things, paralyzsd his tongue and mads him

less, hen the influencs was on the

tient he could not sav a word—articuig.
don was impossible. The spirit that cap-
tured this member of the housshold wasn
dumb spirit—so called by Christ—a spirit
abroad to-day and as lively and potent as in
New Testament times. Yet in all of tha
realms of sermonology I caonot find a dis-
course capcerning this dumb devil which
Christ charged upon my text, saying,
*“*Come out of him.” .

There has ben much destructive supersti-
tion abroad in the world concerning posses-
sion by evil spirite, Undar the form of beliaf
in witcieraft this delusion swept the
continents, Persons wers supposed to be

possessed with some evil spirit which made
| them able to destrov others. In the six.

teenth century in Geneva 1500 persons were
| burned to death as witches. Under one
- mliig“ in Lorraine 900 persons were burned
to death as witches, In one neighborhood of

| France 1000 persons were burned. In two

centuries 200,000 ns were slain as
witches. Bo mighty was the delusion that
it included among its victims some of the
greatest intellects of all time, such as Chief
Justice Mathew Hale and Sir Edward Coke,
and such renowned ministers of religion as
Cotton Mather,one of whose books, Benjamin
Franklin said, shaped his Jife—and Richard
‘Baxter and Archbishop Cranme:and Mar-
tin Luther, and' among writers r.ad philoso-
hers, Lord Bacon.  That belief, which has
@ the Jaughing stock pf all sensible
people, counted its disciples etnong the wisest
and best people of Bweéden, Germany, Eng-
land, Frapee, Spain and New Hogland. But
while we reject witcheraft any man who be-
lieves the Bible must believe that there are
diabolical agencies abroad in toe: world,
While there are ministering spirits to bless |
there are infernal spirits to Einder, to poison
and destroy. Christ was speaking to a spir-
jtual ‘existence when, standing gdf()ﬂ! the
affficted one of the text, He said, *“ Uhou
. dumb and deaf spirit, come aut of him,”

Against thisdumb devil of the text, I put
you on your guard, Donot think that this
agent of evil has put his hhight on those who
by ommission of ths vocal organs, have
thie golden gates of speech bolted and barred,
Among those who bave never spokena word
are the most gracions and lovely and tal-
ented souls that were ever incarnated. The
chaplains of the asylums for the dumb can
tell you enchantiug stories of those, who
never called tite name of father or mother
or child, and many of the most devout and
prayerfiul souls will never in this warld
speak the name of Glod or Christ, a
deaf mute have I seen with the angel of in-
telligence sented at the window of the aye,
who never came {orth from the door of the
moutb. .

What a miracle of loveliness and knowl:
edge was Laura Bridgman, of New Ham
ghire! Not only without facultyof s
but without hearing and without dggt. all
thess faculties removed by sickoess when
two Lurs of age, yet becoming a wonder at
neodlework, at the piano, at the sewing ma-
chige, and an intelligent student of the
Seriptures, and contounding philoso
who came [rom all parts of the world to
study the phenomenon. Thanks to Christi-
anity for what it has dono for the amelior-
ation of the condition of the deaf and the
dumb, Backin the ages they were put to
death as baviog no right, with such t;udhy

pupils dilated and insensitive to light,

of equipmeént, to live, and for centuries they
were classad among the wWiotic and wmsafe,

But in the Sixteenth century came Pedro
Ponce, the Spanish monk, and in the Sgven «
teenth century cams Juan Pablo Bonet,
anothor Spanish monk, with dactylology or
the finger alphabet, and in our own century
wo bave had John Braidwood and Drs.
Mitchell and Ackerly and Peet and Gallau-
det, who have given uncounted thousands of
those whose tonprues were forever silent the
power to spell out on the air bya manual
alphabet their thoughts about thisworld and
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friend sald to thé’ skeptie, ~Di

read the history of Joseph in the

“Yes,' said the man, it isa fine ;

as interesti a story as I ever

“Well, now,” said my old friend, *Su
g6 that mocount of Joseph :

half way?”™ “Ob," ssid the man,

it wouid not be tertaining "

things of eternity areassailed, You
ves consant to the bombardment of your
'ather’s house, You allow a slur to be cast
on your motuer’'s dying pillow. In beball
of the Christ, who for E:ou swent through

the agonies of assassination on the rocky | :
of Jerusalem, you dared not face

bluff
n sickly joke. Better load np with a fow
questions so that next time yon will be
ready.

Hay to the seoffer: "My dear sir, will you
tell me what mikes the difference betwesn
the condition of woman in ‘China and the
United States? What do you think of ths
germon on the mount! How do you like the
golden rule laid down inthe Beriptures? Are
you In favor ol tha tén commandments? In

their hopes for the next. We rejoice in the
brilliant inventions in behalf of those who
were born dumb.

One of the most impressive audiences I
ever addressed was in the far west two or

persons who
spoken a word, an interpreter
me while [ addressed them.

that audience on two advantages they had
and over the most of us—the one thas they
escaped hearing a great many disagraeable
thinge, and on the other fact that they es-
caped snylng things they wers so for af-
terward. et after nll the alleviations a
shackled tongue is an appalling limitation.
But we are not this morning speaking of
congenital mutes. We mean those who are
born with all the faculties of vocalization

beside

threa years ago—an audience of about 600 |
never heard a sound or |

I ¢ongratulated |
| England, when the sulfering was soinething

and yet have been struck by the evil one
mentioned in vhe text—the dumb devil to
whom Christ called whem Ho said, “Thou
dumh and deaf spirit, I charge thee, come
out of him.
There has been ag:thaoﬁnﬁlm of silonca,
: Bome one has said that silencs is golden, and
sometimes the greatest trinumph is tokes
your mouth shut, Butsometimes silance is
a erime and the direot result of tife baleful
iufluence of the dumb devil of our text
There is hardl
house ¥ who has nob prasent on
foimné wom wited the Ch religion
became agtarget (or raillery. Perbaps it was
over in the store some dulg when there was
not much going on and the clerks wers ina
group, or it was in the factory at' the noon
spell,or it wns out on the farm under the trees
while yom were resting, or it was in the .
clubroom, or it was in a social ocircle, or it
was in the street on the way home from
| business, or it was on some occasion whith
you remember withous me desoribing it
Home one got the laugh on the Bible
and ecaricat the profession of re
ion as hypuvorisy, or made s pun out
something that Christ said. The laugh
startod and ﬁuu joined in, and not one word
of protest did, you utter. What kept yon
silent? ty? No. Incapacity to
poswer? No, of opportunity? No,
both your hips by the wing

vell all these objects’

e

of the dumb de®il, If sonue one shonld ma-
| ligh your fa or mother or wils or hos-
| band or chitld 3 o would flush up quick, and
elther with an in ¢ word or doubled
g‘ﬂntm‘kem " And yet hera s our
‘hristinn religion fhich hns done 80 munca
for you and so mofl for the world that it
will ke all 0 pslebrate it, and yot
i when it wak At ou did not so much
aasay: ‘1 difer wot, I am  sporry to
mﬁ!ou say tha o is another gide to

You Cliristian ight in such timm
el = o b Boirtt,
wan b Wiy gt »
Nou oaght to b aor questivig

dignen

& man or woman in this |

‘with which vou BN 3 any Dl
who sttnoks. A Inan o
- i

._:u 1]

| Christ? Wiil you pleass to name the telun-

| wera such_persons as Begpjamin Franklin,

| Charles
| A, Garfisld,

| for the Christian religion? Among the in-
| numeérable collages and universities of the

; he will get 8o red in the face as to su

| ing, until all Lancashire joined in

| Doxology," and then a score of voiges joined,

| could drive back the dumb devil from all our

your Iarge and extensiva reading have you
vomo across & lovalier character than . Jesus

hant deathbads of infidels and athaeists?
ow do you account for the fact that among
the out and out believars in Christianity

John Ruskip, Thomas™ Carlyle,  Babiagton
Mmlné Willinm Penn, Walter
ingsiey, Horacs Bushnell, Jumes
bert B, Lee, Stonewall Jack-
son, Admiral Foote, Admiral Farragut, |
Ulysses B. Grant, John Milton, Wl?ﬂm
Shakespeare, Chisf Justice 11, John
Adams, Daniel Webster, George Washing-
ton? How do you acconnt for their fondness

earth will you name me three startad by
infidels and now supportal by intidels®
Down in your heart are you reaﬂ? happy in
the position you occupy antagonistic to ths
Christian religion? do you have the
most rapturous views of the next world?

Go at him with a few such questions m:'
apoplexy. and he will look at his wat.chggand
@y he has an engagement and must go,
You will put him in a sweat that will H2aT a
Turkish — bath, You will put him
on rout compared with which our

Bull' Bun made no time

tha9 A\*
at AlIMEPArm yourself, not with ';ﬁ'

ments ht!t“mfmﬂp' tion points and [
you victory, stiof4. man as you, sball

such & woman as yousurrender to one of th
meanest spirits that ever smoked up ¥

the ‘pit---tho dumb devil spokel -6t in the
toxt?

But then thereare occasions when this par:
ticular spirit that Christ exercised when He
said, “Icoharge thes to come out of him"
takes peopls by the wholesale. In the most
responsive religious audiencs have you no-
tiead how many o naver sing at all?
They have a book, and they have a
and thay know how to read.
many of the tunes, and yet are sileat while
the great raptures of music pass by.
those who sing mof ope out of a hund
sings loud en ‘to hear his own voica.
They hum it. 1 give a sort of religions
grunt. They make the lips go, but it is in-
audible. §ikh a vaice strong enough tos

a strest tar’ons block away, all they can af-
tw raise of is about half a
w re! ~With smongh sopranos, enough

altos, b bassos to make a small heaven
betwesh the four walls, they let the oppor.
tunity go by unimproved.

The volume of voice that ascends from Cha
largest andience that ever assembled ought
to be multiplisd about two thousand fold.
But the minister rises and gives out the
hymn; the organ begins; the choir or pre-
centor leads; the audience are standing so
that the lungs may have full expansion, and
a mighty barmony is about to asvend, when
the evil epirit spoken of in my text—the
dumb devil-—spreads his two wings, one oveér
the lips of one-hall the aundience and the

other wing over the lips of the other half Hf
the audience, and the voices roll back into
the throats (rom which they started, and
only hero-and there anything is heard, and
nine-tenths of the holy power is destroyed;
and the dumb devil, a5 he fies away, mys:
“ could not keep lsanc Watts from wri .ﬂ
that hymn, and I could not keep Low
Mason from composing the tune to which
it is set, but I smote into silence or half
silence the lips from which it would have
spread abroad to blest neighborhoods and
cities, and then mount the wide open hsav-
ens."” Give the long meter doxology the
1ull support of Christendom, and those four
lines would take the whole esrch for God.
During the cotton famine in Lancashire,

terrific, asthe first wagon load of colton
rolled in, the starving peopla unhooked the
horses and drew the load tivemselves, sing-

with tri-
umphant voices, their checks ping with
tears, “'Praise God from whom blessings
flow.” When Commodore Perry, with his |
warship, the Mississippi, lay off the coast of |
Japan, he bombarded the shores with “Old |
Hunpdred," played by the maripe band.
Glorious **0ld Hundred,” composed by Will-
jam of Germany. Ina war prison,
at ten o'clook at night, the poor fellows far
from home and wounded and sick and dy-
ing, one prisoner started the “'Old Hundred

then all the prisoners on the foors took up
the acclaim until the building, from founda-
tion to topstone, fairly quaked with the
meladions ascription,

A British man-of.war, lying off a foreign
coast, heard a voice singing toat doxology,
and immediately guessed, and ‘ua-ui
aright, that there was nn Englishman in
uaptivity to the Mohammednns; and in the
small boats the sailors rowed to shore and
burst into a gaurd-house and set the eaptive
free. I don'tknow what tune the trumpets
of resurrection shall play, but it may be the
doxology which is now sounding across
Christendom. How much more hearfy we
would be in our songs, and how ea we

worshiping assemblages, if we could realizs |
that nearly azl our hymns havea stirring his |

tory .

"i‘);mt glorious hymn, {‘Stand Up for
Josus," was suggestad by the last words of
Dudiey Tysg, who was dyinly from baving
his vight arm torn off in & thrashing ma-
ohine, That hymn, “What a Friand We
Have in Jesus,” heard through a teleplione,
ponvertad an obuurats sou),  ‘‘Shall We
Gather at the River! was a hymn nrsumg
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