‘an hour later,
He ate the ocakes
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“Thera haln’t no summear comin’," safd the
grumbler in damay,

And he trudged throughout the woodlands
whore the leafleds traes stood guard,

Whers the scene around him darkened and
all Nature's grace was murred,

By tho blasia of coldl midwinter that had
stertly held their sway.

But dbove a rufed red-pronst thrilled o
happy little soug,

And a sparrow chirped with pleasurs as he
winged his way along.

“There hain't no summer somin'."” Why,
sinee now the 8Ky is dark,

Must the sun forever léave us just becauss it
rosts awhile?

Can't the frowns of bleak Decomber be re-
placed by Maytima's smile?

NATURE'S REPROWF,

Why, the 2ongsters ave In tralaiog,and wa'll
soon bear from the lark,

Buds ara peaplug out o'or hillocks; trees are
smiling theaush the eain,

£ comes to them ngain,

“There hain't po summer osomin',”
adown one storm-strewn dell

Rompod a playlul squirrel, happy in the
knowledge of aday

That was soon to bripng its blessings aod the
violuts of May.

While som» streum in gurgling protest, as
upon the moss (& fall,

Mingled musie of the sunshine with the
mugic of the rain,

And roused up a sleaping flower that for
months had lifeless lain.

—W. Livipgston Larned.
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i SILENCE OF
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SIMEON SAYLES.

¢

P

BY J. L. HARDBOUIR.

VNN YWY YT Ty

(" “T wish to goodness, Simeon Sayles, I avound writing out what you've got to
that you wonld shut up and keep shut

ap!™ said Myra Sayles in a weary toue
and speaking as if the words were
forced froin her against her will,

“You do, hey?"” replied her brother
Simeon, sharply and irritably,

He had been scolding about some
trifling matter for nearly half an hour,
and his sister Myra had listened in
patient silence. Now she spoke be-
eanse lie had said something peculiar-
ly annoying, and when he had replied
go sharply she said:

““Yes, T mean it, Bimeon Sayles. T
get 80 sick and tived of yonr eternal

scolding and blaming that I just wish |

sometimes you'd shut your mouth and
never open it again while you live.”

“You do, hey?"

“Yes, I do.”

There was a sullen silence in the
room for three or four minutes; the
wrinkles on Simecn’'s brow deepened,
and his lips were pressed more and
more lightly togather. Saddenly he
openead them with a saap and a defiant
toss of his head.

“Very well, Myra Sayles,” T will
‘shut up,’ and T'll stay ‘shut up,’ and
you'll see how you like it,"’

“I'll have some peace, then,” re-
plied Myra, shortly. Yet she looked
at her brother euriously.

The Sayleses ware noted in the
conntry roundabout for rigidly adher-
ing to every resolution they made.
The thought now eams into Myra's
mind, “Will he do it?” She had not
meant him to take her remark literal-
ly. Simeon was as iron-willed as any
of the family, and yet Myra felt that
he could not keep snechi a vow long. It
was necessary for him to talk. 8o she
said:

“T gness you'll begabbling away
fast enough before night. ‘There's no
snch good luck as your keeping still
very long.”

Simeon made no reply, but took his
old straw Lat from s nail behind the
door and went out into the barnyard,
walking very erect, but with little
jerks, indicating that the Sayles tem-
per was high in him.

“Now he'll zo out to the barn and
putch around out there a while and
maybe putch all evening in the honse
aud then talk a blue stresk all day to-
morrow to make np for the time Le's
lost keeping still. T declave, if the
men-folks can’'t be the tryingest!™

She stitched away steadily on the
pheet she was turning until the eloek
gtruck 6, when she jamped up hastily.

“Mevey,” she exclaimed, “I'd no
idea it was so late! I hLope to good-
ness the fire hasn't gone out. I must

ot the kettle on and snpper ready. 1
did intend mnking some of the Hannel
pakes Simeon likes so much, to put
him in good humor, but T don't believe
I shall have time now. Y

Nevertheless, there wasa plate of
gteaming hot “flannel cakes™ anda
bowl uf maple sycnp before Simeon’s
plate when he came in to supper half

in stubborn si-

‘‘Ave yon going to Sath Badger's
after sapper,” Myra asked, *‘to see
him about helping you cut that grass
tomorrow?"

After waiting in vain for the answer,
Myra said:

“T want to know it if yon do go,be-
canse [ want to send Mrs, Badger a
waist pattern of hers I borrowed last
weel, "'

No reply from Simeon, His sister
gave lher head an impatient toss, and
they finished the meal in silence.
When it was done Simeon went to a
little table in a corner of the room,
pulled out the drawer and took from
t a serap of blank paper and a stub of

lead pencil.

Myra took the supper dishes into
the kitehen; when she came into the
room agnin Simeon handad her the
gorap of papoar. On it was written
now.’

Myra dropved
ihe floor and etared
brother

HWall, Simeon “iu}'fnu'
[ast. I call this earrving matters
pretty far, Before 1 ( make wmygelf
so ridienlons, 'd— What you going

to Badger's?

the bit of paper on
hard at her

" ghe snid at

to do when you gel over
You'll ku'.r-k smart weriting ont what

ot Lo sny ovel arg, now won

Yor'll meke vourseif ths Inugh-
spuntry if you £o

y"b'll ye
yon?
ng-stock

the

of

“I'm a-going over to Badger's |

say when yon've got as good a tongne
in your head as anybody. "

Bimeou made no reply, but picked
up the Dbit of peneil and wrote on
another serap of paper:

“NWhare is that patern?"’

T think you’d better learn to spell
hefore you go to conversing in writing
—gpelling *where' withan ‘a’ and ‘pat-
tern” with only one ‘t'! If youn don't
| get sick and tired of
foolery before two days, I miss my
guess, Fimeon Sayies!”

Whether he grew tired of it or not,
Simeon Savles saidall he had to say in
writing from that time forth, His only
his sister's ridiceule and ve-
was written in these

monstrances
words:

“You sed you wisht I'd shut up my
mouth and kesp it shnut, and I'm
n-going to do it.”

He Dbought a little blank book, in
which he kepta peneil, and all his
communications to the world and to
individonls were made throngh fhe
medinw of this book and penecil

The neighbors said that “ the
Sayleses always were a queer lot, any-
how;" that some of Bimeon’s ancestors
had been rather eccentrie, and that
Simeon himself lhad wvever seemed
quite like other men, No matter how
true this may have been, his sister
Myra was a thoroughly well-balanced
woman, with a large fund of strong
common sense,and her brother’s freak
caused her great secret mortifieation
aud distress, althonglh she had de-
| clared at the beginning of 1t: **It will
| be an actual rest to me to get rid of
J.-_,ruur eternal seolding!™

But Simeon had not scolded “‘eter-
nally,” as Myra felt obliged to confess
to herself in  her reflactive moments,
He was, indeed, somewhat infirm  of
temper and sometimes gave himself up
to prolonged fits of petulance, but
there had been days and even weeks
at a time when Simeon had been ay
gerene of mind and as companionable
as any mau,.

He and his sister Myra had set side
by side on the little porch over the
front door of their old red farmhonse
throughont many a peaceful sommer
evening, quietly talking over the past

} reply to

ings hiad often been Gilled with a quiet
happiness and peace for them both, as
they =at at tuhe same hearthstone af
which their parents had sat, Myra
with lier knitting and Simeon reading
alound or smoking his pipe in peace
They had nearly always eaten theiv
meals in harmony, aod now, as they
sat at the table facing each other in
hard, cold silence, there were times
when, although neither wonld hitve
confessed it to the other, their food al-
most choked them.

““This freak of his is harder to put
up with at the table than at any other
place or time,’’ his sister confessed to
a sympatheticneighbor. “'‘Sometimes
it just seems asif ['d flyv. There he

sits as mum as a grindstone. Some-
times I try to rattle away just as if
nothing was the matter, baot I can

never keep it up verylong. I've tried
all sorts of little tricks to cateh him
anawares and make him speak once,
but he won’t be canght. One day,
just when he'd come in from the field,
[ smell something burning so strong
that T said, ‘I do believe the honse is
on fire,” and he opened his month as
if to speak -aund then clapped it shat
again and whipped out that abominable
iittle book and wrote, ‘Whare?'

“I wae so put ont that T flung the
book eclear ont inte the gooseberry
bushes. I really doubt if he ever does
speak again in this world, and the
prospect is pleasant for me, ian't it?"

The two lived alone in the old red
farmhousein which they had besn born
50 years before. They werea without
kith or kin in the world with the ex-
caption of a much younger sister
aamed Hope, who had married a pros-

perous young farmer and had gone
out west to live. It had been a time
of preat sorrow to them when this

pretty, yvoung sister had marriea Henrty
Nortoweand gone from the old house

They rejoiced in her happiness, of
{ conrse, sud were guite sure that Hope
but 1t was none the
less hard to give her np.

21 vears old at the
vanunger than he
brother and sister that their affaction
for he: of a father
and & wother for as only child, They
{ bad lavished love of

kad “done well,™

i She was \r.:'._l'
time and 8o amuch

was muech like that

the tanderost

|

their lives on Hope,and their affection
had not lessened by her abzence. In
the yoars since they had seen Hopa's
pretty face and heard her cheery voica

| they often talked of haer.
That will muke tham love the sunshine when |

Mygra had always stood as a strong
wall between Hope and harm or tronble
of any kind, and this loving thought-
fulness had kept her from writing a
word to her sister about their brother's
strange silence.

“I wouldn't have Hope know it for
anything," Myra had said; “‘it wonld
worry the child so, Awnd there's uno
danger of Simeon writing it. He'd be
ashgmed to.”

During all the fall and through ons
whole long, wretched winter the iron-
willed Bimeon kept his resolve not to
speak,and a decided shake of his head
or a written “*No'' was his reply to
Myra's often repeated question, “*Don't
yon ever intend to speak again?”

Oue day in May a neighbor, coming

| from the town, brought Myra a letter

that gave to her troubled heart the
wildest thrill of joy it had known for
many a day. Hope was coming home!
She had written to say that she would
arrive on Wednesday of the followfug
week with herlittle girl of three yenvs
and that they wonld spend the entire
summer in the old home.

Catching up her sunbonnst, Myra

[ ran all the way to the distant field in

was at work, liolding
as she ran and calling

which Bimeon
the letter ont

| out before she reached him:

this sort o tom- |

[and tarned

and the futnre, The long winter even- |

Y0 Bimeon! BSimeon! A letter
from Hope! She's coming home!
Hhe'll be here next week with her lit-
tle Grace, that we've never seen! Only
think of it - Hope's coming home!"’

Simeon was plowing. He reined up
his horses with a jerk and opened gnd
shut his mouth three or fonr times;
but no sound came from his lips, His
face wore a half-wild, half-frightened
look, and his hand trembled as he held
it out for the lettar.

“3imeon! Himeon!” eried Myra,
with guivering voice and tearful eves,
“surely von'll have to speak now!"

He shook his head slowly and sadly
as he sal down on thaplow to read the
latter. He handed it back in silenee
away his head when he
saw the tears streaming down Myra's
cheeks, and he bit his lip antil it al-
most bled when he heard her sob as
she turned to go back to the lionse,

When he came to dinver he read the
letter again, but be and Myra ate in
silence.

Hope came a week from that day.
Myra went to the railroad station three
miles distant to meet her.

181l be better for me to meet har
than for yon, if you are bound and de-
termined to keep nup this nonsense
while she's heve," said Myra. ‘“‘She
doesn't know a thing about it; you
may be sure I haven't written a word
of it to the poor ehild, and T dread to
tell ber of it now, It'sashiame, aburo-
ing shame, Simeon Sayles, for you to
spoil Hope's first visithome just to earry
out a silly vow that it was wicked for

you ever to muke in the first place,
It's n piece of wickedness right

straight throngh!"

A visible pallor had come into Sin-
eon's face at the mention of Hope's
little girl. Noone knew how mueh
and how tenderly this little girl whom
lie had never seen had been in liis
thonghts. He was fond of ehildren,
and no c¢hild in the worlil ecould Le as
dear to him as this little ¢irl of Hone's.
He and Myra had looked forward so
eagerly to the time when Hope shouli
bring her to them, and they read so
proudly of all herinfantilecharms and
accomplishments as set forth in Hope's

latters!
"

He stole softly into the seldom-
opened parlor when Myra had
SBeveral photographs of Hope's little
girl, taken at different stages of he
Tnfantile caveer, were in the albnm on
the parlor table. Simeon took up this
album and gazed at these photographs,
one by oune, with unhappy eyes.

He wandered ronnd the honse and

gone.

yard uptil the time drew near for
Myra's return with Hope anod little
(Grace. Then he went down the road

to meot them., He had gone perhaps
a quarter of a mile when he sat down
by the wayside to wait until they
shonld drivearonnd a turn in the road
a hundred yards or mora distant,

He had waited not more than five
minntes when he heard the sonnd of
wheels and voices avonnd the curva in
the road., He heavd the sudden,sweet
laugh of a child aud waa on his feet in
an instant,

At that same inatant a man on a bi-
cyele dashed past him., Bicycles were
still an almost noheard of thing in
that part of the country. Simeosn had
never seen bnt three or four of them,
and the appearance of this one whirl-
ing along at such speed startled him,

Its rider went it Hying on down the
road, and it whirled aronnd the curve,
to the suvprise oif Misa Myra and to
the terror of old Hector,the horse she
wasd driving, The reins were
loosaly in Myra's hands, and
she eould gather thews up old Hector
jnmped aside, rearing and plunging,
and the next instant he was racing
madly down the road with the reius
dragging the gronnd on either side of
him, while Hope elnng to little Grace

befo re

il sereamed
*“*Whoa! Whoa, Hactor!™ eriad Myra
in & vores Ao awiul with tervor that i
frightenad old Heetor the mote,
““Whoa, Heetor, whoa!"

This time old Hector !ua"kf--: up Lis

para. for the voics that avoke was &

| and

| graphs where obtained.

firm, commanding one, aud the next
moment a strong hand grasped his
bridle while the viice repeated:

“Whoa! Whoa!"”

It was a harsh, stern voice, but it
sounded like the sweetest music in
Myra's ears. It was Simeon's, and
Simeon was holding to the bit. He
hald it until old Hector came to a halt,
and then he turned aund said calmly:

“Don't be scared, Hope, child;
you'ra all right now. Chive me the
little one. ™

He held out his arms and Hope pul
the little givl into them, saying as sk
did so:

“‘It's your Uncle Simmy, dear! Pn{
vour arms around his neck and give
him a kiss, aud let him hear how wel
you can say ‘Uncle Simmy.'"

A pair of softlittle armsstole around
Simenn's sunburned neck; a soft little
cheek was laid on his rough, bearded
one, and when she had kissed hiw
twice she said:

““Dee Nunele Thimmy!"

““The blessed little ereetur!" he said,
winking his eyes and hugging het
¢lose to his heart.

Aud when she and her mother wers
ssleep in Hope's old room that night,
Simeon came into the kitchen wheve
Myra was setting some bread to rise

| aud softly humming a gospel hywmao of

praise out of the joy of her Lheart, and
Simeon said:

“Well, Myra-—"

“Wall,

“Well—er—well, what did Hope
say, anyhow, when you told her?"

“When T told her what? Oh,about
your—your—Ia, Sinteon, the minnte I
clapped eyes on that blessed child I
knew there wasn't any use in telling
Hope anything about it. I knew you'd
just have to speak to that baby! Sa
I never lisped a syllable about it to
Hope, and she never shall know a
word about it if I ean help it. I wish
you'd fetch me in a basket of nice,dry
chips. I'he moon shines so bright vou
an see to pick them wup. T want a
quick fire in the morning,so I can have
hot bisenits for Hope's breakfast. She
always was so fond of them."

Aund Simeon took the chip-basket
and went out into the moonlight, his
long-silent lips softly bumming
same song of praise Myra had been
singing. —Yonth's Companion,

Simeaon?”

DEWEY POSES FOR A PRIVATE,

The Hero of Manila Bay Cheerfully Com.
liea with a Volunteer's Kequest,

All the stories told of Admiral
Dewey from the earliest date of his
career in the United States Navy give
him credit for atlability and a kindly
disposition. While a striet diseipli-
uarian, these pleasant traits in his
character always made him popular
with the men, and whila no oune ever
ventured to trifle with an order com-
ing from him, his orders are always s
isanaed that they received a chearful ar
well a3 a prompt résponse.

The veadevs of the sketehesof Dew.
ey as executive officer of the Colorado,
written by the ship's writer and pub
lished in theSan Franeiseo Chronicle
must have noted that an affectionats
reiationship existed between Dewej
men. He is evidently thy
same old Dewey today-—-as amiabl
and kindly toward all as ever. Th
axulted station he now ocenipies ani
the conspicuous place he Lolds in th)

liis

public eya and in the hearts o
the nation through the glory and
| splendor of his achievements 11

Philippine waters liave not changed
Lim in the least. And en admirable
story is sent to the Chronicle from
Corregidor Island as proof of his pres-
ent extreme kindliness and afability.
It is told by Ernest Johnstone, who
gsends to the Chronicle a coaple of
snapshots of the admiral, and it re-
lates the mavnner in which the photo.
He says:

“Admiral Dewey visited this islund
(Qorregidor), where 1 am stationed,
the other day to inspect the old dis-
mantled Spanish {fortifcations, A
private in the hopital corps met him,
snapped the first photograph of
him, and then said: ‘Wonld yon
gentlemen mind standing still a mo-
ment, I would like to take vouar
tures?"

' ‘Certainly, my boy,' he (Dewey)
said, and he battoned his blouse, re
questing the two naval officers accom-
panying lin to do likewise, the three
standing as yon observe for the second
phobograph. 1 knew that this wonld
ba tuteresting now that Dewey is the
man of the honr., The building in the
background is part of the Corregidor

| lighthoussa,"”

The rirst snapshot shows Dewey
coming down from the lighthouse, and

| he is canght with his open blouse Hap-

The second shows
companions posing

ping in the bresze,
bhim and his two

| for the artist with whose request he so

cheerfully complied. How many of

ficers ave there in aither the army o
navy who would have responded e
pleasantly and promptly to the re-
quest of a private in the volunteer
forces?

Trouhles of Their Own,

*You can't place any T
on & woman's word," \ 4
markel the voung mur » had bes
ihbed (8 s¢ you con't beliave

1Al

“Oh, ves I d said thae -
mnn "\fll.' wife has ba i L:l-_'|; i ning
to leave ma for teu years ' —JIudiaua

polis Journal.

DR. TALMA_GE'S SERMON.

' SUNDAY'S DISCOURSE BY THE NOTED

DIVINE

Buhject: “Looking Backward =Tt is Well
to Review the Past and Arouse the
Bounl to Heminlscences of Dangers Es-
caped and Sorrows Suflered,

Text: “While I was musing, the fire
burned.”—Psalms xxxix,, 8.

Huera is David, the psalmist, with the
foreflnger of his right band against his
templs and thedoor shut against the world,
engaged in contemplation. And it would
be well for us to take the same posturs
often, while we #it down In sweet solitude
to contemplate,

Jn asmall island off the constof Nova
Seotin I onee passed a Babbath {n dalight-
ful solitude, for I had resolved that I would
have one day of entire quiet balore I en-
terad upon autumpal work, I thought to

| have spent the day in laying out plans for

| Christian work, but instead of that [t

be-
came o day of tender reminiscence, I .i
viawad my pastorate; I shook haunds with
an old departed friend, whom I shall great
again when tha curtains of lifte are lifted,
The days of my boyhood eame back, and I
was ten years of age, and I was eight, and
I was five. Thers was but one house on
the island, and yet from Sabbath daybreak,
when the bird chant woke me, until the

| ovening melted ioto the Bay of Fundy, from

| shore to shore there were

the |

pic: |

ten thousand
mamorles, and the groves wers a-bum with
volees that iad long ngo sensad.

Youth is apt too much to spend all its
time in looking torward. Old age is apt
too much to spend all its time in looking
haekward, People in midiife and on the
apex look both ways., It would be well for
ug, [ think, however, to spend more tlime
In reminisesnce, By the constitution of
our aature we spend most of the tima look-
ing forward. And the vast majority of peo-
ple llve not =0 much In the présent asinthe
future. I find that you mean to make n
reputation, you mean to establish vourself,
and the adviantages that yon expect to
nehieve absorb a great deal of your time.
But [ see no harm Inthis It it does not make
you discontented with the present or dis-
qualify you for existing duties, It isn use-
ful thing sometimes to look back, and toaea
the dangers we nave eseapoed, and to seathe
sorrows we have suffered, nnd the trials
and wanderings of our earthiy pilgrimage,
aud to sum up onr onjoyments. I mean, so
far as God may help me, to stir up your
memory of the past, so that in the review
vou may be encouraged and humbled and
urged to pray.

Among the greatest advantages of your
past life were an early home and its sur-
roundipngs. The bad men of the day, for
the most part, dip thelr heated passions
out of the bolllng spring of an unhappy
home, Weo are not surprised to flud tont
Dyron's heart was a concenteation ol sin
when wa hear his mother wns abandoped
and that she made sport of his ioflrmity
and often called him *‘the lamo brar,” Ha
who has vielous parents has to fight every
fnch of his way if he would maintain his
integrity nnd at last reach the home of the
good in heaven, Perhaps your early home
was in o city. It may have besn when
Pennsylvania avenus, Washington, was
residential as now 1t is commercial, and
Canal street, New York, was far up town.
That old house in the city may haye been
doemplished or changed into stores, and it
seamed e saerilege to you-—for thers was
more meaning in that small house than
there is in o granite mansion or a turreted
enthedral. Looking back, you seée it as
though it wege yesterday—the sitting
room, where the loved one sat by the plain
lamp light, the mother at the evening
staud, the brothers and sisters perhaps
long ngo gathered into the skies, then
plotting mischief on the floor or under the
table: your father with firm wvoles com-
manding asilencathat lasted balf a minute,

Perbaps vou were brougitup in the
eountry. You stand now to-day In men-
cry under the old tres, You clubbed it for
frult that was not quite ripe, because you
couldn't walt any longer, You hear the
brook rumbling along over tha pebbles,
You step agaln (nto the furrow whers your
father in his shirt sleeves shouted to the
Inzy oxen. You frighten the swallows from
the raftersof the burn and take just one
ege und silance vour conscience by suyings
they will not miss it. You take a drink
again out of the very bucket that the old
well fetched up. You gofor the cows at
night and flud them pushing thair heads
through the bara, Ofttimes in the dusty
and busy ‘strects you wish you were
home again on that cool grass, or In the
rag earpeted hall ofthe thrmhouse through
whieh there came the breath of new mown
hoy or the blosgom of buockwheat,

You may have in your windows now
baau‘ifu! plunts and flowers brought [rom
acrosy theseas, Dot not one of them stirs
in your soul so much ebarm and memory
as the old Ivy anpd the yellow sunflower
that stood sentinel along the garden walk
mnd the forget-ine-nots playing bide and
scok mid the long gruss. The Intlier who
used to come in sunburned from the fleld
and sit down on the doorsill and wipe the
sweaat from bis brow may have gons to his
averlasting rest, The mother who usaed to
sit at the door a little bent over, oap and
gpactaclés on her fnce mellowing with the
vicissitudes of 'mnny years, may havae put
down her gray head on the plliow in the
valley, but forget that home yon never
will. Have you thanked God for it? Have
you rehearsed all (hese blessed reminis-
¢ances? Oh, thank God for a Christian
father! Thank God for a Christlan moth-
ar! Thank God foran early Christisn altar
at which you were taught to kneell Thank
God for an early Christlan home!

I bring to mind anothar passage {n the
story ol your life. The day came when
you sat up vour own household, The days
passed alopg In quiet blessedness, You
twain sat at the tavle morning aad night
and talked over your plans for the future.
The most insigullicant affair la yoar llfe
l'acama the subject of mutunl consultation
and advertisement. You were s0 happy
vou felt you pever could be any happler.
One duy o dark oloud hoversad over your
dwalilng. and it got darker and darker,
but out of that olond the shining messen-
gar of God descended to Invarnnte an fm-
mortal &p rit. Two littie feet started on
an eternai journey, anod you were to lead
thom, & gem to flash in heaven's coronaot,
aud you to pollsh It; eternal ages of light
and darkness watehiog the starting out of
a newly ereated crenture. You rojoleed
hat
an fmmortnl treasure
yod nnd rejdiced and

L0 you wers oarosst in
iplleation that vou might lead 1t throneh
m of God, There wasa

rearnestness, There wiys a
ot that bome. There
dditlonn| luterast why sou should
sand ba falth I, apd when in n
the vour house wis filled with the
usle of the child's you weps
! yat you Liad

and vou trembled at the responsibility

yonur §

ousession

in

Lo et
eh

L the Taat

3 K that . vow Have wyou

- teéd any of these duties? Is your
Mme as muel (o 2 A% [t neadto be?
those anticipations besn gratified?

(Jod help you in your sclemn  rominis

soul {f your kindness haa besn i1l raquired?
God have mercy on the parent on the
wrinkles of whose face is written the story
of a child's ain! (God bhave mercy on the
mother who, in additlon to her other
pangs, has the pang of a child’s inlquityt
Ob, there ars many, many sad sounds in
this sad world, but the saddest sound that
is ever heard |s the breaking of o mother's
heart!

I find another polnt In your life history.
You found one day you wers In the wrong
road. You could not slesp at ulght, Thers
was just one word that seemed.to sob
through your banking hounse, or through
your office, or your shop, or yvour bedroom,
and that word was ‘“‘eternity.” You sald:
“I'm not ready for it. Oh, God, have
mercy!” The Lord heard. Peacs camse to
your heart. Inthe breath of the hill and

of God’s love, The clouds and the troan
hailed you with gladnssa, You came into
the houss of God. You remember how
your hand trembiad as you took up theoup
of tha communion. You remember the old
minister who consecratad it, and you re-
member the church officials who earried it
through the afsle, You remember the old
people who at the close of the servioe took
your hand in theirs in congratulating sym-
pathy, us much d4s tosay, **Welcome homs,
{lou lost prodigal!” And, though those
ands be all witherad away, that com-
munion Babbath (s resurrested to-day.

But I must not spead any mors of my
timain going over the advantages of your
life. Tjust put them In one great sheaf,
and I eall them up in your memory with
one loud harvest song, such ns the reapers
slng.. Praise the Lord. ye blood bought
immortals on earth! Praise the Lord, ye
ccowned spirits of heaven!

But some of you lave not always had a
smooth' [fe. Bome of you are now in the
shadow, Others had their troubles years
ago; you are n mere wreck of what you
opnce wera. I must gather up the sorrows
of your past life, but how shall I do 1t?
Ydu say that it is impossible, as you have
had so many troublses and adversities.
Then I will just take two—the fArst trouble
and the Inst trouble, As when you are
walking along the street, and there has
basn music in the distance, you unoonsojons-
Iy find yourselves keeping step to the mu-
sie, so when youstartad life your vary lile
was a musicnl time beat. "The alr was
full of joy and hilarity; with the bright,
clear oar you made the boat skip. {on
went on, and life graw brighter, until, af-
ter awhile, suddenly a volee from heaven
safd, “Hult!” and quick ns the sunshioe
you halted, you grew puie, you confronted
your first sorrow. You lad no {des that
the flush on yvour ohild’s cheek was an un-
healthy flush. You sald it cannot be any-
thing serious. Death in slippersd fest
wilked around the eradle.  You did not
hear the tread, hut after awbils the truth
flushed on youn. You walked the floor.
Ob, if you could, with your strong, stout
hand, have wrenchad that ebild from the
destroyer! You went to your room ang
vou sald, “"God, savemy ehild! God, save
wy ehild)” The world geamed golog ont
Iu darkness, You sald, "I can't bear it, I
can’t bear it.” You felt as if you eonld not
put the long lashes over the bright eyes,
never to ses them again sparkle, I you
eould have taken tbat little one in yonr
nrms, and with It lexped the grave. how
gladly vou would have dona it! If you
could let your property go, your Lhouses
go, how gihdly you would have let them
depart il you could only have kept that
one. traasurael

But one day there came up s chill blas’
that swept through the badroom, and in-
stantly all the lights went out, nod thers
was darkness—thick, murky, impenstrable,
shuddering darkoess. But Geod did not
{eave you there, Mercy spoke. As you
took upthe bitter cup to put itto your
Hps God sald, “Let it pass,” and lorthwith,
as by the hand ¢f angels, another cup was
put into your hands. It was the cup of
God's consolation. And nz you have some.
thmnes lifted the hesd of A woundad soldier
and poured wine into his lips, so God puss
His “feft arm under your head and witi
His right hand He pours into your lips the
wine of His comlort and His consoltion,
and you looked at the empty eradls and
lnoked at your broken heart, and you
lonked at the Lord's chastisement, and
you sald, “Even so, Father, for so it
seameth good in Thy sight.™

Ab, It was your flest trouble. How did
you get over 1t? 1God confronted you, You
have beon o better man ever sinca, You
bhava been a better womnn ever since, In
the juar of the closing gute of the sepulcher
you heard the clanging of the opening gate
of Heaven, and wyou felt an irresistible
drawing heavenward. You hava been
spiritually better ever since that night
when the little one for the Inst time put
its arms around your npeck and sald:
“*@Good night, papa! Good night, mammal
Mest me in Heavan!' .

Perhinps your last sorrow was a financial
embarrassment. I congratulate some of
you on your lucrative prolession or ocon-
pution, oo ornate apparel, on & commodi.
ous resldesce—everything you put your
hands on seems to turn togold. But thers

which Paul suiled whers two sens met, and
you are broken by the vielencs of the
waves, By an unadvised indorsement, or
by afconjunction o! unforesesn events, or
by fire or storm, or & seuseless panic, yoo
huve been flung headlong and where you
once dispensed greit charitfes now yoa
have hard work to win your daily bread.
Have you forgotten to thank God for yous
days of prosperity, and that through your
trinls soma of you have made investments
which will continue after tha last bank of
this world has exploded, and the s{lver and
gold nre molten 1a the flres of & burning
world? Have you, amid all your losses
anddisconragements, torgot that thers was
bread on vour table this morning, and that
thers shadl be n shelter for your head from
the storm, and thare (s air for your lungs,
and blood for your heart, aand light foe
your eve, and a glad and glorious and
!rlumr not religlon for your soul?
Perhaps your Inst trouble was a bersaye-
meat. That hoart whiel in ohildhood was
your rafuge, the parental beart, nnd wiich
Lius been asonresof the quickest sympathy
ever sinee, has suddenly besome silent for-
ever, And now sometimes, whenever in
sudden aonoyance and without deliberation
you say, "I will go and tell mother,” the
thought fashes on you, “I have no
mothar.” Or the father, with voles less
tender, but with heart as loving, watahifal
of all your wiys, oxaltant over your suscess
without saying much, althongh the old pso-
o do talk it over by themseives, his trem-
bling hand on that stall which' vou now kosep
as o family relle, his memory embnlmad in
gratofal sarts—Is taken away forever. Or
thors was your eampanion in lite, sharer of
your jovs and sorrows, taken, leaving the
benrt an old raion, where the (Il winds blow
over o wide wildurness of dessgiation, the
sands of desert driving across Lhe plaee
which once bloomed like the gardsn of
P And Abrabam mourns for Saral at

| baiore you, Wiy

the cavo of M aipelnl. As you were
tng slong vour path in Hifo, suddenly, right
] an open grave. Psople
ked down, and they saw it wus only a
aud a lew fost wide, but to
was o cavern Jown which went all
hopes apd all yourexpeciations, But

aliner up in the dmne ol the Lord Jesua
Clirist, the Comiortar
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In the waterfalls dash you heard the voice ,

fire others of you who are like the ship on *
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