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ned holding her breath
‘While & hot aun shone relentiessly up-
on a sletping faecvyard. The hush
of & pummer afternoon had settled
O the meadows and over tha or-
thard. In the garden the Ineessant
busning of the bees seemod to mingle
 with the very stlllnesa and to becomo
part of It Even the cows, tired of the
dalsies and the buttercups, had sought
the shelter of the spreading (rees, and
lay chewing thelr cud, thelr great eyeq
looking tnto space with almost Imbe-
eile tranguillity. Peace, hike an invis
fble, yet eloquent, presence, had set-
tled over everything,

That Is, over e,erything save the
slight figure of aggle May, flung in an
abandon of misery beneath the apple
tréo. Her small frame shook convul-
sively with heavy sobs as they follow.
®id ore another with tumbling rapidity.
Ales] Aggle May was lesrning the bit:
ter lesson of repentance, She was ex-
periencing her first groat emotlon—
boarn of & gerien of emotions—for in
her grief wab mingled remorss, horror,
despalr, misery and wide-oyed fear. A
Tear of something, she knew not what;
B complex element which bad never be
fore entered Agele May's varled ex-
periences of six yeara.

Aggie May had committed a terrible
crims, and now sho was reaplng the
harvost.  £he knew I, because her
mother has told her so, and whoover
heard of a mother telling a lle. 1f on-
Iy Aunt Mag had eald It she thought

. there might have been a mistake, but
her mother—npever!

And how she had sald it!  Aggle
May's sobs galned new force as she re-
called her mother's cold face when
sho had eald, “Aggie May, what have
You been doing?™

And Aggle May cculd feol again the
mckening horror of detectlon, Bhe
surreptitionsly put forth a small ved
tongue, which swiftly made the circle
about two full rosy lps to gather Im
all teiltale crumba. . And then, secure
in her belief that she had well covered
her tracks, sbe had answered unbiush-
ingly, "Nothing."

Aggle May's tongue was short, and
sugar has such an unpleasant way of
sticking (o fat baby hands and fat
baby faces,

Agele May's mamma's face grew
harder still oz she uttered these awful
words; “Aggle May, you will never
g0 to heaven. You are no chlld of
mine. You have violated every one
of the Lord's commandments, He has

told you not to steal, yet you have done |

ft; he has sald you must not lie, yel

Do you think he is
“BUIRg to forgive you? No! He has pun-
{ehed you already, Come here.”

in fear and trembling awe Aggle
May stepped to her mother’s side. Mra,
Sanguter deliberately traced the out-
line of a word on the chlld's brow

“Listen,” ghe said; “ithis is what Io
written there, §-U-G-A-R. That spells
‘thgar,  Aggle Moy, you have been
stealing sugar?”

Aggle May stood confounded by the
oocnlt wisdpm of her mother and a
Suprems Delty. Her little childish
goul thrilled with the horror and mys
tery of something ehe did not under-
stand, Why this suddenly fallen thun-
derbolt, this swift retribution almed by
&n unseen hand?

She had taken sugar Lefore, but—
but—ahe had never been dotected quite
in the act. She thought that must be
ft. Cod hadn't disrovered her before,
Tt had aply Leen her mother; and her
mother woulda't do anythéng so terri-
ble as to write awful words on her
brow. 8he remembered now how her
mother had sald she was sehamed to
let God know what a wicked child she
was, Yes, undoubtedly that must have
beon it. But this conviction did oot
come suddenly to Aggie May. Bhe saw
it all much later through eyes blinded
by tears heneath the appletres, Just
then her maother's voles vontinued:

“All' your life you will have that
word written on your forehead, And
as yon grow older it will _ probably
deopen,” she added, sadly. Certainly
Aggle Moy's molther realized the fenr-
ful extent of the calamity, Then she
turned aond cruelly left the room.,

Aggle May stood in & dazed stupor
for « moifent, then she hastily cllmbed
on_# ohmir to look into the glr, Bha
would convinee herself of what was
there. But her baby eyes could see
pothing. She rubbed  ber brow
thoughtilly with & fat forefinger, but”
the smooth velvel gkin (elt as usual to

. the lonch,  Then Aggle May admitted
in ber own mind that she yas puszled,
1t was at this juneture that unt Mag
_game In, and unvonsciously settled
everyihing. She {ound Aggle May with

W Yery Sugsry moUlh and tearful eyen

omr

- bafore the mirriy  In a miouls her

= yawm Keen eyes bod grasped the sltoa-
*rion.

“Aunt Mag, "rald Aggfe May, “what
yais see on my forehead?"
unt Mag looked stralght i Aggle's
May's month, and then she said, " Sug
ar :
Agzle May's ores grew dark ‘vith
- horror. “In It wiftten In very Wg and

~Dlack letters?’ nne asked.

“Vory big
L wanl,
~UDap’t you

and bleck," moswered her,

fink 1t will ever come
S o~ g not! snwersd  Aer
t, “ifwso black” |

5 N s b,

averything spoke of the goodness of
God. It was only hert In this room,
that & hlackness —th# black
words on & child’s brow - shining
through from & child'x soul, Wwhich
must be cleansed. With a Httle quick
hreath of determination she ralsed het
small clenched fist in defiance, Of
what! An unseen relentiess foe that
hedged her in, Her mind was mado
up, She should defy God. She would
wash her soul.

She ram quickly down the path,
across the meadow, Into the orchard.

Beneath the appletres Agile May
gave way o the full horror of het mis-
ery and despalr.. How could she reach
her soul? Her hands moved restiesaly
over her chubby body. Where was her
soul? She ped certainly heard It men-
tioned before, but no one had ever lo-
cated [t exactly. It couldn't be in her
stomach, she knew that, becanse hadn't
Aunt Mag sald the blackness shone
through on ber forehead? Cartainly!
Of course! How stupld sha was! It
was In her head, underneath ber hair,
But how was shie to get at it?

Agaln the complication of cireum.
siances appalled her, Cloarly the first

| thing to do however, wis to cul off

her halr. After that she might scratch
a little hole right back of the forchead
and get it out. The operation sounded
painful, and at heart Aggles May was a
coward. 8he decided that to crop the
golden tresses might be  efcaclous.
After that sha would go down and hold
her head In the brook all day. Maybe
the water would soak In. She started
back to the house, Obviously the frst
thing to do wes to get a palr of scls
sora and some soap. J

Aggie May crept roftly into  her
mother's room. It was empty, with
her work-basket lying just withio Aggle
May's reach. She turned back to the
orchard trivmphantly. By night her
soul should be clean.

Withont regret, without remorse, Ag-
gie May snipped diligently at ber gol-
den curls—the pride of her mother's
heart, the pest of her own, If soul
washing included the joy of ridding
one's self of long halr that would tan-
gle, and would attract lttle boys like
flies to molasses, she submitted cheer-
fully to the sacrifice. Nevertheless, It
was A very hard task to accomplish,
and Aggle May pricked her scalp many
times during the procees.  But at last
she lald down her shears triumphant,
triumphant, while at her feet lay a lt-
tle gleaming mass like tangled sun-

I[ﬁ‘f‘l:n‘

" rough the grehard, over the mead-
ow, into the eool darkness of the
woods Aggle May sped. The brook was
deep In the hoart of the forest, and #he
had never been there alone before, but
she knew thewny. Under thedimalsies
of quiet trees the child ran swittly,
now In one direction, now another, un-
til in a maze of bark and trunk sho
stood, a great fear rising in her heatt,
Wherp was she?

How long sho had wandersd about
she could not tell, but the woods wers
growing strangely still and black with
a solemn stillness and a brooding dark-
ness that lent new strength to the
child's fast-falling limbs. Bhe was
hungry and the chill breath of the
forest was beginning to plerce her
thin cotton dress, She wanted her
supper and she wanted her mamma.
But she went on delerminediy. The
brook must be {ound.

IL

Mrs, Bangster stood at the door,
ghading her eyes with her hand. “What
ean make the child so lats?” ghe sald,

Her sister glanced up from her work.
“Perhaps she has gone (o meet her
father,” she suggested.

There was a slence, finally broken
by Mra. Sangster, “I baven'l seen her
sinee nearly three o'clock, have you™'

Mag smiled as she suddenly remem-
bered. “No,” she sald: “the last I
saw of her she was making for the or-
chard to clean her sounl”

“To clean what?" asked Mrs, Sang-
ster.

“Her soul,” repeated the younger wo-
min, "She aaked me IT [ saw anything
on her forehesd, and 1 said sugar. Bho
seemed quite awed, and wanted to
know If she could wash it off. I sald it
was on her soul, and she went out to
clean it, | fancy. 1 guess shewr all
right," she ended, lightly. '._

But - the 'mother was not aatisfied.
Suddenly she caught sight of a figure
moving across the meadow, “No."” sghe
sald; “there’'s comes Abe alone, Mag,
somothing has happened to Aggle
May." C

ghe started down the path, and her
aister rose, and reluctantly fTollowed.
8he wanted to finish her sowing. The
child was probably all right, and was
doubtiess playing somewbere about In
the yard. Jt was tiresome of Flo to
make such u fuss,

Mre. Bangster answered ooly two
words.  “AggistMay."”

“Where?” Ha caught her roughly
by the arm, snd she turned a white
face toward him.

“Gone,” she whispered, and thelr
cyes mel, Bven Mag fell an electrie
shook of horror, and wished she hwd

not been quite so hopeloss aboiit tho

SURST.’
“Since when bave you missed m&

Mrs. Bangiter shivered with fear—
not for herself, but for her baby—bmt
the two pushed rapldly on. Only to
catch the fugitives befors nightfall,
for they had no doubt that the child
had beep kidnapped.

Buddenly the man stopped. In the
fading light something white hung to
an outreaching bush, It was a scrap
of Aggie May's eallco apron.

Mrs, Sangster caught It and kissed
{t. Again Mr. SBangater atopped. This
time it was an open space of ground
under the trees, whore no grass seemed
growing. He sank on his koees, his
face close to earth, It was the faint
outline of a child’s footprints that he
saw. He searched In valn. There
were none beslde them.

He turned to his wife. “It looks
like she was anlone,” he sald.

“What would she be doing in the
woodd alone? she saked.  Then she
suddenly stopped. Acrcss her mind
fleghed the conversation Mag had re-
peated to her. She had-gone outaide
probably to wash off the sugar. “The
brook!"™ she gasped, and they burried
forward. X

They reached its banks, but all was
peaceful and serene. The water gur-
gled and lmughed In an abandon of
glee; the eurrent swept on until a
sudden curve In its course lost it (o
view.

1L

Meanwhile Aggie May's little feet
eped fast and fastor, The shadows
thickened, Hew qulekly they fell amid
the dense growth of the forest. Ghosts
and goblins loomed fantastically be
hind each tree. - A sharp crackling
sound overhead made her crouch and
bold her breath in terror. It was a
dond branch falling at her feet. With
& nameless fear that choked her she
hastened on. Now she was speeding
through a wilderness of ferns, now
down flat on the ground, with the sting
of cold, moist earth in her face. Now
she ‘was running, fiying past crackling
branches that stretched out ke black
arms to held her.

“Hark! What was that?" A dragon
was hissing closs beslde her. Bhe
sprang up and staggered on. Agaln
an awful sound. 8She crouched behind
& tree to lsten. Tinkle, tinkle. It
was like the ringing of fairy bells
or the murmur of waler over a bed
of pebbles, It grew louder with every
step, but it seemed mcre like water
all the time. Suddenly the trees be-
came Jess dense, and the light grew
brighter an she nearsd the open space.
8he stood in wonder, It was nmot the
falries, after all. bae had reached the
brook.

She knelt down beslde it. 8he took
from her pocket the soap, and rubbed
It carefully on the spot just behind
her forehead. Her mamma would be
glad to ses her without that black
word on her brow. The little shorn
head Sent low over the swiftly moving
stream, and she caught the reflection
of garth and sky in Its dancing rip-
ples. Suddenly she reeled, the earth
slipped away, ahe felt the cold water
grip her, and them with a ory ahe
pluy yed head foremost ioto the our-
rent.

Home Instinet of motherhood gulded
Mrs, Bangster's foctsteps. The nonnd
of Aggie May's volea reached her faint-
Iy at first, then jouder, untl]l It re
sounded through the stiliness in fran-
tle echoes, Following the sound, she
plunged sheéad, and arrived Just In
time to see a small hand flung out
wildly from the middle of the brook,
then speed onward,

It was not an heroic task to step
In and rescue the fallen child. Mr.
Bangater waded (o the middle of the
stream, and In & moment Aggle May
was in her mother's arms, .

Behind them, in the forest, lights
werg gleaming \lke fireflies, and the
arched dome of the forest rang with
shouts of Aggle May's name. She lay
very white and scared, while the water
trickled down in little rivulets from
her limp arms and legn.  Ageie May
flung n dripping wrm dbout her
mother's nock. "It was very cold"
she sald, nestling closer In the protect-
Ing arms, “and the water gelted in my
froat, tut | fink it must bave comed
off, They ain't no smgar on my sounl
now, 1n they, mamma®™ W

And Mrs. Bangster, with choking
voles, answered, “No, dear; your soul
In very white now."

Aggie May clapped her hands joy- |

ously, “1 knowed It," nhe sald, Then
a quick shadow passed over her face.
“It must,‘a’ been the soap, though.”
she sald, “ ‘cause I wasn't In the brook
very long'~Woman's Home Com-
panlon.

Chambertain as a Dancing Man.

lts extraction, wheroby Its cost was
80 rediccod - as to make it available for
common uses:

As Jong ago as 1807, Bir Humphrey
Davy tonjectured the existence of a
metallle elembnt as a component of
clays and almmins. In 1848 a German

cucasional employment of

very small quantities In the construe- |

tion of aclentific apparatus. At the
centennial exposition In 1876 a sur
veyor's trangll made of alominum was
exhiblted, bit'lts rema . able lightness
wis oven less astonishing (han the
value placed-upon i—aluminum wan
then aboul slx times as expensive as
silver. ¥

Naturally, In the progress of engi-
neering and invention that distin:
gulshed the last quarter of the 19th
century, the attention of Inventors and
construclors was attrac.ed to the new
metal, and it was freely predictad that
much use would be made of It, i its
cosl could be reduced o that 1t might
compete with cheaper materials of
structlon. Welghing only about one-
third as much as an equal bulk of
brass or copper, It resists most aclds,
has a white lustre, 18 an excell 2nt ¢on-
ductor of electricity, and Is possessed
of many other desirable gualities,

Here, then, was. the incentive to in-
ventors, and many chemists set out to
discover & method for the economical
extraction of aluminum, Its ores oxist
In great abundance, common clay con-
tainlng a large gproportion of the
metal; but of all substances
very ores seemed most refractory and
Jeast amenable to-chemleal treatment,
A number of processes of a purely
chemlcal nature were devised, but
none of them reduced the cost of pro-
duction to such a point that the metal
could compete with steel and brass as
an element of construction.

AL last & process was found that Is
both wimple and cheap. It was discov-
ered that éryolite, .a mineral found in
greal quantity in Greenland, and con-
sisting “almost wholly of aluminhm
fluorlde, was easily melted, and that
in its fluld state It dissolved crode
aluminn as readily as water dissolves
sugar. A powerful curremnt of olectrie-
ity passed through this molten mix-
ture was found to extract the metallic
aluminum, and the process was also
seen to be regenarative: that is, the
eryolite 8 not consumed, vut is used
over and over, the molten bath be-
ing supplied from time to time with
crude alumina. This material exists
ip nature ag a mineral, named bauxite,
after the lown Lea Baux, mear Arles,
In the south of France, where deposits
of it are found, Vast beds of It exist
also in Arkansas and elsewhere Lo this
country,

The smelting process |s of Lthe sim-
plest. In an Iron vat, about the size
and shape of an ordinary bath-tub, Is
melted a charge of cryoie, a gan fur-
nace supplylng the necessary hoat,
When the charge is mellod, powdered
bauxite Is stirred In, and an electric
current Is turned on belween cast-lron
electrodes Immerded In the mixture,
The electric eurrent furnishes enough
heat 1o koep the mass melted, and the
liquid aluminum collects at the bot-
tom of the bath, whence It ls tapped off
from Ume to time. Once started, the
process Is contlnuons until the dirt
and Impurites collected tn the vat re-
quire it to be drained and recharged,

Aluminum, extrieted by this process
at Niagara Fulls, at Kensington, Pa.,

at Fayers, in Scotland, and st nomer

ous ¢stablishments op the dontinent
of Europe, took its place In the arts
immediately. As an element of ton-
struetion, however, It did not meet the
expeciations of its carller advocaten,
It was found o be diffeult to work,
gumming the teeth of files and stoutly
resisting cutting and drilling tools on
nccount of Its toughnesa, But new
uses at onee developed, The German
army lovestigatéd It and found (hat
helmets of aluminum; as lght as felt,

! kisa the hand that has no food to of-

Laese |

A TRIBUTE To THE DOG.
One of the Things That Gave Senator
Vest Fame as an Orator,

Vest was & great debater and an
eloquent orator who was at his best
In extempore speech. His plea bofore
the fury in a case wherein one man
sued anolher for damages Inflicted by
& dog's bite Is famous:

“Gontlemen of the fory, the best
friend & man bas in the world may
turn against bim and become his ene-
my. His son or daughter that he has
renred with loving care may prove un-
grateful, Those who are nearest and
dearest to us, those whom we trust
with our happiness and good name,
may bocome traftors fo thelr falth,
The money that man has he may lose.
It files away from him. perhaps when
he needs It most. A man's reputation
may be sacrificed in a4 moment of -
consldered action. The people who are
prone to fall on their knees to do us
honor when stccess i with us may
be the first (o throw the stone of
mallce when fallure settles Its cloud
upon our heads,

“The one absolutely unselfish friend
that a man can have In this selfish
world, the one that never deserts him,
the one that never proves ungrateful,
or tremcherons, ls his dog. A man's
dog stands by him in prosperity and
In poverty, In death and in aickness,
He will sleen on the. cold ground,
where the wintry winds blow and the
snow drives flercely, If only he may
bhe near bis master’s side. He will

1

fer. He will lick the wounds and
sores that come in encounter with the
roughness of the world. He guards the
sleep of his pauper master as |f he
were a prince. When all other friends
desert he remains, When riches take
wings and remutation falls to pleces
ho Is as constant In his love as the
sun In its jfouwrneys through the heav-
ens. If fortune drives the master forth
an ouleast in the world, Iriendless and
homeless, the falthful dog asks no
higher privilege than that of secom-
panying him, to guard against danger,
to fight against his enemles,

"And when the last scene of all
comes ard death takes the master In
Its embrace, and his body s laid away
in the cold ground, no matter if all
oiher friends pursue thelr way, thers
by his graveside will the noble dog

be fotind, his headl between his paws,
hiy eyes sad, but opon In alert watch.
fulness, falthful and true even In
|'death,"—Kansas City Journal.

l QUAINT AND CURIOUS,

Some enthuslastle Dundee (Scot-
land) anglers are about to convert n
moraas near the town fnto an artif-
clal loch 35 acres In extent, so ks to
have Loch Leven trout near at home.

Within half an hour o Tthe death of
ofte of a pailr of twin boys at Laelces-
ter, England, the other one died,
through, (he ‘doctor sald, a certain
curlous sympathy which exists be
tween twina,

Tha Soulh McAlester (Indian Ter
ritory) News rclates that a negro
criminal In the Chockiaw natlon was
80 badly scared by belag arrested
that he (urned an ashen gray, and
has never recovered his proper eals
of,

]

Lord Wolseley owns the costliest
sword In Grepl Britain. 1t was A&
gift to him and 18 valued at $10,000:
bt there (s many an old bolo which
bas done more execution In hewing
down bushes and mea than the
diamond-studded biade of the Britlsh
general,

German newspapers mention amoeng
the signs of the tlme a recent an-
nouncement  regarding  Huge 24
Hohenlohe-Ochringen, the firat Ger-
man sirince who has turned merchant.
With a merchant named Schode. he
has formed n company, with a eapital
ol §75,000, for uslng oil to lpy the dugt
In roads. . gy

i
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The most literary monarch in -Bu- | (o€,

The Bav, Ti A Nelpon, 1. D, Delivers o |
Nelwor, 1. D.r 2
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thecave. Think of (icero (ast asleep, Thin!
of the sleeping Christ Iyinﬁ asleep in the
midst °E,,.".h' lmm. as if He were reating
in the heavt of God. When Christ turns
away (rum us with closed eves there is al-
ways afforded opportunity for the storm.
We are only ab peace while He is wakefully
with us. While He aleaps not only in the
light withdrawn, but the darkness is felt to
the utmost; life's ship is to with the
storm and we are threatened with mbetal
danger. A sleeper Christ will do me*no

A painted Christ will not he of the
vaguest serviee in my life. A o eru-
cifix or ivory cross will not help me. It
must be a wakelnl Christ with every en.
ergy astir; power in every look and move
ment; an actual, positive, real and gg—
sonal Christ, We are d by His
figure: we are saved by His personality.
1t is Christ, not in the temporary paralysin
of unconscioun sleep, but Christ alert in
walchful omnipotence that 1 need. Unless
we nightly -inrinln aleep we are not pre-
]aml to live, and anything over which we
have control which prevents out sleeping
in proportion to our need should be es
teemmed guilt before God. Since the sirength
of our life belongs to Him we are pot at
liberty 1 waste it, Nevertheless, in our
‘day wa live in such fashion that, like the
rastern monarch, our apirits are Lrou
nord our sleep ris.

Thia has coms about sometimes from the
haste to get rich. People rise early and ait
up late in their eager pursuit of wealth,
and when the jading day in done at last
and they lay their heads upon their pil-
lows, sleep may fiy from them and they
may seek it in vain. Now this is not a
light motter. There are fow things more
dispiriting aml truly exhausting than the
lots of naturd] aleep: to count hour after
hour in foverish wakefulness, seeking for
getfulness which will not come.

Now what is the root of all this dis
trems? The physicinn will doubtless diag-
no#e it as owing to unhealthy excitement
of brain and undue semaitivencss of the
nervaus aystem, it in its last aoalveis
you will find as & general rule the great
cause of this weary wakelulpees, anxiet
and misery is simply want of faith in God.
It is because we are not ahle, as we ought
to trust oursélves and all that concerns ue
to a sure providence, and many of you
knaw l.h:t Iil“' m&n:l anxiely lhat:_,l_mnkl
rour rest, n e You are ing to
bear the burden and build the house your-
stives, to keep the eily yourselves, that
you have the anxions hours. It is nse
you will plan too far abead inatead of let-
ting each day bear its own burden; be-
canme you will aak what is te bhecome of
you and your thildren if such and such an
ovent ta rllu; because you will take
the future inlo yoar own hands instead of
leavwing it to Jesus,

But why shonld we not have faith in
God? If we had, many of us, would nob
::u:edpg HA :1“: lﬁrh , you have in-

your soul to hnal 811 are
mire that all !hiwﬂn we m{l noth
ing can go amiss; thad keep you,
angels will guide sour foolsteps and the
Holy Spirit will dwell within you
hour to hour. You will then lay your head
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Your soul muy ludémry fo k upon
the probation veriod forever an 1
ward toward heaven [or everlastine. O,
try. I b wou, for the hope set forth
in the gospel, Have it out with God, once

for all. Get on terma of peace with Him
belore the day may close. Cast yourself
in “L‘ everlasting arme,

I have spoken of two things. First, the
eowuming eare! second. the latent convic-
tion.. There is ove other

experience that
. | muy break our sleep. 1 pray d:d tﬁlt noe

of you may have it, It is the experionce
of one who has commilted spiritus] suicida,
In one of Vietor Hugn's books there is &
character who, after & long series of exper-
iences, ab last arrived at a great crisis; he
wavers, hesitates, and then commilz n co-
1 min, Conseience is insulted beyond
forgiveness, Then suddenly he hears, na it
were, An lnle;]nl burst of laughter—laugh-
ter of the soul—and the soul rarely hears
thin innermost laughter more than once
without hearing it forever, Thia character
afterward falls saleep and dreams. Ho en:
ters the town; he comes upon many men
standing in various postures, silent and im-
movable, as 1 dead. In ungpeakable terrae
he iries to flee oul of the lifeless city,
when, looking back, he is appalled to sea
the inhabitants coming nfter him. They
overtake him snd hold hiws and ery: “Do
mﬂ know that you have been dead for a
¢ while!” Now and then, in polite se-
riety, in select communities, even in this
fellawship, nnknown to us, but not un-
known to Ood, one comen upon one of
these dead men, who Lave heard the intes
nal hurst of laughter, who mocks and de-
fies God and imsults divine merey. Theme
in such a thing as spiritoal suicide. Men
nometimes by their nction or non-actien
take the life of the soul; thev are dead to
repentance and to hope, and at last they
are dead to God. Thus men drive slesp
forever from their evelids, like Macbeih.
When onee the conviction seizes upon the
soul then farewell to slumber and peace

Ood forgive me if T have spoken tno
plainly. if T have misrepresented the apimt
of truth, but if I have been trne to the
word of God then let him that hath ears
hear what the spirit says: “To-day, il you
will hear His voice, harden not vour
hearts.” TLay hold upon eternal life, Then
you may lay down in sleep, since when yon
awake you shall still be with Him; and

wether yon wake or not, you will be the
Lagd's and IMis forever.

L 1 e ) ———
Kaep Iﬂn?fﬂh‘ Cléar.

We aeed, above all lllinf,l, ta keep our
mora) ideal clear and higlr. “"Woe unto
him ykat puts light for darkness and dark-
ness Tor light, sweet for bitter,” ete. That
i, wgt unto bim that confounds moral dis-
tinetiyns. Not our patriotism or our par-
tisansbip must blind us to truth. Neither
for cyrselves nor our country nor our
parly may we ¢ sin or falsehood or

oI 1o toa,"" ahe cried, ** n Yo
The “l,ﬁl.i Ihﬂr&” lwubl,a:“’n 1
uth ro; v Sl
] m}'l Kerchug! hoofl"
birds od down upon the sond
ook &p:n \

waters nodded |
And so they J‘Fhm nlmh. I woen,

Aud sonled | gﬂm ﬁun;ﬁ:’nm }
JUST FOR FUN
») 10 c"* . y %75‘

=

Barnes—Was  Bentley
hurt? Howes—Very scriously; Was
hit on the funny bone. |

Harding—Is Boulder a man to be
trusted? Stanley—Why, that's the ons

“Is your wife economic?’ “Very.
She can fix over a §$10 hat for §15 so

one."—Puck.

Mrs, Fondmar—Dop't you think .
baby grows more llke mo every day? ™
Fondmar—Yes, dJdear, especinlly 80
sinco ghe began to talk—Life.

“ | want to get a divoree,” she told
the lawyer. “What has your hushand
been dolng?” he agked. “Nothing”
she replled.—Cleveland Leader. '

“Poor old Versley died last night.”
“Indeed?’ “Yes, he turned over and &
died without s struggle,” “Well, he =%
dled easler than he lved, then'—
New Orleans Pleayune,

rying & cane these days? Theodore—,
My dear boy, | don't foel equal to it
It's as much as [ can do to walk with.
out it, don't you know

Kate—|] suppose you consider your-
self handsome? Grace—Oh, dear, DO;
ferently from everybody else, [ am =
80 eccentric, you kpow,

Hilda—I wonder why it [s that sail-
or men are so profane? Uncle Hon-
ry—Why, don't you know? ‘They
learn it of the parrots in forelgn
lands. Hilda=~There! I might have &
known. .

Unecle John—Don’t you think it raths 3
er extravagant fn you to smoke such:
expensive cigars? | Riehard=It wou
be ITT7didn't make Il up by economy
in another direction—my wife's hats =
and gowns,

Dingus—0Old fellow, it Is the same
old story. I'm in need of a little fin-
anclal succor. Bhadbolt—You'll have ™%
to hunt further, I am not the Tirtle,

meangses, 1 a prophetess, a chosen mes-
senges of God, could go wrong, how easily
may we. Dean Hodges i just publishing
% on “The Human i\'ntum of the
intg!* A companion volume might be
“The False Judgments of Christisn Peo-
le.” Bins is almost irresistible. What
Ips un that which we much care for we
re ajh to praise without looking too clone
rs at jia moral quality, Bo dognf. we close
our insight, extinguish the light of God
hindlsd within u.lsl and by and by we may
find carselves walking in darkness rathee
than light, perishing, perhaps, as Balanm
perished among the enemies of the Lord.

He Completely Satlafins,

Uod i love! Cod is light! This ancient
messoge 5 tthu most van:}i:'ﬂ?r:i of
our own persooal caperience, , God e
our home indeed! En can no more de.
scviba this eonsciousness to u man who has
never wood it than we can make a
foundling from a workhouse understand
mysterioun joys of an earthly Christian

Yen, we are al bome with God, He

1 ht satinfies! It is He who gives
mpleting touch to thought, to work,
to and to life. Without Him our
intelleotual ladder bas neither foundation
stand lean

upon W nor rest lo
above  Without I{im our purposes
their best fruition and our joys thelr
= e v uuk: b:!mmp mdcl: b ndtuul
the anuiista 0 dign when we
the outstretched love of our Father bend-
over ue

the

God"s Overture to Us,
Jehavah is the unchanging God. To-lay
ing desires. maying.
* He would

fi inl sucker | used to be—Ohk o
cago Tribune. .

Fuddy—Dr. Pellets has had n long &

welf,
he Invariable cills In another physl
clan. Duddy—Apparently he draws
the line st sulclde,

“Don't you think he lacks aplomb?” =
nsked Mry, Oldeastle, “Well," re- "
plied her hostess, “1 don't know, tut

seem ta be &8 though he couldn’t get 38

rnough  peaches."—Chicago  Reconk S

Herald, L ¥
Fannie~—And what Qid you. say o

when he sald you were the first girl

he had ever proposéd to? Blanchie-

told him he was the first man wha

had ever proposed to me.  And, |

you know, 1 don't think he felt &'

Rattered. Funoy, Isn't It? |
Bickers—Hello, Welby! you dld

bhave to undergo an operation for:

pendicitin, after all? Welbr--ﬂn,

doctora discovered that 1 wan too

to pay for It. 8o 1 had to get

without it. The tact is, thore's

chance for a poor man in this wor!
Gifle—Whal's your experience

streel-car hogs? Splnke—}

move up and give me ithe and

this summer. Olfffe—Meraly

politeness? Spinks—No; I think rat

er from prudence. You fee,

was  a shower beglining—P

phia Buolletin.
“Anyway," sald the Cheerful

#3 he looked over the Tired CHf

shoulders at the ploturaofan.
dog feant, “that's one

Harry—How Is It you're not car =

o

<V

serloualy

ly way you can sell him anything i

It will look just as good ns n new ;.—"'

»

but then it's just like me to think dif< 55

experlence, but he never doctors him- = -
When he Is under the weather, "8

at the dinper the other night it dil %

:




