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pean
traveller's tales to his

companion, far Into the night hours.
“Rich?™ be sald in. answer to n
“No, but lttle richer than

“But you are glad to come hcdhs,
Cyrus?" "

“Home?" eald Cyrus Worthington,
~with a short, bitter laugh. “This Is
my home, & room in a boarding house,
and [ chose this begause you were
here, my old friond and chum."”

“But your relatives?”

“f do not know of one. Doctor
Worthington took me from a charity
school when | was six years old, be-
cause 1 had & corlous varlution of
searfet fover he wished to stody at
lelsure. 1 was an odd child, smart and
active, and before the fover was cured
he became fond ¢f mo and adopted
me. Weo must have been a strange
pair, Bert—the old bachelor, wrapped
up In his profession, and the elfish,
balf-starved foundling, Dul we were
very happy. Until I went to Harvard,
where wo met, my bencfactor edu-

« eated me himsclf, and I devourad
books. | had ne one to love, and
books filled the crnving of my heart,
80 | studled everything before me, In-
cluding the medical works In the li-
brary. You won't believe me, I sup-
poss, If [ tell you 1 counld use a dis-
secting knife before I was twelve years
old."

“l do not-doubt It. We all ccnald-
ered you n prodigy of learning at Har-
‘vard. By the way, how did you aver
come to leave the doctor for college?”

“He desired it, distrusting his own
powers of tultion after | passed seven.
teen. When | came hceme, as you
know, | became his partoer and as-
glstant untll he dled, leaving me thirty
thousand dollars, and 1 fulfilled my
ltelong desire and went to Paris.”

“Was that all thet drove you to
Parlsa? No love dream, no fair com-
panlon op the stcamer?”

“None. | am heart-whole at thirty-
elght. Can you say as much?”

“Not I. My henrt I8 as full of holes
from Cupld's dart as a skimmer. My
last love, though, I8 the sweeteat

' malden that ever won a heart with
__poft eyed and golden curis.= You shall
4 8ee her. In mll your-travels you have

’ @ mireMoe than Elolse Hunt-

r Oyrus Worthington's face came
utartled look that was almost terror.
“Blciee Hunter,” he erled: “then

added, with a forced carelessnean, "it
is g protty name. Who Is shel"

“The daughter of my landlady, Did
1 oot mention her name when [ wrote
you I bad secured rooms for you
here?” .

n"o‘"

“Well, that Is her name. 8he s the
widow of one Danlel Hunter, who
died, leaving her without one dcllar,

. havipg squandersd her fortune as well
88 his own. Not s bad man, | judge,
biit one who was wickedly recklesa in
oeing money. Well, he is dead, and
his widow keeps this house!"

“And this daughter— how old Is
phe?"

“Nineteen or twenty, I should judge.
Bhe s go little and falr she locks like
A child. You are tired, Cy."

"“Very Ured."

“You are as pale as death. I will
Jeavo you to rest. Pleasant dreams.”

Pale as death, and with his large,
dark eyes full of startled light, Cyrus
morthington paced the floor after his
friend retired.

* "It I fate!” he muttered. “Deetiny.
‘What accident conld throw that girl
atrogs my path three hours after land-
Ing in New York?

Elolse, only daughter of Daulel Hunt-
er. It makes me dizzy to think If

* after all, I am to grasp what I have

, covated for years! Patience, pa-
tience!"

He paced the room for hourw, Hll
the gray dawn erept in at the window,
when he threw himself upon the bed
for a fow hours' reposs. A man of lron
will, of steady nerve, he had been as-

- Balled by the strongest, flercest temp-
‘iution of his life, and he awakened only
to remew the mental conflict,

;hy & pale woman about forty, his
‘landlady, but thers was no sign yet
of Elo Feverishly deslrcua to see
his own oheervations, Cyrus Worthing-

any courss of sotion,

be turped aside by trivial or
opposition, and he had

never infured’an iron constitution by

| aa yoxcess ,of hard, keen intellect and
Wooer

strong will, he was & dangerous
for fair Eloise Hunter & Wiy in her
fadr, §woel beauty, with a dellcats con-
Aatitution ,timid to & fault ,and
as a violst.

He was io the drawing room' in the
afternoon, reading a novel, half hidden
by the folds of & curtaln, when he saw
a Iady couiing across the soft carpet,
who he felt sure must ba Bloise® Hunt-
er. Small a8 a child of fourteén, ex-
quisitely fair, with a wealth of golden
curls caught from & low, broad brow,
& aweet, childlike mouth, and purely
oval face, she was as lovely a viilon of
girlhood as ever's mans eyes rested
upon,

Yet Cyrus Worthington, studying the
face, unsean himself, thought only—

“How weak, timld, easily inflo-
enced!"

Not one thought of the wreng he
was to do her dawnlng womanhood
troubled him. Whatever scruples of
consclence had troubled his night's
vigils were all crushed under the iron
heel of his will, and thers was no
thought mow of turning back from
this purpose. While his eyes still
rested upon her face, Klolse opened
the piano, and from the little taper
fingers flowed the music that comes
by divine gift, the outpouring of in-
apiration. It moved even Cyrus Worth-
ington, no mean judge of the wondrous
exedition of the girl's fingers, or the
power of her genlus. From & heart
full of sadness came walling melodies,
mélting Into dylog cadences, full of
tearful meaning; then slowly there
gathered cn the swest lips an Intense
smlle of wondrogs radiance, and the
minor passages were changed to ten-
der, rippling aire, happy as an infant's
amiles, till some glorious chords of
grand barmony completed this true
malden's dream,

It was evidently hollday work, for
with a sigh Elolsa took a book of
alarming-looking exercises from the
music rack, and began, to practice in
real earnest.

Cyrus Worthingten drew further
back In the folds of the curtain, and
resumed his novel. An hour flew by,
and then Mrs. Hunter came |n,

“Five o'clock, Elolee, rnd pitch dark.
Are you practising properly In the
dark

“lI know- thess lessons by heart,
mamma,” the girl answere din a low,
sweet volce, with & shade of weariness
In the tone,

“Don't waste tle, darling,” the
mother sald zuxicusly; “you know 1
cannot pay for many lessons, and noxt
year you-must try to find scholars.”

“l wish you would let me help you
more," was the reply; “it seems wick-
ed for me to be studying and practis-
Ing while you have so much care and
work.” :

“"You will help me socn, But |
want you to be Independent, Elolse.
I may die, and you could not run this
great houss, but you could teach.. Go
upstairs now; the gentlemen will be
coming in soon to dinner”

“Did the boarder come last night?”

“Doctor Worthington? Yes, dear!
Mr. Loring tells me he ls & great phy-
sicfan, author of some medical books,
and wonderfully skillful. He ls well
oft, too!™

“Ob, mamma, If he could help that
paln!"

“No, dear, no, we will nct trouble
him with our aches and pains. There,
dear, run up stairs; | will send Maggle
for you when I eat my dinver."

Then the parfor was empty, for Cy-
rus sauntered off to his own room
when Mrs. Hunter and her daughter
Wware gona.

He was not many dave an {nmate of
Mrs. Hunter's house befors he discov-
ered that [t was nct that lady's polley
to parade her daughter to her board-
ers. The girl lived llke a nun, in her
own room nearly all day, practising
at an hoyr when the gentlemen were
away, and the ladles lylog down, or
out.

Yot with his resolve In full force,
Cyrus Worthington contrived to see
Blolse very frequently. He would bend
bis great dark eyes upon her face,
and hold ber fascinated for hours by
the eloguence with which he spoke of
musie, of poetry, of all the girl-soul
worshipped. He drew from her the
wtory of the paln her mother suffered
around her heart, and delicately of-
fered professicnal service, where his
skill availed to bring relief, thos mak-
ing ono atep by winning the gratitude
of mother and child.

But while his own hearf knew no
more now Lhan before the sweetnesa
of love, he read In Eloise's eyos none
of the emotion he hoped to kindle
thera. Hoart-whole himself, he had
not heen without conquests ln Lis sel-
fish life, Women had owned the mag-
netle power In his greal, dark eyes,
bis rich voles, the winning eloquence

pdut

Eloise’s Inheritance.

.:J_._

(EEER

£3

death some day, Bert. Theu wh
are you to take Blolse?"

“I will work for her."

her to marry her. Could I but glve
you wealth, you could live In & poet's
paradise, you aad Elolse, neveér grow-
ing old, two grown-up children. But
we are all poor. Do not torture her,
you who love her. Go away and let
Doctor Worthington win ber."

“She will never love him."”

“Not if you are here."

“1 will go then. You will let me tell
her?"

“Why? It will only meke her life
barder, if she thinks you suffer. I will
never foroe her to marry. But—if
Doctor Weorthington oan win her, [
tell you frankly, it will make me very
bappy.”

80 Bert—honest, loyal Bert—for his
ver ylove's sake, turned his face from
bis love and went to another city,
where he was offered a position as
assistant editor upon a magazine, that
was to be a fertune In the future, but
In the presens was rather a log on the
necks of the proprietors.

And Elolss, wondering at Bert's de-
sartion, knew all the sunlight was gons
from her life when he said farewell.
There had been no secret In Bert's
partiag with his friend. Frankly he
had told him his hope, love and de-
spalr, and pathstically {mplored him
to cherish Eloise lovingly, if ho conld
win her love,

Even while he spoke, Cyrus Worth-
ington knew that this love would
never come to anewer hls woolng,
knew that one word of his cculd flood
two lives with happiness, yet kept
sllence. In the days that followed,
when he wooed the fair, pale girl, ten-
derly, devotedly, no pang of remorse
wrung his heart, though he knew he
trod carefully upon all loving flowers
of hope in hers. He was a man who
could have wseen his own mother
writhe In agony, If by her torture he
could have wrung onge new fact for
sclence, and In the scheme of his life
the heart-pangs of a girl counted for
lesa than nothing.

And while be courted the unwilling
love patiently and gently, Mrs. Hunter,
with her falllng health, her pale face
and weary step, pleaded eloguantly In
her very silence. A home of rest for
her mother was what Eloise had bean
promised In delicate words that could
not be resented na a bribery,

“Your dear mother may live for
years In & quiet houss, but this oon-
stant care and toll Is killing her!"™

Bo, little by little, wearing out the
young heart's constancy by steady per-
severance, Cyrus Worthington won
Eloise for his wife. 8he told him she
did not love him, but knowing nothing
of Bert's spoken love to her mother,
she kept her maiden secrot folded close
in her own heart, and whispered noth-
Ing of her love for Bert. If on her
wedding day her white, drawn face
was corpsellke In Its forced com-
posure, what cared Cyrua Worthington
for that? He bad won his game.

Only one week after hin wedding
day, leaving Elolse with her mother,
he wended his way to the office of a
leading lawyer and asked for an in-
terview.

“You were lawyers for Cervase
Hunter?" he asked.

"We were."

‘"You are aware that he dled in Parls
last Beptember?”

“Our business has not required eor-
respoudence since Lhat time,”

“l was his physiclan, and to me he
committed the care of all his papers,
his will among the number."

“H'm, making you hia helr?"

“No, slr, making his nephew's only
child heiress to his wealth, nearly a
milllon, I understand.

“Nearly double that sum. You will
leave the papers?”

“Assuredly, and Mrs, Hunter's ad-
dresa, Miss Hunter became my wife
one week agu. [ leave you the ad-
dress of my assistaot in Parls, the
lawysr who drew up the will, and the
witness, that you may ascertmin that
all Is correct.”

And, unheeding the lawyer's keen,
scrutinizing looks, Cyrs Worthington
bowed himsell out of the office.

“A bold game,” the lawyer muttered;
“he has played his cards well'"

And while he spoke there was a
nolse in the street, a:.rush of many
feet, a clatteriug fall,

“A scaffolding on the house mext
door hes given way,” a olerk orled
with a white face, “and there are men
killed. Nine or ten, say.”

on the Baskets anfl the Pottory—
Shapo, Color and Lines All Mave
Significance.

these are engraved In the
rocks and others are painted thereon,
In some of the caverns, where the

under- | figures are protected from the ele-

bizarre, the welrd and the mysterions,

The art of the American Indian is
manifest principally in the decora
tive. He lacks mos{ of anything, var-
fety In methods of expressing his
nosthetio fdeas. His highest attaln-
ment in aesthetle expression ls In
form. HIB pottery, and baskets have
been shaped in the. most artistio of
designs. In volor, clroumstances have
limited him and his combinations and
blendings have favored the blzarre
rather than tho dellcate and harmon-
lous, -

In the shape and designe of baskets,
of pottery, of utensils and other ar-
ticles In stote; In the decorations up-
on pottery; In color schgme In these
decorations; iw the color snd patterns
in blankets and other woven articles;
In color, deslgn and econstruction of
beadwork; In ornamentation of wear-
ing apparel; in rock painting and rock
carving: In Inlald work; In shell earv-
Ing and shell combinations; in shaping
of silver ornaments and jewelry of
other metals and materials; in the ent-
ting of turguols and other gem stones,
are found the chief expresaions of the
artistic nature of tho Indlans of the
west,

As has leen remarked, one needs
the key to the art of the red man to
fully appreciate {t. One may view an
olla or & bosket and wudmire, in a
casual way, Its geageful contour, Its
pecullar coloring, It odd designs, and
turn away with bul a slight thrill of
pleasure. Let the maker of that ar
ticle interpret the significance of
those colors, pattérn and shape, and
he has found a feast for his soul,

There are poeds, histories and
creeds woven Into every Indian bas-
ket and imprinted upon every dee-
orated piece of pottery, Those ouri-
ous figures are trylng to tell you a
story. The shape of the vessel or
basket tells, when one has the key,
Yor what purpose It was created,
whether It was designed for the house-
hold, for sacred use—and if for the
latter, for what particulas'delty or ao-
caslon—or to be the repository of the
Jewels and precious belongings of Its
possessor. The colors even tefl storles
of thelr own. | J

The Indlans' deslgns are very ex-
pressive. A few lineg signify a great
deal. A horizontal Ilne with a half
circle arching over it may menn:
“There came & great' fipod and it
fpread all over the land) Then an
upward curving lihe, with three short
perpendicular lings resting therain,
will tell that: Three of our ancestors es-
caped the flood In a big capoé amd
were brought safely to lagd.”

Colors  bave three gslgnifications
when used in deggrations, one relating
to things, one relative to time, one of
direction, In the first relation, red
means triumph or suocess; blue means
fallure; black sigoifies death; white
stands for happlness or pesce. Rala-
tive to direction, white stands for the
east, because the sky grows white In
the east st the rising of the sun; blue
repreaonts the weet, because In that d)-
rection sre the blue waters of the
Pacifle; yellow is the symbol of the
north, for the light of the momning
Is yellow in the winter time, when the
sun rises further to the morthward:
red signifies the south, because that
Is the region of ‘summer and the red
sun.

From this interpretaticn of color it
I8 eany to calculate what the time
uignifications are. White may stand
for the morning, or for the apringtime;
blue |s the evenlng—the tme 0! the
sefting son, or sutumin, the season
of cerulean skies; yellow is winter,
the senson of the northern' sun, or
noon, when the earth fs fSooded with
yellow light; red is the summer, be
cause it symbolizes the land of sum-
mer. It is aleo considered a sacred
color, because it ig symbolle- of blood,
the life and strength of man, and the
consequent sourca of his sucoess and
achievement. i

In many of the bagkets of the red
mwan—or, rather, (he red woman—ap-
pear geometrical figures, the produc-
tion of which requires correct enwmer-
ation of the minute s or weaves
of the pattern, and

says; .
';tmh study gﬂ all ‘women's
k in basketry, us well an weaving

oidery, reveals the faot

!
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ments, ti- colors mre as bright today
a5 when Iald on, centuries ago.

“Bome of the roek pletusesi of both
the past and the present are more in
the line of Iterature than of
They are historieal records, sign:
boards, maps of localitfes to show
tralls and the location of springs. Oth-
ers, however, are more In the line of
historical snd religious paintings and
were evidently the creation of artist-
le minda wrought principally to satis
fy the creative desirea of the artist
who produced them.

“War seenes were favorite subjects
of the aboriginal artist. Hunting
scenes follow next In order, and re-
liglous subjects rank next. With some
tribes, however, the Iatter subject
/unks first.

“The Navajos are particularly fond
of pleturing thelr religlous ceremonles
and they have a poculinr. style of art
by means of which this s done. This

is what |s termed 'dry painting' The |in

pletures are made In sand—uot by
marking the outlines upon the sand,
but by sprinkling different’ colored
sands on the ground, forming pictures
resembling palntings. Frederick Del-
leabaugh thus describlog this method
of pleture making:

“‘All the dealgns are made with the
utmost care and precision, being
drawn according to an exact system,
except In minor points, where the
artist is left to his imagination. So
far ns Is kmown, the system s not
recorded In any way, but depends en.
tirely upon the memory of those in
charge. Changes must therefore oc-
eur In the course of time. The sand
fa tralled out of the hand ‘betwpen
the thumb and forefinger, and when a
mistake Is made, It ls corrected by
renewing, at that point, the surface
of the sand which forms the general
ground of the wark. No less than 17
ceremonies are {llustrated in drawings
of this kind,'"

Art as applied to the metals has
reached its highest development with
the Navajos of Arisona

QUAINT AND CURIOUS,

The oldest graduates of Yale and
Harvard are ministors,

The longest pontoon bridge In the
world s at Calcutta, Indis, and Is a
permanent structure.

All the soldiers In the army of Ar
gentina are forced to play football. It
Is said to train them to bear the hard.
ships of battle.

There are about 45,000 hotels In
this country, representing a capital of
$0,000,000,000, and giving employment
to 3,600,000 people.

A Japanese bride gives her wedding
presents to her parents as o slight
recompense for the trouble they have
taken (n bringing her up.

In Laland the crime which Is pun-
lsliad most severely next to murder
is the marrying of a girl agalnst the
express wish of her parents.

In England the annual consumption
of southern frult amounts to 18 pounds
per head. In Germany it averages no!
quite three pounds per head,

In Armenia children are not allowed
to play with dolls. It Is feared that
if this were permitted the little ones
would learn t0*worship them as idols,

The criminal ‘fode of China has
been revised and: Uslicing to death”
has been done away ‘with. It in said
that all forms of torture will socon
be abolished.

A Chelgea (England) bospltal Is
mourning the logs of & bequest of
§$6000 through a legal Informality. The
testator signed his will in his bedroom,
and the witnesses thoughtlessly car-
ried It Into another room before sign-
ing It, thus making the document p-
valld.
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DAY, DECEMBER 14, 1904,
s A SERMON FOR SUNDAY|»

A STRONG DISGOURSE ENTITLED
'THE KNOWLEDGE OF Gopt¥

NUMBER 50

Fho Rev, Livingston L, Taylor Tells Whe
Religion la an Affalr of ihe Eounl dn.d

Brookryn, N, Y.—8u i
the Puritan Oonuqntb:adi“t‘?:r?l?}th:
rlhr, the Rev. leanrlon L. Taylor, had
o l}ill subject o!” The

owledge of God.
Im Ixxxivi2: “My heart and my flesh
lh_donl or the living God," Mr. Toy-

r said: -

I come back to this pulpit In po uncer
tainty of mind with reference to what my
mensage should be. I know, at any rate,
where it must begin. Unless [ mistake
the terma of my commission, unless I mis
take the nature of the means placed at my
disposal, which are the Bible and the

less I mistake the example of
my Master, it jo my business to help men,
%0 far a8 in me liea, to find God.

There is no mistaking my own migd,
nor what the summer bas dove to rm
it in this conviction, To me, ae to many
m, the glory of the Lord hag been re-

anew in earth and sky and sea. To
me, as to many of you; has come the op-
unity to read and to think and to ens

't into the thoughts of other persons. We

vé gone ot of doora with our rel g

¢ have taken our idens of God and life
away from home with us. We have trav-
eled far afield with them in the books
moh? we have rend. llow have they

For myself T did not b" any means get
rid of Jereminh'a words by preaching on
them last SBunday momning. ¥ atay by
me, as they began®tostay by me in the
early summer. "“The gods that have not

the heavens and the earth, these

shall perieh from the earth and from un-

ae'rut ¢ heavens." Ba“[vu and mrtl:l be;;
mony against every inadequate ides

God. “{ must have & God whom nothing
heaven or on earth con dethrone, Wi
must have a Gid our faith in whom nﬂJ
not be shaken by anything we may Jearn
about nature, or ahout the Bible, or about
tho life of men and oations. We must
bave & God who will not break down and

ish out of our souls in the bour of trial,

Ve must have o God who shall be God to
us, our Uod, even when we can only e
with Job, "Ob, that I knew where
might find Himi” We must have & God
to whom we may say, “Father, into Thy
honds L commend my spirit” in the very
hour in which we may have cried “My
God, nar God, 'h'f: bast Thou forsaken
me!"’ Such is the'God and Father of our
Lord and Baviour Jesus Christ. Such fs
the God from whom nothing in the heights
or in the depths, nothing ﬂa the pust, the
}munl ‘rr the future could detach the
aith of Paul. Bach is the God our need of
wlmrnbmn;i“ irhevultd to u!ut any mo-
ment by t n af some greal
ealamity. Sue iah:gaﬂgﬁ«l our nee‘dr of
whom will bear down upon our minds
more and more heavily as we face more
and more frankly the facts of life.

ero ia o man who has been summoned
by a '_'""!“iih‘ message to the bedaide of
his child. As ha from ferry to fer
to mscertnin by what route he can rea
ber most quickly, every man he addresses
eads h‘:p neoret and a og- im kindnesa.
nneotionn are close. Over every signal
ht that delays him the ehgineer

night lamp J-n o sick room that
every second lost mu.t be ma
eoié uctnﬁ. nerv, hurries
and on the train at every stop. ints

won, The father m;z bufdn his child,

are the doclors. There are the
nurses. There are friendas.
$hat human love and sympath
oan t i being done. ia th

God? i say, [nther, where is thy God?
Nature says to him, "I have contrived s
little sack in your child’s body. 1 Lave
filled it with poison. Within twenty-four
tmlg{n to break it. If I break
it your child will die; If you are willing
to take other chancew, let the surgeona re-
}nora it, Then I will ‘do the best I can
or you.

Bome men tell me that their God is na-
ture. Does your God thus speak His whole
mind? “’hi‘ that room where a father
making up hin mind what anawer to give
to nature’s uitimatom is flooded with pure

love. Ew y cares. Ape vou to
soy "b%ﬂ but uoﬁ' m“l‘!m’ o [God

a sick child to be accounted for.
There is & haroh ultimatum of natyre to
bo sccounted for, But there are ming

rts in that room to be mccounted for,

whould
kri' tillﬁih :;? h.:l:l:g with

! we tanght to amsoni
thotight of God, Tn the midst of e con

a
Ve, can even think of onree
when it is all over, Iomﬁ‘m and t:.“'l
ing:
“With mercy and with jodgme
lld: web of time He {rm o
And aye the dews of sorrow
Were |

1 -%f,." think of the positive apects of
Co 5,
- i hd“tl :'l'h:.lhllt ?l'l'l

i God.

Everything | Lind

ia Thou didst hide these things from the

hear)

i, s
i o iy, dse e g v 1
i
tﬁllb rl:ﬁdu# noed to
15 mt.ﬁwﬂm 1 am sick of plati-
i, EvdNions glttering generalilics,

want to be treato mucerity. I
mlhhujtluiim te truth, not “es toa
little child,” but as to a grown man, who

o reason as well_as feel, 8 man who
l'n sinned and suffered and, now fain
would find & safe anchorage for his soul
in this sea of doubt and trouble.”

The editorial article written in answer
to this munication breathes the spirit
of Him who went to His disciples in the
g: with which they were battling on

HNiee, It saya wery little about the
hﬂm quientions the man has raised.
ﬂnt:llu | #nd the soul for granted. It
reduces religion to {ta simplest terms and
leta it go at that for the presint. Whether
it has amceomplished mnything for the
storm-tossed correspondent I do not know,
B"ﬂ. I do know some whom it lias helped

othors whom it is likely to help, Men

{ whose spicitual vigissitudes I have some
dn: have wpoken of it with geati-
tude,
The narrower melbod of sectarian, doge
matic insiabence in perilous, The existenes
of a denomination may depend upon t
[ ance of the teventh day of the weel
o the Babbath. But it is a ruinous thing
fora yuunufpomn to get tho idea that the
existence of God {s wrapped up in that
dogua and dhat he might as well abandon
tho religious life altogether ss to let that
0. It has been an element of de-
nominational strength to have eertain fixed
ideas with reference to the proper mode
and mnbjecta of baptiam. But it in & spirit-
ual misfortune if a young Baptist has not
o pastor wise enongh to tell him, if he lets
go thie doctrive, that religious life is guite

mible without it. It is possible to cher-
sh snd to insist on viewa of the Bible, the
modification of whirh seema to some, when
they find it necessary, to threaten the very
foundations of their faith in Gad

Religion is an affalr of the soul and God.
The Bible, the chureh, the creeds, the sac-
raments are designed to serve the soul and
God in this high and holy relationship.
God has a life in the souls of men which
these means are meant to promote and
never to hinder. They do not come be-
tween the soul and God. Home sweet old
mystic bas emid: “The eve by which I seo
God is the same eye by which Tle secs me,”
And we may say, aleo: “The longing with
which we long for God is the longing with
which He longs for us. The Jove with
which we Jove Him is from the fountain of
His love for us.” Iun a relationship which
in the eharing, the identity of life, what
room is there for intermediary means and
miinisteries? We have precious documents,
precious doetrines, precious sacraments and
ordinances. Bub it is mot they that give
life to the soul. They do minister richly
to that life, bul it is, as it were, from
withont that they minister. Tf the soul
ever really knows God at all, it knows Tlim
ns it knows itsell. The soul 1 sure of il-
welf, BE the same sort of certitude it is
sure of God,

Don't get the idea that yim ean prove
the existence of God. Fonmie dav von hay
fall in with a man who is n better reasoner
who will take the other side, Then, if you
really think you believe in God becausi
you can prove that He exista, yon may find

our faith badly shaken. “Every one that
oveth ia begotten of God and knoweth
He thnat loveth not, knoweth not
God; for God ia love.” We know God with
that immediate kind of knowledge with
whick we know the feelings of our own
hearta, If it in ponsible for wa to love, it ia
possible for us to know God and to know
that we know Him, And John tells uva
that the proof there fa.a (fod o
known and that we know , o th

ind of proof, the very same proof, that
we must give, if we say that we love.

Luke tells us how Jesus sent out seventy

[ His disciples to do in all the towns of
ialiles na they had seen Him do. vy
henled the mick. They preached the gospel
of the kingdom. Men and devila eave heed
to them. They returned to Him with
great joy to tell Him all. As He listened
to them, an He Inoked into their facea, He
rejoiced, They had understood Wim. It
was then that He said: T thank Thee, O
Father, Lord of Heaven and Earth, that

wise snd prodent and didst reveal them
unto babes” He has sweceeded. Plain
men, seventy of them, bad come to know
rough Hin:.

To every minister of Hia, to every fol-
lower, Jesus in saying: “Enter inta this su-
preme joy of thy Lerd, This is the joy for
vou to seel; this i the success for which
you should work and pray: that through |

ou men may come to know God.” Tt wna
or this very lhin.f thag Ho gave thanks
the pight before He died. To somp He
knew He had given eternal life, And what
sould He say in His thankagiving that |

more pleasing to His Father than
what He did say! “And this ia lile eter-
nal, that they might know Thee, the only |
true God. and Jesus Christ, whom Thou
hast sent.”

we
utiful o
, from whom all holy desires, :lI.JuM
counsels and all just works do proceed—."
We want onr fellowship in service to be
prampted and accompanied hy holy desires,
wuided by good counsels and abounding in
faat wotks: Tho, desire to know God e
the holieat of all desires, the decpest foun-
counsel, the most effectiva in-
spiration of just works. My it be the
honest and the constant desire of our
heartal

in our work, the words of Lhe
prayer ring in my cars: ‘O

GAMES FOR THE CHILDREN.

A dry land crab mace Is & very
amusing gamo for the little ones, and
18 played In this manner; A starter
and an umplre are pneecded for the
orab race, which shou!d be run on
aoft greew tnrf. Ten yards or thirty
feet |s quite long enough for . The
racers kneel down on all fours and
form In Yme at the starting polnt,
with thelr backs towa'd the winning
post, At the slgoal off they go, each
one- erawléng backward.

The race is not always fo the swift.
It ls not at all easy to keep' ln @
straight line, and overy time & racer
turns to ook over his shoulder he
losea time and ground. ‘Thore will be
collislons, bumps, and all sorts of

amuse the apectetcrs and the ohil
dren, too.

Though & lawn is not vory hard
upon stogkings, small balngs, who
wear socks are mostly encoursged by
thelr nurfes Lo emter this raoce,

little mishaps, which will thoroughly |

. =
~  GALL'S THE THING.
Adrr ¥

in thi llfe'lw
t l"lol.etl i

"\ and title-1at
hate,

Love an -
When Its winning and reoverses, when
" ity blossings and its ourses, whew
I f:!l t:nd ot::pt: purses
rns
When at nhances you are nabbing, into
evary scheme nre dabbing and 8§
every root are grabhbing
O At you fa ll:n
ough you've nerve
Eu ernenth your business jackes,
ynu‘l‘]‘mn;h’um |]|’.'orm Lo baok 16—
oh I8 E
<2 —Denver Post.

o, with ita gab

JUST

%

“What platform does that political
spenker favor?” “The lecture plat-
form, chlefly."—Washington Star.

Bacon—"He went to the fancy. dress
ball in & costume made of old letters.”
Egbert—“Bort of a suit of mail, eh?"—
Yonkers Statcsman. \

Redhorse Dan—"Kin ye handle &
gun, siranger?’ Percy Boulevarder—
“l don't have to. 1 own an auto.—
Baltimore American,

Ward—"8uy, you sin't going to vota
for Bender, are you? He's crooked,
you know." Street—"Yes, but he Is on
the stralght tleket."—Boston Tran-
script.

Wife—"1 hope you talked plalnly to
him." Husband—"I dld Intend, 1 told
bim he was a fool, a perfect fool!"
Wife (approvingly)—"'Dear John! How
exactly llke you!"—Punch.

“When you say that a thing Is ‘well
enough as it is’ what do you mean,
father?” *That you think it ought to
be Improved at once but that you're too
lazy to fix It."—Drooklyn Life.

“Why Is she so strenuous to main-
tlaln the proprietory of & Woman marry-
ing n man 20 years older than herself?
One would almost suppose she had
done g0, “That's just what she wish-
o8 you lo suppose.”—Muelk,

“Well, my frlend Jones has heen
elected,” sald the officesceker. 1 want
to send him some flowers, What would
you suggest?  “Forget-menols would
be Just the thing for you," replied the
wise friend.—Philadelphia Ledger.

McQueery—"Hasher's ecomic opera
had its premiere performance last
night, eh! You were thers, of course.”
Crittlek—"0h yesa." McQueery—"Was
any of the music new?’ Crittlck—
“Yes, at one time."—Phlladelphla
Prees,

Mrs, g ind
Heary, “He needs
rousing; I think a mild shock would
help him.” Mrs. Crisscross—'‘That's
easy; 11l tell him I ordered three new
dresses this morning.”"—Chicago Daily
News,

“The mills of the gods grind slowly,”
quoted the long-faced man in the blatlk
coat. “Why don't they put in somo
modern machinery?”’ asked the man
from Minneapolis. “Up our way they
turn out 500,000 barrels s day."—Cin=
cinnat! Tribune,

“Look here!" exclaiped the Irate
honsekeeper. “Don't you know gas
comes out of the furnace you sold me?"
“Wall, what do you expect Lo come ont
of a cheap furnace?” demanded the
stove dealer. "Electric lights?"—Chls
cago Dally News.

*§o0 you have taken your son [nto the
hank to work his way up from the bot-
tom? How Is he doing?" “Oh, falrly
well. He reported for duty twioe last
week and htng around for nearly an
hour each time, (n spite of the fact
that (here was a golf lournament go-
fog on."—Chicago Record-Herald,

o

ro

Historlan—"Hoy, s this the fleld up "

on which the great batile was fought?™*
Natlve boy—"No, zur; that be it at
the top of that hill. Historian—""Dear,
dear! That hill must be quite a mile
away! (Playfully) Why ever didn't

they fight It in this feld?" Boy—1
suppose becanse this here vield belongs =
to Varmer Jonson. He never will lend

his vields for anything, mot even for
t' village aporta!""—Punch;
ry————

Too Costly to Glve Away.

-

battlo with its =

face tho r,utﬁ -

) :
FUN

Among the first class passengers om
a home-bound transatlantio steamship

' was & young woman whose extreme

economy had not permitted any lavish

expenditures during the forelgi tour,

Tt was, consequently, with commengs

able pride that she reforred

Iy to the material for two sllk dre
u‘ " .
was bringing home to her mother
sister. Hven the suggestion of ¢ .

purchased at & bargain, which sl




