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The grassy slope halfway down the
cliff inclined ut exactly tho right an-
gle.  They leaned comforiably back
anid walched the sea,

o1 {hink," enid the girl, softly, "itU's
perlect] ¢ wonderful.”

"The =eéa?" he Inquired.

She hall turped her head
him and smiled.

“Me?" he haszarded, hopefully.

“Perfectly wonderful,” ghe explalned
“that no one else has chosen (0 come
and sit here (his morning.”

He pulled his hat further over lhis
eyoes,

“That wasn't,” he remarked, “what
you were going to say; but no malter,
Did you observe that I carrled a large

toward

For a moment thersa was silence.
Then she turned to him slowly, and
her volee sounded tired and weak, *1
—don't—know,” she sald, hesitatingly.
"It's so diMeolt to—""

He nodded as sho p d. Of course,
she was thinking of her people, of the
diMeulties that would be raised. “Da
not answer now,” he said, [ can walt,
of course.”

But she seemed not to hear him.
“There's a thing," she smald, “that's
bothering me. 1 hardly know how to
tell you, [It—it will seem =0 silly it
there's nothing in I But 1| must
know for certain. Has it ever struck
you that 1 am at all llke—some one
elve?* She looked at him soarchingly.

flat pucket with me this morntng? | Sho was trying to catch him; she

Blhie nodded without Interest.

“And that there is a woulen poat
on the clilf above us?"

Iﬂ""slbl

“The packet,” he explolned laxilz,
“was n placard marked 'Private, and
I nailed it to the post.”

She Inughed appreciatively. “De
lighted,” she said. “Firet, you lull one
fnto the bellef that your remark Is go-
fng to be pointless, and then—well,
the pofnt sudden!y pricks. Not that Qv
wasn't a silly thing to do. No one
will take any notice of your ‘By or-
der."

“They'll think it's Lord (Manmore's
—till this afternoon, when the agent
will enlighten them," he sald placid-

Bhe laughed agaln. “But about your
points,” she reflected; “I must try and
learn yol.rr trick of bringing them
out."”

“It s the little trade that I have
learned,” he misquoted, modestly.

“That you are learning,” the cor-
rected. “A dramatist can't have learn-
ed all his trade at the age of—al your
age.”

“That 1 am
agreed, politely.

Bhe smiled. ' You're vastly ngreeabie
this morning.”

“45 1 always endeavor to be,” he

PIUBCH ALY . .

poked at him keenly. He Wi
k his hand to push his hat o

learning then,” he

Don't move"” she commande
mickly; “I'm going to draw you" J
*Very well” His hand dropped ~to

Mbis side and thers was a pause.

YAg you sure,” he demurred, anx-
fously, after & minute, “that you can
draw my patriclan pose [rom mem-
ary ™ |

“Oh, don't be uneasy,” she said,
frankly. “1 don't want your patrician
nose—nor your face at all”

“My clothes,” he suggesied, with
gratifieation, “were made"—

“It fsn't your clothes, elther,” she
broke In. “It's your. attitude.'

“Ah, My attitude suggests?”

“The Incarnation of Sloth,” she said,
cealmly.

He sat up suddenly and pushed back
his hat His tace was a dull red.

L "0Oh," she murmured, regretfully,

looking out to sea, “how (actless of

yon! You'll mever recover thdt po:i-

He opened his lips for a sharp re-
gort; then thought better of it

“I'l try,” he said, shortly, and lay
back again, pulling his hat oer his
eyes. "

For ten minutes the sound of pen-
oll and indin robber alono disturbed
the sllence. Hamberton had much 1o
think of. The pext half-hour would
decidé whether hin life was to be one
of eany Idleness or of unwilling labar,
He was anxlous to know, but he real-
fzed to a nicety when he oughl (o
speak. In n little while she would be-
gln to be sorry that she had hurt him;
that would be the moment.

"“His lUps curved In & smile a5 he
thought over the positlon. A fortune

. hunter—he, without shame, admitted
to himself that he.was—bui he had

. asked for litla beyond the fortune.

‘had_been

That Faute should send it through a
yopng, preity and Utled girl and
_ #honld, withal, add a spice of the un-
usunl to flavor the whole was, he ac-
knowledged, generous. For the girl
who bad spent & wonth In the same
villnge with him—she at the houre of
her old nurse, he at the Inn—calling

* hermelf Eleanor March, was, as be
to know, none other than

+ ~-Lady Hermlove Forbes, possessor in

~ her own right of an-Income of some.
over fifteen thousand poundsy.
The knowledge had reached  him
‘through the puges of a magazine e
at the inn, where his eys
caught by a very excellent
the girl. His tonsclence
him a trifle, but ha
Ha gonnlnely liked her;
good to her,

had a suspiclon, a doubt. Hamberton
wias surprised, but he had his featurss
admirably under control.

"“S8ome one I know?" he asked, with
interest.

"No; st least—you live In London—
you may have seen her—"

“London,” he protested, smilingly,
“Is large.”

"Yes.” She was watching his faca
eagerly. “Nut—she's In eoclely.”

"Really ™" He exhibited just the right
shade of amused surprise. “Is the Mie-
ness very siriking?

Bhe put out her hand for an illus-
trated weekly paper that lay on the
gprass beslde her, but her eyes never
left his face.

"You can judge for yoursell,” she
ghe sald, slowly. "“There's a portrait
of her in this week's ‘“Whirligig.' *

He took it from her without undue
BARETIIESA.

“Ah!" he sald, and looked up to
compare the likeness with her face.
“It's marvellous. But for the name
below I could bave sworn it was you."

“Yes, IU's rather odd, I suppoas,”
she agreed, Indiferently, “though, of
course, I've got used to it. But | wanl-
ed to tell you, You see, If you hadl
ever seén Lady Hermione Forbes in
town, you might, quite naturally, have
thought that | was she, masquerading
down bere an the dsnphisr of a poor
artist. And if T had allowed youh
to remain unenlightened—" She did
not finlsh the sentence, '

“Thank you for telling me," he said,
cravely; “but, you ste, | never dld sen
Lady Hermlone Forbes—in town."
There was the barest suggestion of a
pause before the last two words—as
n silve to his consclence.

“Ah,” she sald, In a colorless zorl
of voive, “then I needn't have troublad
o tell you.”

“8o0, now.,"” he urged, gently, “does
it make any difference to your an-
swer?

“Oh," she sald, breathlessly, “1 don't
know. It all depends on—on you."

And, before he had time to glve even
a guess at her meaning, she had fled
up the steep path to the village,

He was vaguely disturbed, There
was somethipg that he did not under-
stand, he, who prided himself on see-
Ing farther than the average, and he
picked up the paper abhe had left be-
hind, Instinetly conscious that the ex-
plasation lay there.

But the beautifu), mobile face told
him nothing. His eyés droyped to the
paragraph below:

Lady Hermione Forbes, whone
portrait we give agove, though one of
the most beautlful and popular girls
In soclety, Is by no means as fond of
town life as most of ber comtempor-
arles. This yenr she haw grown tired
of the whirl of galely even sooncr
than usual, and Is at present passing
her time in her favorite pursuit, cruls-
Ing in the Mediterranean with a fow
friends of similar tastes.

His eyes were opened at last. What
an nbject fool he had been, and how
he had let his imagination run rlot,
Therse was no disguive, no concesl-
ment, no splee of the unususl. The
artist’s daughter was—the artist's
daughter, and Lady Hermione Forbes
was crulsing in the Mediterranean. He
laughed savagely, and tried to read-
Just his ideas. What was the next
thing to be done? He rose mlowly (o
hix feet and stood still. He must get
back to London, he supposed, as quiek-
ly us possible. And Eleanor? The
Kleanor who was really Eleanor?
What about her? Was he to may any-
thing to her bafore he went? Some:
thing rose In his throat and seemed.
to stick there. He began Lo realize that
he was the vietim of unusual sensas
tions. It was characteristic of the
dramatist in him that he should paunge
to analyme them,

“Homebow,” he reflected, Inoredn-
lously, “T don’t seem to want to go. [
want—I want Eleanor. Yes, that's I,
I belleve—I really beliove I don't car:
about apything olse," He drew a derp
breath, To have jost eontrol of his

They sat down on a bank. “What a
blessing there's & moon, she sald, con-
tentedly.

Hamberton nodded, with his head
turned away. She noticed hia position,
and It helped her to go on waltlng. It
was proof positive that he was Io
sackeloth and ashes, Nover, otherwise
would be have denled himself the re-
ward of watching her face uax she
read. :

“Thank you,” she sald, when she
had finlshed, and thers was a note of
exultation in her volee, “l knew you
could do It. It's got what the othera
all lack—the human note. What made
you do fe?*

He looked at her desperately. “1
love you, Eleanor. You made e do
e

Bhe seemed to shrink away from
him, and the exultation in her eoyes
turned to pain.

“Ah, don't,” she sald; “please don't,"
and made 4 movement to go.

“If you wouldn't mind,"” he pleaded,
“walting just another minute—I1've got
something that has to be sald. To-mor-
row—I] may be a coward ss well as n
knave, Will you wait? It won't take
» minute to tell, And—and 1 shall nev-
er dare to ask you anything again."

A stiliness came Into her attitude,
and eager expectancy into her eyes.

“Yeg," she sald. “I'll walt, Tell me."

“I"ve -behaved like a sweep,” he sald.
“I've decelved you; I've lied to you, I
hated work and 1 wanted to marry
money—to marry you for your money.
And | was sure all the time that you
were lLady Hermlone Forbes; sure
when | msked you to marry me; sure
when you showed me her portrait. It
was only when 1 read what was be-
low the portrait that my eyes were
opened. That's all, 1 think."

He walted for ber words of biting
seorn or contemptuous dismissal. They
did not come.

“Quite all?' she asked,
vole®™

“Quite; excepi, of course, that [ am
—gorry.”

She turned to him. “'l accept your
apology,” she sald. “It's rather mag-
nanimous of me, isn’t it"—she smiled,
“secing that you are getting off quite
unpunished 1"

“Unpunished!™ he burst out. "Un-
punished, when I love you, and—" He
broke off short. “1 beg your pardon.”

“I'm awfully giad,” she sald, “that
you told me before—" Il_ltﬂ_l,__._‘

“Beto ‘me?" he
said, quitk Iy; but—
but must you

“Before | had

in a low

she ended

quie¥.

“what?" He stood up with & jerk

1he next moment he had seen that
her eyes were full of tears

“Eleanor,” he cried, “what have 1
done? Forgive me. 1 dldn't dream
you care enough—"

8he flung him her hands passionate-
ly.

“T cared,” she cried, between laugh-
ter and tears, "I cared so much that
I couldn’t tell you 1 knew, because
then | should have desplsed you; and
how s it posalble to live, desplaing
the man one—loves?”

“Loves?" he echoed, In an awesiruck
whisper; “loves? Eleanor! in splte of
that?"

“Not in spite of, but because ol
Don't you see, you've told me, and that
was what | was waiting for. If I had
had to tell you—oh, | should have
prayed to dle afterwards!"

There was a pause. He was think-
ing things over.

"What was it you
Eleanor?" he asked.

“Everything. That you had seen
that magazine al the inn—I Jeft It
there; that you thought I was Lady
Hermione; that you didn't belleve any-
thing | toid you about myself. Bo I
thought, if 1 left that copy of "The
Whirliglg' fgr you to see you would
have to belleve. [ suppose that was
what made you see!”

He nodded, flushing. "Can you learn
to trust me, do you think, Eleanor?™
he asked, humbly.

“Can you learn to work? she re-
turned, smiling.

“Eleanor,” he sald, earnestly, *1
want to work. Somehow, you've made
everything different. You won't laugh
it 1 say I think you've made me dif-
ferent since this morning, and [ want
—good Heavens, how badly I want to
forget the man [ was up to this morn-
ing!"

“I was always walting,” she sald,
softly, “for the man you were golog
to be*

There was a pause,

"And Ir," she suggested, tenderly,
"your work should bring us wealth?”

He straightened himself. “Still I
should work,” he sald; “you've tanght
mn to despise drones.”

A great gladness shone in her eyes.
» “That copy of “The Whirligig,' " she
sald, irrelevantly, “was one 1 had
printed speclally for mysell. I had
that lttle bit about the cruise in the
Mediterrancan putl in.”

He looked astonished. “Why, Elean-
ort™

"Oh: don't you see?"—Her voloe was
veiy W, et

He stared at her sllently. “Eleanor!”
he said at iast. y

8he made room for.him beside her
on the bank. “I'm tired,” she ‘sald,

knew  before,

bition by Sharks and
a Big Drurlll When Quarantine Was
Lifted. ;
“The E on was never what
you eall a lu ship," sald a man who
used to be _S¥the navy, "and the ex-
plosion of fer bollers was the climax
of a rathed checkered histary. I made
one crulsed aboard of her, on the Pa-
cific statjon, (o, and Lhat crulse
doesn't stick {n my mind with any
pleasant recollections worth mention.
Ing.

“That was the crulse when she took
the Aslatie cholera on board down &t
Honolulu, bazk in 1895, That was a
mean business. Not that the ship
was swept by the cholers, for she
wasn't. | the plugging around
quaranting that she had to do—all”
hands In| sight of land lor three
months, fanl not a chance to get
ushore—was a job that 1 wouldn't go
through sgajn for quadruple sea pay.

“Only hand died of the disease,
an apprentide; but the authorities of
Hawall and [all the ships that drifted
In mand out/of Honolulu and &il the
rest of the Hawnllan ports made a
leper of us, all the same, on account
of that ongy boy's death, and we all
fell as If might just as woll he on
the Islaud of Molokal, where thoy put
the Kanaka lepers.

“The cholera got on board the Ben-
nington that time In a pecullar way.
It all came about through the ship-
ment of a \eargo of Chinese coolies for
the Hawnllan sugar plantations to
Honolulu on the steamer Belgic,

“On  the way down to Honolulu
cholera broke out among them, but
the deéatlyy were put down to poneu-
monia and pothing was said about
cholera. ('he coolies were landed at
Honolulu gand were all huddlcd In the
Chinese qguarter.

“Through that quarter runs & creek,
The Chifks washed thelr clothes In
that creek, and it was the creek that
carried the Aslatle plague on board
the Benplngton. The way it hap-
pened was this:

"The ship was anchored not very
far from the month of the creek. The
weather was pretty hot, and the men
for'ard of the Bennington were per-
mitted t swim after knock-oft every
evening. | They went In one evening
aflter thf cholera had broken out In
Heauvlul " Hands awim
pleked up wmr 1.

“It was y named Goebel, from
Georgetowng ). €., who swallowed the
microbe, or]l maybe a bunch of mi
erobes, that fowed into the harbor
water from‘ihe Chinese creek.  That
evening whife he was on walch he
began to grab at his mildle. They
found him with a ghastly look In his
face and pretty nigh all gone, and
cartled him aft to the sick buy. He
lved until about midnight, when he
passed out, dead from as bad a case
of the Aslatic thing as ever climbed
the side of a ship.

“It was mighty curious to watch the
offect of that news nupon the men for'
ard. It gave us o fine chanece to mark
a dead line of cleavage between the
game, or, rather, the selfcontalned
men, and the naturalborn cowards

“When all hands were piped, the
men who were there with what you
might call the nerve turned oul same
as usual, tashed and stowed thelr
hammocks, and turned to without any
chaw among themselves or any cast:
Ing of glances aft. The boy was dead,
and of the Aslatle cholern. Well, what
of It? .

“The cholera had & awell chance to
sweep the ship and make her a char-
nel. Bure, but what of that, too?

“That was the way the deceat, self-
controlled men of the crew, for'ard,
viewed the matter, from their de-
meanor, Bo they did thelr early
stunts, and ate thelr bhreakfasts, and
lit tholr pipes when the smoking lamp
was aglow, and smoked in silence.
Talklng wasn't going to help anybody
or anything, aod they knew it

“But the ly-livers of the crew for'-
ard—and 1 am bound to say that there
were few Americans among them—
took It in another way. They turned
out shaking rnd muttering and ex-
changing looks with each other, and
blamed If some of them didn't appear
to be almost afrald to go as far aft
as the hammoek nettings on the maln
deck to stow their sleeping bege, they
were in such an Inward panic,

“Well, the skipper of the ship—
Commander Plgman hr was, and no
better one ever ale In & Guehanded
mess—hiad the crew called to gquar
ters & bit mhead of time that morn-
ing, and he made us a Hitle talk, He
didn't try to minimize the wicked
ness of cholera, bul he sald that there
wasn't any dangor. He desoribed the
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fact.
“Well, after the boy's body was put
away in the Honoluly greund the Bea-
nington was told to sheer off. Bhe
was put under indefinite quarantine.

“From then on we had to do slouch:
ing around all sorts of Hawallan
ports, looking for a bit of comfort or
cheer, and getting none anywhere,
First, we dropped into the roads In
front of Lahains, on the Island of
Maul. Belng badly In need of some
fresh provisions, the steam cutler was
sent  ashore one morning with the
stewards with the idea of dickering
with the Lahainaites from a distance.

“The steam cutter hadn't got within
yelling dlstance of the Lahalna land-
Ing place before a whole bunch of
Kannkaes, led by a few whites, were
soen lined up there with shotguns In
thelr hands, Our ship was a blooming
leper In their sight, you see, 'and they
weren't golng (o let any steam cutler
of ours gets within megaphoning dis-
tance of the Lahaina dock.

“We got no provislons al Lahalna,
nor anywhere else. We lolled around
there for a long time, eating junk
and cracker hash and pretty blue, and
then we slunk up to the rough waters
In front of Hanalel, on the Island of
Langl, where we rolled and tossed for
a ppace.

“After that we crawled down to
Hllo, the town on the main island of
Hawall, where, after walching us and
fnspecting us and feeling of uvs ens-
plelously for a long time they finally
sald that we were all right and could
Iand., That was the end of the miser-
able experience,

“The crew for'ard got thelr longed-
for beach |iberty In watches, the star.
board watch first. Now, there fsn‘t
any need to condome it, for [t was only
natural, seeing that the crew had been
cooped up on board ship so long, bhut
I want to go on record as saylng that
the shore lHberty In Hilo of those two
whiches of the Bennington's crew
that time constituted the most whop-
ping bluejacket drunk that I've ever
seen in any quarter of the world, and
I've geen some powerful snd amazing
bluejacket drunks up and down the
earth, in my time.

“The Hilo authorities swore In slews
and slathers of Kannka deputles with
the idea of curbing the sltuation, bui
the relaxed and Joyons Bennington
just chased those Kanakas half-
way to the top of the voleano of
Mauna Loa, which Is about 15,000 feet
high, and up there they stayed tiii all
hands of the Benningtoe crew were

yanked off to the ship by the marine,

gunrd and the ship pulled back to
Henolulu,

“But it wns a bad piece of a crulse,
and the Bennington was a natural-
born sad one, At that, the little old
hooker deserved somsthing  betler
than to be tossed up by a set of punk
boilers, and It kKind o' hurt to hear
ahout her going that way."—New York
Sun.

QUAINT AND CURIOUS,

A Sheffield (England) firm has o
view In its window a pocketknife pos.
sessing 76 blades, Kach blade has &
local seene engraved upon [t

The true worth of a girl In Al
banla 18 sometimes readily estimaled.
When she desires to marry she ocol-
lectg all her money and mounts it
on her head, s0 that observers may
fiote her financial value.

James Carey Walker of Baltimore,
a blind student for the minlstry, has
performed a remarkable feat of re-
ducing to the point system eleven

chapters of the Book of 8t, John, and -

Hadley and Allen's Greek grammar

The Mundesley (England) parish
councll, which struck out a ndw lne
in munlieipalization by starting a poul-
try farm, has realized profits on the
first year's working which are equal
to & reduction In the parish taxes of
a cent and a Afth on the dollar,

Organ grinders In Vervieres, Bel
glnm, are by law compelled to ap
pear every morning before the police
superintendent and piay their instro-
ments. The organs Wwhich chance to
be out of tune must be set In order
before & license to play on the streets
will be granted.

A lazy fellow in Topeka, who has
a large family, thinks of Immigrating
to Panama, provided that he can get
a job on the canal. Children there
live on wild fruit and wear nothing.
This saves grocery bills, washlig and
mending. Besides, liquor is wold fn
every grocery store,

Twasn't His Name,

An officious individual, who probably
had In mind the ordinance of Councils

A SCHMOLARLY SUNDAY SERMON BY
DR, LOUIS ALBERT BANKS,

l-ﬂu:mé-nuﬂndm

Brooklyn, N. ¥.—Dy, Loula Albert
£anks, at one time pastor of the Hane
soll Place M. E. Chureh, where he was
most successtul, preachidi there Bdo-
dny morying on “The Christ Who s
Touehed With the Feeling of Our In-
firmities” The text was from He-
brews iv:15, *“We have not a high
priest which caonot be touched with
the feeling of our infrmities, but was
In all polnts tempted ps we are, yet
without sin.* Dr. Banks sald:

“The last part of this text explaing
the firsl. Christ is In sensitive touch
with ns In the temptations and trials
of life beenuse He has personally ex-
perienced them, He Is not a stranger
standing off on the ramparts of heav-
en, looking down, though it be ever
so benevolently, upon serrows and dif-
ficulties which He has never person-
nlly kvown, Such compassion ecould
not mean much to us, But Jesns
Christ perfected Himsell as the eap-
faln of our salvation through suffering.
For three and thirty years He wore
our flesh, and tasted our grief, and He
is touched with the feeling of our In-
firmities, How much that ought to
miean to ns, When we are in any trial
or trouble, and we need comfort, it is
not to the most joyous and happy, who
have never known what sorrow was,
to whom we go for sympathy.

“Some renrs ago I was surprised to
recelve from a very rich man in a clty
where 1 wan then pastor a cheegk for
a large sum of money which he sald
he wished we to use among the poor
in my part of the city, and especially
among children who were baving a
Lard time of It. 1 followed his direc-
tions and gave him an account of how
portlons of It were nied. Bul} other
sums followed uautll I was very much
interested jn the matter, and won-
dered not a little at the cause of IL
After It had gone on for nearly a year
I recelved a Jetter from him Inviting
me to take lunch with bim at a hotel.
When we met he sald: *I suppose you
bave woydered at my sending ihis
money to you, an entire strapnger to
me, and at my being 20 muoch interest-
ed in the children of the poor In your
section of the city. But this Is how it
comes. My father died when 1 was &
very little boy. My motber was left
a widow with a Inrge famlly of chil-
dren, all of whom were too small to
be of much help, Bhe had to work
very lnrd, but work as hard as she
conld, she was unable to procore
enongh food and clothing to give us
comfort all the time, For two or
three years | koew what It wans to be
lmvgry. Many & night 1 bave erled
myself to sleep in silence lest iy
mother ghould hear and it should make
her feel bad, becanse 1 was so hungry.
I could not keep back the tears, and 1
knew she had no bread to give me.
You would scarcely belleve it con-
dnngd the millionnire, ‘looking at me
now nhif kpowlog what you do of me
that on mory than ong occasion |
have run and soatched A-.“"ust of
bread thrown away from a “Wwagou
where some teamster bad eaten his
lauch, and reseued It from i dog, and
sat down and ate It gratefully, and
washed It down with a drink from
the town pump." Theu the tears cyme
Inte the big man's eye aud oge rolled
ont on his cheek as he nald: ‘Now you
know.wby I bave so much sympnthy
for the poor children, It makes me
shiver on a cold night when [ think
of the boys and girls who have noi
clothing enough to keep them warm.
For 1 have heen iu their place, and }
know lhiow it feels. I know how a lxy
feels when he is bungry and coll, and,
God belplng me, 1 shall never lose a
chance to help a boy or a girl that is
in a hard place.

“An 1 listened to this hig-hearted
man there cawe lato my mind the
Seripture we are studying. He was
able to sympathize with nrd comfort
others, because he had a fellow feel-
irg with thelr Infirmities and their
BOrTOWS,

“8o, no one ~ould be a Bavior tor ue
who had not suffered. No one conld
have compassion on ns’ lu our weak-
pesses who Lnd not bimself been
tempted wpd tried ns by fGre. Only o
man who bas been bungry, and has
not known where to lay his head at
times, kuows how to sympathize with
others who are In simlinr experience,
Only he who bas been in the wilder-
ness with the devil, tewpted on every
slide, stroggling for his MNfe, knows
how to sympathise and bave troe com-
passion with templed men and women
todlay. Only He who has been crowned
with thorns, who has been spit upon
and whipped with the scourge, who
hins faloted under His cross, knows
real compasaion, knows Low fo be
touched with the feellug of people who
are lashed by ervel misfortune and
who are fainting under burdens too
heavy for their shodlders. But Jesus
Christ meets all these requirements.
He knows all about it.

“The incarsation of Jesus was no
gham. He wore ottr humanity com-
pletely, and there never was a more
perfecily sensltive hnman pature, one
more tender and exquisite in buman
feelings than that of Jesun Olirist. As
has been well snld, Christ affected
none of that hard indiffereuce In
which some anclent philosophers vain-
Iy glotied, He felt am n man and He
sympathised with the feellugs of
others. On different oceaslons we are
Informed that He was troubled in

iltmakation of this In His {reatment of

the disclphes, Hove thires close friends,
Peter and Jawes aimd Jobn, whouws He
took with Moy Inte the Carden ot
Giethropuine on the night of His be-
iragal,  He sald to thein as the bur-
vien of poreow pressed upon Him: ‘My
ol is exeeeding sorrowful, even unto
death; twrry ye here and wateh with
Me!! And then He went away a lit
tle hy Hiniseif and fell on Fis face in
prayer, il after a lime He cnme back
wiehing the comfort of the assoclation
with Hig friende.  And hehold, they
were all neleep, They sroused at His
wtep, nnd Jesus sald to Deter, *What!
could ye not walch with Me one hour?
Wateh and pray, that ye enter not into
temptation.,' ‘Then Jesus, In the ten-
deruess of His great henrl, feeling
sympatby and compashlon toward
them, begins to apologize for them and
explain fo them their wenkness. “The
spicit Indecd is wiliing.' He says. ‘but
the flesh Is weak.' Was there ever
greater tenderness than that? One
can easlly immgine the sareasm of Na-
poleon of Fredeelck the Great on an
oceaslon like that, But conld any-
thing sore clearly usivate the ten-
derness of Christ In distiiguishing be-
tween our wenkness and willful wrong
dolng? We way be sure that Christ
will never misjudge us If we are do-
Ing the bezt we can. 1Ie knows It
und appreciates it to its full value.
He sees every battle wé make, even
when we are dofented, and knows the
motive heliind every Dblow that is
struck In Hlis name, Ie will never
reject or look with Indifereuce or con.
tempt on woy ellort we make to serve
Him beeanse of our Intiewities which
make us to blusli. What we speak In
words are not the only prayers Chrlsj
hears, but every secret dsplration and
louging for gooduess or for helpfyl
serviee s a prayer which He hears
nud answers, There |8 no eloquence ot
hnman Hps that ean compare with the
penitentinl lears shed In mecret, spring-
ing from sincere wedllation wpon onr
duty to Gol, nnd heartfelt longing that
we may render Him truer service,

“Seconl--Jesnn, knowing our Infirm-
Itier, will not aliow us 16 be burdened
heavier than we nre nble to bear, He
will wot ollow us to be tempted in
guch a waoy that there is no escape for
ns, He will not permit us to be lond.
wil, nuless we bring it op ourselvea hy
e own s, with unnceessary fron-
blex,  His measure about bhurdens s
infnitely trmier: *Come unio Me nil
ye that Inaor, and are heavy Inden,
and I wiil glee sou rest, Take my
yoke upon voun. and learn of Me; for
Iy meek awl lowly In geart; nnd ye
shall Hodl rvesi uoto your eounls. For
My yoke [s ensy, and My burden is
lght.'

“And in regard to temptation, we
bavg the direct prowise that His
grace shall e suteient for us. and
that In every tempintion He will imnke
ia way for our escape, so Lhat both
in onr sorrows and In our danger
Chriet, touched with the feeling of
our [nfirmities, stands ready to com-
fort und defend uns, We slinll go no
jath so lonely or uncertaln bnt we
aay fod marks te ehow us, If we
renlly seek for thew, that Christ han
heen over the way frdt,  Alexander
Maclaven recalls the customs of plo-
vpeers In trnckless Innge

e TR
one frlend _pisses~Through pathless

foresie-4E breaks a branch ever and
T as e gocs, that those who come
after may sce the frnces of hig hav-
Ing been there, and may know that
they have not lost the trall. 8o when
we are Jonrneying throngh the murky
night, nud the dark woods of affliction
sl sorrow, It Is o preelons thing to
find Dere and there n broken branch
or a leafy stem bent down wilh the
tread of Christ’s foot and the kindly
thoughtflness of His bamd ns He
passed, and (o resiember that the path
Tie trod He has hallowed, and that
there are lngering fragrances and
hidden strengths In the remembrance
that He was tewmpted in all polnts like
ne we are, hearing grief for us, bear-
Ing griel with us, bearing grief like us,

“Third—As nngels comloried Jesus
In His sorrows, g0 He will snecor ns
in our vk winl weaknesses,  How
tenderly Jesus prayed for us before
He aftered Phusel! npon the eross ne
o wlonement for ovr sins! In that
teider prayer In which He expressly
stntes that It was not only for His dis.
eclples, but for all who shoukl bhelleve
on Him (hrowgh thelr words to the
end of the world, and therefore In-
vinces us, e Favioe jways: "Now | nm
Lo pore In the would: but these are In
i worlit, . Holy Father! Thine they
were, and Thon gavest them Me. Keep
theie  dhtongh Thine swn  name
4y thean theongh  Thy  trath.
Inel thent teom (e evil one, that they
may be-wlere | am, sl may beliold
the glovy which Then hnst given Me)'
low tender Christ was to people la
watd places during His earthly mgn-
wiry!  Reeall His journey to  visit
Martha and Mary when thelr brother
Lazarns was! dend. Remewmber the
kindness  to the poor woman who
touchied His garments an the crowd
pres:ad abont Him. Remember the
woman who brought her bex of
precions olntment as He sat at the
feast I the houee of Simon, who wet
His feet with ber tears and wiped
them with the lhnlrs of her lead. In
nll these, and Iy multitudes of other
enses how couspievons the tenderness
and sensitive compassion of Jesns
Christ In comfortivg those who are
tried and troubled. Surely there counld
be nothing wore attractive to us
Nothing which conld move foctly
appeal to our confidente and to owr
faith than the character and the story
of Jesus our Bavior as set forth In the
Word of ted."” )

Narrow Way Eaalest,

It is_easier to take the natrow than
he broad way. If you go to destruce
Jdon you must leap over the Mible,
over the Church of Christ, over the
prayers of ‘parents aud friends. You
aust leap over the love of the Savior

Himsell —Evan Roberts,
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DIAMONDS WHILE YOU WAIT,

Baome folks don't

They hatter

i R

{.lnt Hufos Jinkins, | bl

|=: ::;u’l "rm" way at alfi
i ot
'rhe gite of aetin’

Ue'd set an' set_an' sl w8’ %

AR when you'

it 1 N B D 48
Fpan & box in Perklng um:: )

AR o5 for whittio’, wasl, | sap & |

whittler, anywny, i
L U g

The c!r.nllghr might come his erops W

noek,

But Rufus dldn't feel the abock ¢

His bonse might rot—it did, In

Dut stltl he ¥ H

e :

t Rofus whitthe "

An' when his eritters nll was drowned
He jeat kept settin’ round.

M Death gripped Hufe ferevermore—
He found him settin’ in the store—
An' where he went conrse | don't koow
11 might be high, it might be low:
Hut «f we foller—mwe an' yow—
1l Uke ter bet n plunk or tew
That Enfus "I at Inst be fonod .

Jest merely wettin® roun

—&an Francisco Cafl,

(UST FOR FUN
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Emerson—Aren't you mistaken,
mamma, in regard to the location of
my mind?—Llife,

Mras, Whittler Lowell—.a disobeying
me, Emerson, you were dolng wrong,
and I am punlshing yop to |mpress It
upon your mind!

The Artist—What effect do you think
a war between Norway and Sweden
would have on the world at large?
The Editor—1'm afrald there would be
a unlversal strike of linotype opera-
tors and proofreaders.—Puek,

Governeas (looking over g phy
papers)—What's this?! "“The
Lancashire are very stupld!” Where
In the world did you get that ides
from? Pupll—Out of the book. It says
that Lancashire is remarkable for'its
dense population—Punch.

Newitt—No; of course Balcheller
doesn’t keep house. He just has apart-
ments at hizs club.  Wrodnds—Ho
doesn’t know what life Is. . Why, half
the fun of golog to your club s lost
unless you've got a home lo slay away
from.—Phlladelphla Press,

“Do you not love,” sald the Caday-
erous Boarder, “to explore to Unknow=
able? To wring fram Chaos the secret
of its Indwelling Entity?™ “You just
bet 1 do!” answered the stenographe
er, smiling swectly. “Will you plense
pass the hash?'—Cleveland Leader, *

Miss Hiram Offen—Insert this adver-
tisement for a girl, but, for goodness'
sake! et p Wanted" oy
T Tlerk—No. Mrs, HIFRm=EMIS—No,
that implies that | expect to do most
of the work myself. The last girl L
got this way held me to that.—Phila-
delphia Press.

The man behind the white apron In-
dighantly asserled himselfl. "I won't
bo ordered around as If [ was & slave,”
he exclalmed, "I'm as good as you,
It's no disgrace to be n walter!™
“Maybe not," sald the dyspeptle gupst,
“but it's n disgrace to be such & walter
as you wre."—Chicago Tribune.

Mr. Kornersloon—I've hall a mind
to atart for Dawson City, Sarah. Here'n
i fellow went up there six months ago,
and has just got home with $15,000 in
bhis pocket. Mre. Kornersloon—HBut
that would never do for you, Johmn.
You ean't even get home Baturday
nights with your little Afteen dollare
~—Judge. - _'x____

“Why do you put that young man
forward so prominently?” asked the
politician. “Do you think he iz quall-
fied to be a leader In public affalrs?”
“No,” answered Senatne Sorghum,
“SBometimes & man goes to the fromk
under tho impression that he 8 &
leader, when he s merely a cow:
catcher, to keep the track clear and
recelve the bumps."—Washlngton Star.

“Pardon me, sir;" saifl the walter
to the dimer who was about to leave,
“but haven't you forgotten sompthing
sir?" “Well, If | have you may keep
It for your honesty,”" growled the man
who belonged to the Anti-tippers’ club,
“Thank you, sir,” answered the walt= =
er. “You left this pocketbook on your -
chalr—slipped out of your pocket, [
suppose. Again I thank you, sir/== =
Chicago Dally News. i

A Violin Trick In Parls, .
Enjoying the cool of the ¢venlng |
front of his sausages, & pork butcher =
of the Latin Quarter was spoken,
by & piteous [tallan boy with a rlol
Mother and sister were supperies
thelr garret, and not a sow had
poor Httle musician made that
he left his violin as a pledge,
not the pork latcher let him hay
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