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CHAPTER XIV.
BIR OYPRIAN HAS HIS SUSPICIONS

Sir Cyprian Davenant had not fo:-

otten that dinner at Richmond given
gy Gilbert Sinclair a litt'e while be-
fore his departurs for Africa, at which
he had met the handsome widow to
whom Mr. Sinelair was then supposed
to be engaged. The fact was brought
more vividly back to his mind by a
circumstance that came under his no-
tice the evening after he had accepted
Lord Clanyarde's invitation to March-

k.

He had been dining at his club with
an old college friend, and had con-
sented, somewhat unwillingly, to an
adjournment to one of the theaters
near the Strand, at which a popular
. burlesque was being played for ths

threesqhundred and sixty-fifth time.
8ir Cyprian entertained a cordial de-
testation of thiskind of entertainment,
in which the low comedian of the ccm-

ny enacts a distressed damsel in
short petticoats and a'flaxen wig, while
pretty actresses swa:ger in costumes
of the cavalier period, and ape the
matners of the music-hall swell. But
it was 10 o'clock. The friends had re-
valled all the old Oxford follies in the
days when they were under-graduates
together in Tom Quad. They had ex-

hausted these reminiscences and a

magnum of Lafitte, and though Sir
Cygritn would have gladly gone back
to his chambers and his books, Jack
Dunster, his friend, was of a Hvelier
temperament, and wanted to finish the
evening.
“] et's go and see ‘Hercules and Om-
Eha’e‘ at the Kaleiloscope,” he said.
It's no end of fun. Jeem:on plays
Omphale in & red wig, and Minnie
Vavasour looks awfully fascinating in
ink satin bootsand lion-skin. We shall
just in time for the breakdown.”
Sir Cyprian assented with a yawn.
He had seen fifty such burlesque; as

“Hercules and Omphale” in the days
‘had their charm for

- when such things
him, too, when he could be
‘with a

s(ream,

They took & hansym and drove to the
Kaleidoscope, & bandbox of a theater

screwed into an awkward corner of one

of the narrowast streets in London—a

street at which well-bred -carriage

horses accusto ned to the broad thor-

oughfares of Belgraviashied furiously.

- . Tt was Decemler, and there was no
one worth speaking of in town; but'the

little Kaleidose pe was crowded, not-
withstanding. Tiere were just a brace
of empty stalls in a draughty ocorner
for Sir Cyprian and Mr. Dunster.

The breakdown was just on, the
pretty little Hercules ﬂonrishiqg
club, and exhibiting a white roun
with a diamond bracelet above the el-

bow. Omphale was showing her an-

kles, to the delight of the groundling-,
the violins; were racing one another,
and the flute squeaking its shrillest in
a vulgar negro melody, accentuated by

rhythmical bangs on the big drum. The

audience were in rantures, and re-
warded the exertions of b

dancers with a double rec:ll.
rian stifled another yawn .and looked
around the house.

Among the vacuous counteaances, all
intent on tho spectacle, there was one
face which was out of the commo:, anil
which exprossed a supreme wexrine s.
A lady sitting alone in a stage hox,
with one rounded arm resting indo-
lently on the velvot cushion—an arm
that might- have been carved in mar-
ble, bare to the clbow, its warm, hu-
man ivory relioved by the yellow hue
of an old Spanish point ruffle. Where
had Cy)mian'Davenant ceen that face
bofore? -

The lady had passed the fir:t bloom
of youth, but her beauty was of that
. charactor that does not fade with
youth. She wai of the Pauline Bor-
gheso typo, & woman worthy to be

nodelod by a new Canova. {

= “I remember,” said Sir C .Fria.n to

himself, “It wa: at that

tlinner that I me’ her. She is the lsdx

Gilbert Binclair wuas 1o have married.
He lolt a curious interest in this

woman, who:e naine evon he had for-
gotten, Why had not Sinclair mar-
ricd her®? mhe was strikingly hand-

some, with a bolder, grander beaut
. thau Constance Clanyarde's fragile an
poetic loveliness—a woman whom sueh

a man os Sinclair might have natural'y
chosen. Just as such a man would

choose a high-stepping chostnut horse,

~ without being too>-nico a3 to finene:s

and delioacy of lue, .

m

8ir Cyprian.
' taudeﬂt. the s
ugui,te ‘alope, an

‘Lfmiggu'he.!:-‘ |

0,
hardl
t a8 the | umr

ing of t
C)an-ian, hastily.

tnlleased
pretty girl in pank satin hes-
sian:y, or be moved to laughter by
Jeemson’s painted nose and falsetto

his
arm

and and
Sir Cyp-

chmond

- “And I think from the iitilefs’aw
that tho lady was altached t> him,”

-box several
of the perform-

“I beg Kour [avdon, T was not think- !
- |

burlesque,” answered Sir

ilbert and his companion ware just
in front of them. |
“Shall I go and look for your car-
riage?” asked Mr, Sinclair, |
“It ycu like. But as you left me to
sit. out this dreary rubbish by myself
all the evening, you might just as
well have let me find my way to my
carriage.” |
~ “Don’t te angry with me for break-
irg my engagement, | was obliged to
gv out shooting with some fellows,
and I didn't leave Ma'dstone tiil nine
o'clock. I think I Faid you a consider-
able compliment in traveling thirty
miles to hand you to your carriage. No
other woman could expect so much
from me.”

“You are not going back to Davenant
to-night,”

-“No; there is a sup
bion. Lord Cols'erdale’s trainer is to
be there, and I expect to get a wrinkle

business, I assure you.”
“Mrs. Walsingham‘s carriage:” roar-
ed the waterman,

ver with bis friend, walled up

ear-shot of Mr. Sinclair.
her name.”

Mrs. Walsingham.
down anywhere?”
“No, thanks; the Albion’s eclose by.”

“Can I set you

ner just in time to see Gilbert shut the

the December drizzle.

“So that acquaintance is not a dro
Ped one,” he thouzht. “It augurs ill
or Constance.”

rural and remote in aspect as an ac-
commodation road in the shires, when
he [i&ased a brougham with a lady in
it—Muis. Walsingham's carriage azain,
and again alone.

like he

“This looks
thought.

He had been riding Londonward,
but turned his horse and followed the
carriage. This solitary drive, ou a
dull, gray winter day, so far from Lon-
don, struck him as curious. There
might be nothing really suspicious in
the fact. Mrs. Walsingham might
have friends in this northern district.
But after what he had seen at the
Kaleidoscope. Sir Cyyrian was inclined
to suspect Mrs. Walsingham. That
she still cared for Sinclair he was as-
sured. He had seen her face light.up
when Gilbert entered the box; he had
seen that suppressed anger which is
the surest sign of a jealous, exaeting
love. Whether Gilbert still cared for
her was another question. His meet-
ing her at the theater might have
been a conces-ion to a dangerous wom-
an rather than a spontaneous act of de-
votion. - 5
~ Sir Cyprian followed the brougham
into the sequestered village of Totter-
idge, where it dréW up before the gar-
den gate of a neat cottage with green
blinds and a half-glass door—a cottage
which looked like the abode of a spin-
ster annuitant.

Here Mrs. Walsingham alighted
and went in, ogening the half-gla s
door with the air of a person accus-
tomed to enter. ¥

He rode a little way further, and
then walked his horse gently back.
The brougham was still standing Le-
fore the garden gate, and Mrs, Wals-
ingham was walking up and down a
gravel path by the side of the house
with a woman and a child—a child in
a scarlet hood, just able to.toddle
along the path, sustained on each side
by a supporting hand.

“Some poor relation’s child, perhaps,”
thought Cyprian. “A friendly visit on
the lady’s part.”

He had ridden further than he in-
tended, and sto>ped at a little inn to

ive his horse’ a feed of corn and an

our’s rest, while he strolled through
the village and looked at the old-fash-
ioned church-yard. The retired spot
was not without its interest. Yonder
was Coppet Hall, the place Lord Mel-
bourne once occupied; and which had,
later, pas ed into the session of tho
author of that splendid ceries of bril-
liant and varvious novels which reflect
a3 ih a magic mirror all the varieties
of life from the age of Pliny to the eve
of the Franco-Prussian war. :
© “Who lives in that small house with
the green blinds?” asked Sir Cyprian,
as he mounted his horse to ride home.

“It’s been took furnished, sir, by a

fatality,”

baby.” . .
“lge you kno;\the/lady’s name?”

“I can’t say that I do, sir.- They has
their beer from the brewer, and
ready money for everythink.
s2e the® lady's brougham go by not
above ’alf an hour ago.” :

“Curious,” thought Sir Cyprian,
“Mrs. Walsingham is not rising in my
opinion.” : - :

CHAPTER XV.
“THEY LIVE TOO LONG WHO HAPPINESS OUT-
LIVE.”

In accepting Lord Clanyarde's‘invi-
tation, Cyprian Davenant had but one
thOught, one motive—to be near Con-
stance. Not t0 tee her. He knew that
such a meeting could bring with it
onli bitterness for both. But he wanted
to te near her, to ascertain at oncs
and forever the whole unvarnished
truth as to her domestic life, the ex-
tent of her unhappiness, if she was un-
happy. Rumor might exaggerate.
Even the practical solicitor James
‘Wyatt might represent the state of
affairs as worse than it wa:. The
human mind leads to vivid colorin
and bold dramatic effeci. An ill-use
'wife and a tyrannical husband present

| one of those powerful pictures which
| soclety
| Society

tomplates with interest.
presented genera'ly by Lord

likes to pity just as it likes

;Dund ¢

: nursery; for Lord Clanyarde’s young-

r on at the Al- '

or two from him. A simple matter of |

“Mrs. Walsingham,” thought Sir
Cyprian, who was squ2ezed into a cor- !
by |

opera-cloaked shoulders, and thhi}YL

“Yes, that's |

“Tha!l saves you all trouble,” said :

Sir Cyprian struggled out of his cor-
brougham door and walk off through |

_Three days later he was riding out |
Barnet way, in a quiet country lane, as |

lady from London for her nurse and.

ays’
ut I}

| from his belief that the country which
in | he had discovered was an extension of

shy, and after the first day Sir Cyp-
rian left them to their retirement, pre-
ferring louf.\lonely rides among the
scenes of his boyhood, and half<hours
of friendly chat with ancient gaffers
and goodies who remembered his father
and mother, and the days when Daven-
ant had ¢till held up its head in the oc-
cupation of the old race.

“This noo gentleman, he do sperd a
power o money; but he’ll never be
tooked up to like old Sir Cyprian,”
said the gray-haired village sage, lean-
ing over his .gate to talk to young Sir
Cyprian.

In one of his rounds Cyprian Daven-
ant looked ia upon the abode of Martha
Briggs, who was still at home. Her
pavents were in decent circumstances,
and_not eager t) see their daughter
“suited” with a new service.

Martha remembered Sir Cyprian as
a friend of Mvs. Sinc'air's before her
marriage. She hal seen them out
walking together in the days when
Constance (ﬁnnyarde was still in the

est daughter had known no middle
stage between the nursery and her
Ma,_esty's drawing-room. Indeed, Mar-
tha had had her own ideas about Sir
Cyprian, and had quite made up hen
;uiind that Miss Constance would marry
1im,

She was therefore disposed to be
confidential, and with very slight en-
couragement told Sir Cyprian all about
that sadgﬁlat Schoenesthal, how her
mistre nur.ed her through a
fever, And how the sweetest child that
ever lived had been drowned through
that horrid French girls carelessness.

“It's all very well to boast of jump-
ing into the river to save the darling,”
exclaimed Martha; “but why did she

o and take the precious pet into a

angerous place? When I had her, I
could see danger b>forehand. 1didn't
want to be told that a hill was stesp,
or that grass was slippery. I never did
like foreigners, and now I hate them
like poison,” cried Miss Briggs, as if
under the impression that the whole
continent of Kurope was implicated in
Baby Christabel’s death.

“it must have been a greéat grief to
Mrs, Sinclair,” said Sir Cyprian.

“Ah, poor dear, she'll never hold up
her head again,” sighed Martha. “I
saw her in church last Sunday, in the
-beautifulest black bonnet, and if ever
I saw anyone going to heaven, it’s her.
And Mr. Sincl:ir will have a lot of
company, and there are all the windows
at Davenant blazing with light till past
12 o'clock every night—my cousin
James is a pointsman on the South-
eastern, and sees the house from the
line—while that poor, sweet lady is
breaking her heart.”

“But surely Mr. Sinclair would defer
to his wife in these things,” suggested
Sir Cyprian.

“Not he, sir. For the last twelve
months that I was with my dear lady I
seldom heard him say a kind word to
her. Always snarling and sneering. I
do believe he was jeéalous of that
precious innocent because Mrs. Sin-
clair was so fond of her. I'm sure if it
hadn’t been for that dear baby my mis-
tress would have been a miserable
woman.’ T

This was a bad hearing, and Sir Cy-
prian went back to Marchbrook that

evening sorely depressed.”
|TO BE CONTINUED. {

ITALIAN BANKS IN NEW YORK.

The Wiy the Italian Bankers Rob De-
positors of Their Money.

The Italian banks, of New York, of
which there are about 132, are patron-
ized by the most ignorant Italian la-
borers. The bankers, who are ol a
little higher grade than the laborers,
do a gveat variety of work, senling
money to [taly, writing letters, acting
as adviser and sometimes changing the
office into an employment agency.
Money is given to a banker by the la-
borers to be sent to Italy. 1f he chootes
to send it right away, he does; if not —
he waits till he gets 1eady, sometimes
aover sending it. All the customers’
letters come to the banker and, as very
fow of the depositors can read, he reads
to them whatever he wishes to.

The bankers are expected to work
without compensation, and so they
swindle the customers to obtain it. If
a depositor wishes to go some place he
has a banker buy his ticket and is
overcharged by that person, who keeps
the surplus for himself to pay him for
his trouble. During the past eight
months fourteen Italian bankers ab-
sconded in New York. The reason
that so many got out is on account of
the hard times. The depositors, being
out of work, go to the bank  to get
theirsavings, but the banker, having
probably been juggling with the
money, is unable to meet the demands
and is forced to run away. Of couse
all of the bankers are ~not dishonest.
The fact that $5,000,000 annually passes
through their hands shows that the
criminal element is not in control.

‘A Touching Demonstration.

Shortly after the surrender of the
Southern army Gen. R. K. Lee was
riding along one day through & rather
_dreary stre'ch of couz()%ti)n Virginia
when he espied a plainold gountryman,
mounted oa a sorry nag coming toward
him. As they passed each other both
bowed, as is the fashion when stran-
gers meet in out-ol-the-way places, bit
'the old farmer in the home-spun suit
stared hard at the soldierly figure as
though not quite certain of recogni-
tion. He went his way a little further,
then turning his horse around, cantered
back and soon came up with the Gen-
eral again,

“I beg pardod, sir, but is not this
Gen. Robert Lee?”

“Yes, { am Gen. Lee. ‘Did I ever
meet you before, my friend?"” ..

Then the old Confederate grasped
the chieftain’s hand, and with the
tears streaming down his face, said.
“Gen. Lee, do you mind if I cheer you?-
The General assured him that he
didn’'t mind, and there, on that lone-
some, pine-{)orde._rq,d highway, with no
one else in sight, the old rebel veteran,
with swinging hat, lifted up his voice
in three ring &rounds of hurrahs for
the man that the southland idolized.
Then both -went their way without
another word being spoken. It wa; a
display of affection which the General
never forgot. .

THE name “Indian” was given to the
inhabitants of America by Columbus,

India, the country known to occup
) nl'{ha

<
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TALMAGELON.

PREACHER TALFLOW.-

From a Far Tand tle Sends
His Coneception ofe Great
Gardener—Descrigsis in a
Desert of Sin.

The

Rev. Dr. Talmaly near-
ing Australia on | world
journey, has selgub’ect
for his sormon thss this
week.
being taken fromjg v, 1,
“I am come into
The world ha$ many
beautiful gardenge ad-
ded to the glorylby de-
creeing that theged all
through the real even

there. Henry IVler, es-
tablished gardenspeauty
and luxuriance, them

His writings havele 1m-

**The Leasowes,” hl. To
the natural adval place
was brought thdt art.
Arbor and terracerustic
temple and reserv| foun-
tain here had tH Oak
and yew and haj their
richest toliage.
more ditigent, no pnious
than that of Shell that
dilligence and ge
the adornment o
spot. He sold it f

The Garden
* And yet Iam tdicher
garden than any 1gd. It
is the garden spo
garden of the chujlongs
to Christ, for He
bought it, He planhs it,
and He shall havebcott,
in his outlay at Alkd his
fortune. And nowj flow-
ers ot those gardgmost
think or imagine
of that old’ man’s
payment of the D
him. But I hav| that

the outlay of this
the church of whi
Oh, how many s
pangs and agonies
men who saw him Je

Him down! Tell
didst hide ye rockfhrist
loved the church 4if for
it.” If, then, the gurch
belongs to Christ, hasa
right to walk injn, O
blessed Jesus, thijkup
and down these aigvhat
thou wilt of sweet
The church, in
priately compared jause
it is a place of chopleet

fruits, and of thorof ‘.
Christ, the

be the old fashi
dahlia, or coreopsi
larger means the
Mexican cactus,
arbutelion, and

comes_ to his gane
there some of the b
ever flowered u{)o
of them are violets
sweet in heaven.

not see them vertbut
you find where thejthe
brightening face land
the sprig of geranihnd,
and the window cfout
the glare of the.  s§are
perhaps more likjlus,
creeping sweetly aland
briers of life, givinjand
many a man who hiway
some great black|has
found that they hal all
over with flowerijing
in and out amid thpese
Christians in Chr]not

they stand, nient s,
But in Christ’s gard@nts

of character.
every one that to
are hard to handl
them nothing but
loves them, notwitheir
sharpness. Many
hard ground to
only been through thas
raised even the sm
Concernin

A very harsh mifing
with avery placid efeid
elder said to the hajoc-
tor, I do wish you wpur
temper.” “Ah,” s& to
the elder, “I contrg in
five minutes than yes.”
Tt is harder for som&ht
than for others to dece
that would elevate aith
heaven might not her

from knocking a mi a
‘:th

friend who came
dare not pjoin the §id,
“Why?” ,‘.()ll.” :'4’ h
a violent temper. jng
1 was crossing very fey
City ferry, and I sadr a
large amount of wiilk
can, and Isaid to higill
do,’ and he insultedfed
him down. Do you{ to
join the church?”’ Jat
very same man, whqin
his behavior, loved hld
not speak of sacreput
tears of emotion andns
without,  but sweethe’
best specimen ot Merer
saw. e o
There aré others jt’s
garden who are always
l‘&di‘ut, ﬂw&y‘-; imp Ko
the roses in deep pc-
casionally find callede”
—the Mavr}gnk%:he 3
s08t0! Wy 5
;1:1 B?x:}xafiorés.
n

r

| great many roses in the gardens, but
only a few ‘‘giants of battie,” Men
say, “th don’t you have more of
them in the church?”’ 1 say, ‘“Why
don’t you have in the world more Na-
poleons and Humboldts and Welling-
tons?” God gives to some ten talents,
to another one.

The Snowdrop of Christians,

In this garden of the church, which
Christ has planted, I also find the
snowdrosm, beautiful but cold looking,
g:emlng y another phase of the win-

r.

“The Roype text |

the names of the Hanted |

Aldine, Pyreneanplants. |
One of the sweeteph was |

pression on the wdrden, |

| ago put forth
life | wither.

| hem shepherds looked upon it in the
bud; the rocks shook at its bursting,

+on the branches,

| isa place of select fruits.

| no berries, no plums,

| tion in all the earth than the collec-

(Chatsworth) one day when strangers
are not to be admitted, but by anin- |

excited; they never
rashly; they never do anything pre-
cipitately. Their pulses never flutter;

their nerves never twitch: their indig- |
nation never boilsover. They live long- |
er than most people,but their lifeisin a |

mi'r'{or key, They never run up to
**C” above the staff. In the music of

| their life they have no staccato pas-

sages.

Christ planted them in the
church,

and they must be of some

‘agrvice, or they would not be there,
[ Snowdrops, always snowdrops.

But | have not told you of the most
eautiful flower in ali this garden

spoken of in the text. If you see a!

thing comes from above —pardon from

above, joy from above, adop-
tion from above, sanctification
fro above. Oh, that now God

would turn on the waters of salvation
that they might low down through his
heritage and that this day we might
each find our pluces to be “Elims,”
with twelve wells of water and three-
score and ten palm trees.

The Gardener Comes.

Hark, I hear the latch at the garden

I mean those Christians who are |
precise in their tastes, unimpassioned, |
| pure as srowdrops and as cold. They
: pever shed any tears; they never get |
say anything |

ate, and I look to see who is comingl!
hear the voice of Christ, ‘I am come
into my garden.” I say: ‘‘Come in,

O Jesus; we have been waiting for

thee. Walk al! through these paths.
Look at the flowers; look at the fruit.
Pluck that which thou wilt for thy-
self.” Jesus comes into the garden
and up tothat old man-and touches
him and says: ‘‘Almost home, father.
Notv many more aches for three. I
will never leave thee. I will never
forsake thee. Take couragé a little
longér, and | will steady thy tottering
steps, and I will soothe thy troubles,
and give thee rest. Courage, old
man.” Then Christ goes up another
garden path, and he comes to a soul in
trouble and says: ‘‘Peace; all is well!
I have seen thy tears; I have heard
thy prayer. The sun shall not smite

‘‘century plant,” your emotions are | thee by day, nor the mogn-by night.

started. You say, “Why, this flower | The

has been a hundred years gathering
up for one bloom, and it wil! be a hun-
dred years more before other petals
will come out.” But I have to tell
you of a plant that was gathering up
from all eternity, and that [,%00 years
its bloom never to
It is the passion tlower of the

cross! Prophetg foretold-it. Bethle-

and the dead gotup in their winding
sheets to see its full bloom. It is a
crimson flower—blood at the roots,blood
blood on all the

leaves. 1ts perfume is to fill all the
nations. Its touch is life, its breath 1s
Heaven. Come O winds, from the

North and winds from the South and
winds from the Fast and winds from
the West, and bear to all the earth
the sweet smelling savor of Christ, my
Lord.

His worth, if all the nations knew,

Sure the whole earth would love Him too.

Again, the church may be appropri-
ately compared to a garden, because it
That would
be a strange garden which had in it
no peaches or
apricots. @ The coarser fruits are
planted in the orchard or they are set
out on the sunny hillside, but the
choicest fruits are kept in the garden.

The Choicest Fruits.

So in the world outside the church
Christ has plaunted a great many beau-
titul things — patience, charity, gener-
osity, integrity—but He intends the
choicest fruits to be inthe garden, and
if they are not there then shame on |
the church. Religion is not a mere
Hiowering sentimentality. It is agprac-
tical, life g¥ving, healthful fruit—not
posies, but apples. ‘‘Oh,” says some-
body, *‘I don't see what your garden of
the church has yielded.” Where did
your asylums come from, and your hos-

itals, and your. institutions of merev?
hrist planted every one of them. He
planted them in His garden. When
Christ gave sight to Bartimeus, He
laid the cornerstone of every blind
asylum that has ever been built.
hen Christ soothed the demoniac of
Galile, He laia the cornerstone of
every lunatic asylum that ever has
been established. When Christ said
to the sick man, “Take up thy bed and
walk,” He laid the cornerstone: of
every hospital the world has ever
seen. When Christ said, “I was in
prison, and ye visited me,” He laid the
cornerstone of every prison reform as-
sociation that has ever been formed.
The church of Christ is a glorious
garden, and it is full of fruit. [ know
there is some poor fruit in'it. [ know |
there are some weeds that ought to
have been thrown over the fence. [
know there are some crab apple trees
that ought to be cut down. 1 know
there are some wild grapes that ought
to be uprooted, but are you going to
destroy the whole garden becau-e of a
little gnarled fruit? You will find
worm eaten leaves in Fontaineblean
and insects that sting in the fairy
groves of the Champs Elysees. You

0 not tear down and destroy tlie
whole garden because there are a few
specimens of gnarled fruit. I aamit
there are men and women in the
church who ought not to be there, but
let us be just as frank and admit the
fact that there are hundreds and thou-
sands and tens of thousands of glorious
Christian men and women holy.
blessed, useful, consecrated, and tri-
umphant. There is ro grander collec-

tion of Christians.
A Well Watered Garden.

Again, the church in my text is ap- |
propriately called a garden because it |
is thoroughly irrvigated. No garden.
could prosper long without plenty of
water. I have seen a garden in the
midst of a desert, yet blooming and
luxurient. All around was dearth and

barrenness, but there were pines,
aqueducts reaching from this garden |
up to the mountains, and through those |
aqueducts the water came streaming |
down and tossing up into beautiful |
fountains until every root and leaf and
flower was saturated. That is like the
church. The church is a garden in
the midst of a great desert of sin and |
suffering. It is well irrigated, for *‘our |
eyes are unto the hills, from whence |
cometh our help.” From the moun-
tains of God’s strength there flow down
rivers of gladna2ss. There is a river
the stream whereof shall make glad
the city of our God. Preaching the
cospel 18 one of these ajueducts. The
Bible is another. Baptism and the
Lord’s supper are agueducts. Water
to slake the thirst, water to restore
the faint, water to wash the unclean,
water tossed high up in the light of’
the sun of righteousness, showing us
the rainbow around the throne. Oh,
was there ever a garden so thoroughly
irrigated® You know the beauty of
Versuilles and Chatsworth depends
very much upon the great supply of
water. [ came. to the latter place.

ducement, whichalways seemed as ap-
plicajile to an Englishman as an Ameri-
0, § got in, and then the gardener,
ont far up above the  stairs of stone
nd turned on the water. I saw it
ﬁf\m’ing on the dry pavement, com-

down from step to step, until it
e so near I could hear the musical

and all over the h

ming,

Lord shall preserve thee
from all” evil. He will re-
serve th’y soul. Courage, O toubled
spirit!”  Then I see Jesus going up
another garden path, and [ see great
excitement among the leaves, and I
hasten up that garden path to see
what Jesus is doing there, and, lo, He
is breaking oif tlowers, sharp and
clean, from the stem, and Isay, ‘‘Stop,
Jesus; don't Kill those beautiful flow-
ers.” He turns to me and says: *“I
have come into.my garden to gather
lilies, and I mean to take these up to a
higher terrace and for the garden
around my. palacé, and there | will
Biant them and in better soil and in

tter air. They shall put forth
brighter leaves and sweeter redolence,
and no forest shall touch them for-
ever.” And 1 looked up into His face
and said: ‘‘Well, it is His garden, and
He has a right to do what He will with
it. Thy will pe done”<the hardest
prayer a man ever made.

I notice that the fine gardens some-
times jhave high fences around them,
and I cannot get in. It is so with the
King’s garden. The only glimpses
you ever get of such a garden is when
the King 1ides out in his splendid car-
riage. It is not so with this garden—
the King's garden. I throw wide open
the gate and tell you ail to come in.
No monopoly in religion. Whosoever
will, may. Choose now between a
desert and a garden. Manyofyou have
tried the garden of this world's de-

light. You have found it has been a
chagrin. So it was with Theodore
Hook. = He made all the world laugh.

He makes us.laugh now when we read
his poems, but he could not make his
own heart laugh. - While in the midst
of his festivities, he confronted a look-
ing glass, and he saw himself and said:
“There, that is true. I locok just as I
am, done up in body, mind, a
So it was with Shenstone, of whose
garden I told you at the beginning of
my sermon.
“Bave Me Next!”

He sat down amid'those bowers and
said: ‘I have lost my road.to happi-
ness. I am angrv and envious and
frantic and despise everything around
me, just as it becomes a madman to
do.”” Oh, ye weary souls, come into
Christ’s garden to-day and pluck a
little heartsease! Chrise is the only
rest and the only pardon for a -per-
turbed spirit. Do you not think your
chance has almost come? You men
and women who have been waiting
year and year for some good oppor-
tunity in which to accepv Christ, but
have postponed it five. ten, twenty,
thirty years, do not feel as if now your
hour of deliverance and pardon and
salvation had come? Oh man,  what
grudge hast thou against thy poor soul
that thou wilt not let it be saved? I
feel as if salvation must come now to
some of your hearts. :

Some years a o a vessel struck on
the rocks. They had only one lifeboat.
In that lifebout. the passengers and
crew were gett ngashore. The vessel
had foundered and was sinking deeper
and deeper, and that one boat could

! not take the passengers very swiftly.

A little girl stood on the deck, waiting
for her turn to get into the boat. The
boat came and went—came and went—
but her turn did not seem to come.
After awhile she could wait no longer,
and she leaped on the taffrail and then
sprang into the sea, crying to the boat-
man: ‘‘Save me next! Save me next!”
Oh, how many have gone ashore into
God’s mercy, and yet you are clinging
to the wreck of sin! Others have ac-
cepted the pardon of Christ, but you
are in peril. "Why not this morning
make a rush for yourimmortal rescue,
crying until Jesus shall hear you and
heaven and earth ring with the cry:
‘Save me next! Save me next.

A Problem.

In those regions of Kentucky
known as the ‘‘knobs” the country.is
so rough that all hauling has to be
done on a sort of sled, and vehicles
of any other sort of description are
almost unknown.

One day—of course it must have
been a very long time ago—a traveler
who had lost his way, strayed into
this rough country, throgh which he
made his way as best he could . in a
phaeton which had very small front

.wheels.

As he drove slowly o, he noticea
an increasing procession of stragglers
who followed the vehicle, with their
eyes apparently fixed on its runniog-
gear. The procession was principally
composed of bo s, and at last the oc-
cupant of the phaeton become so ir-
ritated by this uninvited esco t, that
he stop_ed the horse and demanded
of the leader of the procession, a
lank, scrawny boy, about 15 years
old, what he and his friends wanted.

““‘Why,” replied the boy, with eyes
still fastened on the vehicle, ‘‘we
wanted to see how fer you'd get be-:

‘ fore your big wheels cotched - the

livtle ones!”

W have an idea that a girl who
has a mustache is as touchy about it
as a boy who hasn’t one.

1NSTEAD of mourning over wasted
opportunities, resolve to improve

ih_‘oso‘ yet vo comoe

purse.”
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