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The line of dingy-coated wmen
stretched along the broad granite walk
and like a great gray serpent wound
in and out among the wagon-shops and
planing-mills that filled the prison ya:d.

Down beyond the foundry the begin-
ning of the line, the head of the ser-
pent, was lost at the stairway leading
to the second floor of a long, narrow
building in which whisk-brooms were
manufactured.

An hour before, on the sounding of
a brass gong at the front, that same
line had wound round the same corners
into the building whence now it
crawled. There, the men had seated
themselves on four-legged stools be-
fore benches that stretched across the
room in rows. Before each man was
set a tin plate of boiled meat, a heavy
cup of black coffee, a knife, a fork,
and a thick bowl of steaming, odorous
soup.

During the meal other men, dressed
like the hundreds who were sitting, in
suits of dull gray, with little round-
crowned, peaked-vizored caps fo match,
moved in and out between the rows,
distributing chunks of fresh white
bread from heavy bhaskets. Now and
then one of the men would shake his
head ang.the waiter would pass by but
“Usually a dozen hands were thrust into
a basket at once to clutch the regula-
tion “bit” of half a pound. The men
ate ravenously, as if famished.

And now, their dinner over, they
were marching back to the shops and
mills of the prison, where days and
weeks were spent at labor. Those em-
ployed in the wagon-works dropped out
of the line when they came opposite
the cntrance to th-ir building. Those
behind pushed forward as their prison
mates disappeared, and never for more
than ten scconds was there a gap in tho
long, gray line. .

A dozen men in blue Iniforms
marched beside the line on its way
from the mess-hall, six on each side,
at two yards' distance. Their caps bore
“Guard” in gold letters, and each
carried a short, heavy, crooked cane of
polished white hickory.

On entering the workroom of the sec-
ond floor, the men assembled before a
railed platform, upon which a red-
faced, coafless man stood Dbehind a
desk. In cold, metallic tones he called
the numbers of tlie convicts employed
“on the whisk-Droom contract,”” and
the latter, each in turn, replied “Here!”
when their numbers were spoken.

“Twenty-thirty-four!” called the red-
faced man,

There was no response.

“Twenty-thirty-four.” The red-faced
man leaned over the desk and glared
down. Then a voice from somewhere
on the left answered. “Here

“What was the matter with you the
first time?" snapped the foreman,

The man thus questioned removed
his cap and took three steps toward
the platform. In feature the word
“hard” would describe him. His head
was long, wide at the forehead, and
yet narrow between the temples. His
eyes were small and close together.
His nose was flat, and his mouth hardly
more than a straight cut in the lower
part of his face. The lower jaw was
square and heavy, and the ears pro-
truded abnormally. A trifle above me-
dium height, with a pair of drooping,
twitching shoulders, the man looked
criminal,

To the question he replied doggodly,
“1 answered the first time, sir, but I
guess you didn’t hear me."”

The foreman gazed steadily at the
man., Their eyes met. The foreman’s
did not waver, but “2034" lowered his,
and fumbled nervously at his cap.

“All right,” said the foreman, quietly,
“but I guess you'd better report to tha
warden as foon as you get through in
here. Don't wait for any piece-work.
Go to him as soon as you have finishcd
your task. IU'll tell him you're coming.

N

He'll be waiting for you in the front
office.”

The convict did not raise

', He stepped back into lne.
Then, at o clap  of the foreman's
hands, the men broke ranks, and each
walked away to his own bonen or ma-
chine. Iive minutes later, the swish
of the corn-wisps as they were separ-
ated and tied into rough brooms, and
the occasional tap of a hammer, wore
the only sovnds in that long room
where 63, o,

Now @ v one of the men would
go to th® pl, (form where the foreman
sat bent over half a dozen little books,
in which it was his duty to record the
number of “tasks™ completed by each
of workmen “on his contract™-—a
“& in the prison vernacular, belng
the taount of work each man is com-
peced to accomplish within a given
space of time, On the approach of a
workman, the foreman would look up,
and a few whispered words would
puss  between  the two, Then the
broom-maker would dart  Iuto  the
stock room, adjoining the factory,
where, upon recelving a written requl-
sition from the shop forcman, the of-
fictal In charge would give him the
material which he needed in his work
~a ball of twine, or a strip of plush
with which the handles of the brooms
were decorated,

At ten minutes past three o'clock,
2004 crossed to the platform,

SWhat do you want™ asked the fore
man, us he eyed keeuly the man in the
dull-gray suit,

“A paper of small tacks” was the
reply. quictly spoken. The order was
written, apd as 2081 woved away to
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ward the door leading to the stock-
room, the man on the plat’orm watched
him closely from between half-closed
lids,

A guard who had come round from
behind the broom-bins noticed the way
in which the foreman followed every
novement of the convict, and stepping
over to the platferm asked, In an un-
dertone, “Anything wrong, Bill?”

“That’s what I don*t know, George,”
the foreman replied. “That man
Riley’s been acting queer of late. I've
got an idea there's something up his
sleeve. There's not a harder nut on
the contract than that.fellow, and by
the way he's been carrying on, sullen
like and all that, I'm fearing some-
thing’s going to happen. You rem m-
ber him, don’t you? What, no? Why,
he's that Riley from Acorn. He came
in two years ago on a burglary job in
Clive, where he shot a drug clerk that
offered objections to his carrying off
all there was in the shop. They made
it manslaughter, and he's in for 15
years. And 1'm told there's another
warrant ready for him when he gets
out, for a job done four years ago in
Kentucky. He's a bad one. A fellow
like that is no good round this shop.” |

The guard smiled cynieally at the
foreman's suggestion that a convict
may be too bad even for prison sur-
roundings.

It was quarter to four by the fore-
man's watch when the door at the
head of the stairway opened and the
warden entered, ‘acconipanied by two
friends whom he was showing through
the “plant,” as he always persisted in |
calling the prison. The warden was a
stout, jovial man, who looked more
like a bishop than a *“second father” to
800 eriminals. The foreman did not
observe his entrance into the room,
and only looked up when he heard his |
voice.

“This is where the whisk-brooms are
made,” the warden was explaining to
his friends.  *On the flcor below which
we just left, youwill remember wesaw
the boys turning out broom-handles.
Well here, the brooms are fastencd to
those little wooden handles. Some of
the work, you see, is done by machine,
The brooms are tied and sewn, though,
by haud, over at tho e benches. In the |
room beyond,: through that door, we |
keep the stuff handy that is called for |
from time to time, and in a farther
reowm is stored the material used in the
manufacture of the brooms, the tin
tips, the twine, the tacks, andabout ten
tons of broom-straw."”

As the warden ceased spraking, the
foreman leaned across the desk and
tapped him on the shoulder. “Riley’s
coming in to see you this afternoon.
He's bLeen acting queer—don’t answer
the call, and the like. T thought may-
be you could call him down.”

The warden only nodded, and contin- |
ued his explanations to the visitors of
the work done in the shop.

“Now,” he said, moving away to-
ward the door leading into the stock-
room, “if you will come over here I'll
show you our storerooms. You see we
have to keep a lot of material on hand,
Beyond this second room the stuff is
stored up, and is taken into the stock-
roomr as it is wanted, Between the
rooms we have arranged these big slid-
ing iron doors that, in case of fire,
could be dropped, and thus, for a few
minutes at least, cut the flames off
from any room but that in which they
originated. See?”

He pulled a lever at the side of the
door, and a heavy iron sliding sheet
dropped slowiy and casily to the floor.
“You see,” he went on, “that comp.etes
the wall.”

The visitors nodded. *“*Now come on
through here and 1ooR at the straw and
velvet we have stored away in bales.”

The visitors followed the waid n
through the second room, and into the
third. There arrang.d regularly on the
floor, were huge bales of broom-straw,
and against the walls of the roou, boxes
upon boxes of velvets, tacks, ornaments
al bits of wmetal, and all the other separ-
ute parts of the commercial whisk-
broom, 5

The visitors examined the tacks and
the tins and felt the bales of straw,
Very Interesting,” observed one of
them, as he drew his cligar-case frrom his
pocket, and biting the tip from one of
the clgars it contained, struck a litte |
wax match on the sole of his shoe, He
held the mateh in his hand until it had
burned down, then threw it on the
floor, aud followed the warden and the
other visitor under the heavy iron
sereen into the workroom of the fac-
tory.

The foreman was busy at his books
and did not observe the litte party as
It passed through the shop on the other
side of the broom-bins and out the big
door,

Two minutes later, 2004 happened to
look out through the window across
his beneh, and he saw the wardon with
his friends crossing the prison yard to
the foundry. A guard just then saun-
tered Into the room and stopped at the
first of the bins. He Wdly pleked up
one of the tinlshed bhrooms and exam-
Ined It His attention a moment later
was (Ustracted by some one pulling at
his coat from bebind. He turncd,

SWhy, Tonnmy, my boy what s it

i

|

The two soft brown eyes of o Lttle |

boy were tarned up to hlm, “'m look-
g for papa.” rephied the little tellow,
“Phe foreman dowostales  sald  he
Uncke George 1s bk
i the house, and mamms sent e out
to tnd vapa,”

Cfrom the woman kneeling at the ward.

he said. He went over to the foreman’s
desk. “Bill, did the warden come up
here? Tommy is looking for him; his
mother sent him out.”

The foreman raised his eyes from
his books. *“Yes,” he replied, *he went
in there, with a couple of gentlemen.”

The guard looked at the little boy.
“He’s in the stock-room,” he said.
“You'll find him in there, Tommy.”

Then he turred and walked out of
the shop. The child ran on into the
room beyond. His father was not
there. The stock-keeper did not ob-
serve the little boy as he tiptoed, in a
childish way past the desk. Tommy
passed on into the farther room. He
knew he would find his father in there,
and he would crawl along between the
tiers of straw bales and take him by
surprise.

He had hardly passed the door when
the stock-keeper, raised his head from
the lists of material he was preparing,
held his face up and sniffed the air.
Quietly he rose from his revolving
chair and went  to the door of the
straw-room. ke merely peered inside.
Turning suddenly, he pressed upon the
lever near the door and the iron screen
slid down into place, cutting off the
farther room. Then snatching a few
books that lay on his desk, he slipped
out into the shop, and at that door re-
leased the second screen. As it fell in-
to place with a slight erunching noise,
the foreman turned in his chair. The
eyes of the two men met. The stock-
keeper raised his hand and touched
his lips and with the first finger. He
crossed rapidly to the desk.

“Get the men out! Get the men out!”
he gasped. *The store-room in there is
on fire!”

The foreman rapped on the table
twice. Every man working in that
room turned and faced the desk.

“Work is over for today,” said the
foreman. Iis manner was ominously
:alm, and the menlookedat oneanother |
wonderingly. ;

“Fall in!”

At the order, the dingy gray suits
formed the same old serpent, and the
line moved rapidly through the door
at the end of the room and down the
outside stairs.

There, in front of the building, they
were halted, and a guard was des |
spatched to find the warden, He was |
discovered in the foundry. “IFire
in the Dbroom-shop!” whispered the |
guard.

The warden's face paled. He dashed
through the doorway ,and one minute
later came round the corner of the
building, just in time to see the first
signs of flame against the windows of
the rear room up-stairs.

Within five seconds, a troop of 15
guards had drawn the little hand-en-
gine from its house and hitched the !
hose to the hydrant nearvest the shop. f
From all the other buildings the men
were being marched to their cells.

“These men!” hurriedly whispered
the foreman to the warden. *“\What
shall T do with them?”

“Get 'em inside as seon as you can!
This won't last long, the front of the
building is cut off, It'll all be over in
ten minutes,”

The foreman gave an order. At that
instant a woman came running down |
the prison yard: Reaching the ward-
en's side, she fell against him heavily, |

“Why, Harriet,” he exclaimed, “what |
is the matter?” !

“ONh,"” she gasped, “Tommy! Tommy!
Where is Tommy ?"*

A guard at the end of the engine-rail
turned ashy white. He raised a hand |
to his head, and with the other grasped |
the wheel to keep from falling, Then |
he cried, “Mr. Jeffries, I—I believe
Tommy is up there in the stock-room.
He went to look—"

The warden clutched the man's arm,
“Up there? Up there? he cried.

The sudden approach of the woman
and the words that followed had
wrought so much confusion that the
men paid no attention to the foreman’s
comunand, and he had even failed to
observe their lack of attention, Iin the |
excitement of that moment,

“Great  God!” cried  the
“What can I do—what can 1 do?%
one can live up there!”

There was a crash. One of the win-
dows fell out. “Get a ladder!” some
one eried. A guard ran back toward
the prison-house, Then, in the midst
of the hubbub, a man in a dingy gray
sult stepped out a yard from the line
of conviets, His prison number was
20034, e touched his little square cap.

“If you'll give me permission, I think
1 can get up there,” was all he said.

“You! you!" exclaimed the warden.
“No, o, I will tell no man to do it!"”

There was a second erash.  Another
window had fallen out, and now the
tongues of flame were lapping the
outer walls above,

The conviet made no reply. With a
bound he was at the end of the line
and dashing up the outer stalrway,

he warden's wife was on her knees,
clinging to the hand of her husband,
In his eyes was a dead, cold look, A
few of the men bit their lips, and a
falnt shadow of a smile played about
the months of others, They all walted,
A conviet had broken a regulation--
had run from the lHoe! He would be
punished! Even as he had clambered
up the staies n guard had ervied, “Shall
1 shoot ¥

The silence was hroken by o shriek

warden, |
No

ens  feet, “Look!" she cried, and
pointed toward the last of the up stalrs
windows.

There, surrounded by a  halo  of
simoke, and hemmed inoon all sides by
Baies, stood o wan in o dugy gy
sl One sleeve was on thee, bug he

Cbwnt out the Bames with bis left havd

R

| from and a few rods north
| schoolhouse about two miles sul.lll) of
The postmaster

! promptly delivered the letter to Thom- | Athaliash smarks her lins with

| fat her's  hair,

At L

Instantly it returned, bearing some-
thing in its arms. It was the limp
form of a child.

All saw the man wrap smoking
straw round the little body and tie
round that two strands of heavy twine.
Then that precious burden was low-
ered out of the window. The father
1rushed forward and held up his arms
to receive it.

Ancother foot—he hugged the limp
body of his boy to his breast! On the
ground a little way back lay a woman,
as if dead.

“Here's the ladder!” cried the fore-
man, and at that moment the eyes that
were still turned upon the window,
where stood a man in a dingy gray
suit, witnessed a spectacle that will
reappear before them again and again
in visions of the night.

The coat the man wore was ablaze.
Flames shot out on either side of him
and above him. Just as the ladder was
placed against the wall, a crackling
was heard—not the crackling of fire.
Then, like a thunderbolt, a crash oc-
cured that caused even the men in
their cells to start. The roof caved in!

In the prison yard that line of con-
viets saw 2034 reel and fall backward,
and heard as he fell, his last cry, “I'm
a-comin’, warden!"”

He was a convicted eriminal, and
died in prison-gray. But it would seem
not wonderful to the warden if, when
that maw's soul took flight, the Re-
cording Angel did write his name in
the eternal Book of -Record, with the
strange cabalistic sign, a ring around
a cross—that stands for “gdod behav-
ior.,”—Youth's Companion.

QUAINT AND CURIOUS.

In Zante, one of the Ionian islands,
there is a petroleum spring which has
been known for nearly 3000 years, It
is mentioned by Herodotus.

A strange clock was made during the
last century for a French nobleman.
The dial was horizontal, and the fig-
ures, being hollow, were filled with
different sweets or spices. Thus, run-
ning his finger along the
tasting the owner could tell the hour
without a light.

The postmaster at Burlingame re-
ceived a letter the other day addressed
to the man living just across the road
of the

Burlingame, Kan,

SUNDAY'S DISCOURSE BY THE NOTED
DIVINE,

Subjeet : A T'recious Borden—Scion of the
House of David in Jehosheba’s Arms—
A Lesson From the Slaughter of the
Princes—=Lead Children to Christ.
[Copyright 1900,

Wasmizaron. D. C.—In this discourse
on a neglected incident of the Bille Dr.
Talmage draws some comforting lessons,
and &' ws that all avound us are royal na-
tures thai we may heln deliver. The text
is IT. Kines xi,” 2. 8: “Jehosheba, the
danghter of King Joram, sister of Aha-
ziah, took Joash, the son of Ahaziah, and
stole him from among the king's sons
which were slain, and thev hid him, even
him -1 his nurse, in_ the bedchamber
from Ath:liah. s that he was not slain.
And_he was with her hid in the house of
the Lord six vears.”

Grandmothers are more lenient with
theiv children’s children than they were
with their own. At forty vears of age if
discipline be necessary chastisement is
nsed, but at seventy "the grandmother,
quknm upon the mishehavior of the grand-
chill is apologetic and disposed to sub-
stitute confectionery for whip. There is
nothing more heantiful than childhood.
Grandmother takes out her nockethand-
kerchief and wipecs her spectacles an:d puts
them on and looks down into the face of
her mischieva=s and rebellious deseendant
and savs: “I don’t think he meant to do
it. T.et him off this time. 1’1 be responsi-
ble for his Lehavior in the future.” My
mother. with the second generation around

er, .. boisterous crew, said one dav: “T
suppose thev oueht o he disciplined, but
T ean’t do it. Grandmothers are not fit
to bring up erandchildren.” But here in
my text we have a grandmother of a dif-
ferent tyne.

I have been at Jernsalem, where the oc-
currence of the text {nok place, and the
whale scene came vividlv before me while
I was goinz over the site of the ancient
temple and climbing the towers of the
king’s palace., Here in the text it is old
Athaliah. tha royal mnrderess, She ought
to have heen honorable. Her father wag
a king. Her hushand was a kine. ITer son
was a king. And vet we find her piotting
for the extermination of the entire royal
family, inclnding her own grandchildren.
The executioners’ knives are sharpened.
The palace is red with the hlood of princes
and princesses.  On all sides are shrieks
and hands thrown up and strueale and
death groan. No merey! Kill! kill! But
while the ivory floors of the palace 1nun
with earnage and the whole land is under
the shadow of a great horror a fleet
footed woman, a clerovman’s wife, Jeho-

| sheba by name, stealthily approaches the

imnerial nursery, seizes upon the grand-

| child that had somehow as vet escaped

hands, by |

| burden,

| massacre,

wraps it un tenderlv. but in
haste, snuggles it against her, flies down
the palace stairs, her heart in her throat
lest she be discovered in this eompassion-
ate abduction. Get her cut of the wayv as
auick as yon ean, for she earries a nrecions
even a young kine. With this

| yonithfal prize she nresses into the room

as Mitchell, whose residence answers |

this description.

Insects may be briefly described as
small animals with very large families.
They think nothing of having a few
hundreds of little ones at a single
birth. Many of them are never satis-

| fied with less than eight of 10 thou-

sand, while there are not a few whose

| offspring resembles the sands of the

sea, since they cannot be numbered

| for multitude.

In several of the Western Kansas
towns along the Union Pacific a curi-
ous sight is presented to the traveler.
The scarcity of cars has caused the
wheat elevators to overflow, and some
of the buyers have made huge piles
of grain on the ground along the rail-
road tracks. At one place the elevator
man has procured a small circus tent.
The centre pole is standing erect in
the middle of a mountain of wheat,
and the canvas is on the ground rendy
to be hoisted in case of rain.

Several carefully observed cases ot
falling of hair from emotion have been
recorded of late in the Progres Medi-
cale, and a still more striking case re-

ported by E. Boissier is now added,

“A normal, healthy farmer, 38 years
of age, saw his child thrown and
trampled by a mule. He supposed it
killed, and experienced in his fright
and anguish a sensation of chilliness
and tension in his face and head. The
child escaped with bruises, but the
beard and eyebrows
commenced to drop out next day, and
by the end of the week he was entirely
bald. A new growth of hair appeared
in time, but finer, and exactly the
color of the hair of an Albino,

The Monkey and the Parrot,

Here is a Chinese fable with a moral, | |
which might be expressed in English, |

“Don’'t monkey with the buzz-saw.”
But that is getting the cart before the
house, It is about a monkey and a par-
rot, and is as follows:

A sparrow had its nest half-way up a
tree, in the top of which dwelt a mon-
key. After a heavy rain the sparrow,
snug and dry in its warm nest, saw
the monkey shaking his dripping body,
and could not refrain from addressing
him thus: “Comrade, your hands ure
skillful, your strength great, your in-

| telleet clever; why do you live in such

a miserable state? Why not bulld a
snug nest ke mine?”

The monkey, angered at the com-
plucency of the sparrow, replied: “Am
1 to be mocked by an evil creature like
you? Your nest is snug, Is 1t and so
suying he Jhrew the nest to the ground,

Moral: Don't talk with a passionate
man,

Sustaining Power of Hananes,

One of the Most courageous marches
ever taken was that of Colonel Will.
cocks to Kumasl, We hear that dur
ing the march from Kumasi the whole
party lived  on  bananas. On  one
occasion they had  waded shoulder
high though a viver for two hours
Does auyone want o higher test of

\ v & vegetuble diet thyw
this? The Vegetarian,

of the ancient temple, th» church of olden
time, unwraps the voung king and puts
him down, sonund asleen as he is and un-
conscions of the neril that has been threat-
ened. and there for six years he is secreted
in that ehureh apartment. Meanwhile old
tisfaction
and thinks that all the roval familvy are
dead. But the six years expire, and it is
time for yvoung Joash to come forth and
i7ke the throne and to pnsh back into
disrrace and death old Athaliah,

The arrangements are all made for po-
litical rvevolution. The military come and
take possession of the temnle, swear loy-
alty to the boy Joash and stand around
for "1is defense. See the sharnened swords
and the burnished shields! Evervihing is
Now Joash, half affrichted at the
mn of his defenders, seared at

eration of his admirers. is broneht
forth in foll regalia. The seroll of author-
ity is put in his hands. the coronet of gov-
ernment is put on his hrow. and the peo-
ple clanped and waved and huzzaed and
trompeted.  “What is that?” said Atha-
liah.  “What ix that sound over in the
temple?”’ And she flies to see, and on her
way they woet her and say: “Why,
haven’t yvon heard? You thought yon
had slain #11 the » family, but Joash
has come to light.” Then the voval mur-
deress. frantic with rage, grabbed her man
tle and tore it to tatters and cried until
she foamed at the mouth: “Yon have no
right fo erown my grandson. You have
no rioht to take the government from my
shomdaps, Treason, freason!”

While ehe stood there erying the mili-
tary started for her arrest. and she took
a short ent throngh a back Jdoor of the
temp'e and ran throngh the royal stables,
but the battleaxes of the military fell on
her in the harnvard. and for many a dav
when the horses were being unloosened
from the chariot after drawing out voung
Joash the fiery steeds wonld snort and
rear nassing the place as they smell the
plac~ of the earnace.

he first (honeht T hand vou from this
subject is that the extermination of right-
eonsness is an  impossibility.  #hen a
woman is good she is ant to be verv good,
and when she is had she is apt to be very
bad, and this Athaliah was one of the
latter sort.  She wouldsevterminate the
last scion of the house of David. through
whom Jesus was to come. There was
plenty of work for embalmers and under-
takore,  She wonld clear the land of all
God fearing and God loving peonls,  She
would put an end to evervthing that counld
in anywise interfere with her imperial
eriminality. She folds her hands and savs:
“The wark iz done. It is completely
done” TIsit? In the swaddling clothes of
that ¢} h :pariment are wrappad the
canse of Gad and the eanse of good gov-
errment.  That is the scion of the house
of David. Tt is Joash, the God-worshiping

wer, It is Jeash, the friend of (lod.
It is Joash, the demoralizer of Baalitish
idolatry, Rock him tenderly. nurse him
gently, At} Wh, vou may kill all the
other ehildven, but yon ecannot kill him.
Fternal defenses are thrown all around
him, and this elergyman’s wife, Jehosheba,
will snateh him un from the palace nurs-
ery and will run down with him into the
honse of the Lord, and there she will
ide him for six vears, and at the end of
time he will come forth for your de-
ement and obliteration,

Vell, my friends, just as noor a hotch
does the world always wmake of extin-
guishing rigi Superstition rises
up i put an end to
pure  veligion.”  Domitian  slew 40,000
Christians, Diocletian slew 844,000 Chris-
tians. And the scvthe of persecution has
been swung throngh all the ages, and the
flames hissed and the eunillotine chopped,
and the Bastile groaned, but did the foes

[ Christianity exterminate it? Did they
Alban, the first Britsh saeri-

i, the Swiss reformer, or

fice, or Zwing
John Oldeastle, the Christian nobleman,
or Abdallab. the Arabian martyr, or Anne

Askew or Sanders or Cranmer? Great
work of extermination they made of it,
Just at the time when they thought they
had slain all the roval family of Jesus
some Joash would spring up and ont and
{ power and wield a very
dominion,
Iufidlity savs will exterminate the
Bible.” and the Seriptures were thrown
into the strec  for the mob to trample on,
aad they wore pi up ruhlk
squares and set on fire, and mountains of
wdignant contempt were hurled on them,
and learned universition decreed the Bible
out of existence, Thomas Paine said: “In
vy *Age of Reason’ | have annibilated the
Washington s 4 pusil

Sevivtures.  Your

Lamispais Cheiscian, but 1 am the toe of
Womany

Dibles and of charches” Oh,

Fra é'irizm;* oS

against that one book. Said one man in
his infidel desperation to his wife, “You
must not he reading that Bible.” and he
snatched it away from her. And though
in that Rible was a lock ef hair of the
dead child—the only child that God had
ever given them—he pitched the book with
its contenis into the fire and stirred it
with the tono- and spat on it and cursed
it and gaid, “Snsan, never have any more
of that damnable stnff here.”

How many individual and oreanized at-
temnts have heen made to exterminate
that Bible? Have its enemies done it?
Have thev exterminated #he American
the British ana Foreign Bible Society?
Have they exterminated the thonsands of
Christian institutions whose only object
it is to mnltinly copies of the Scrintures
and_ snread them broadeast around the
world? They have exterminated until in-
stead of one or two conies of the Bible in
onr houses we have eight or ten, and we
pile them up in tna corners of our Sabbath
school rooms and send great boxes of
them evervwhere. T1f they get on as well
as thev ar: now going on in the work of
extermivation, T do not know but that
our childr-n mav live to see the millen-
nium. Yea, if there shonld come a time
of perseention in which all the known Bi-
bles of the earth shonld he destroved, all
these lamns of life that blaze in our pul-
pits and in onr families extinguished, in
the verv day that infidelity ard sin should
be holdine jubilee over the universal ex-
tinetion there would be in some closet of
a hackwoods ehureh a seereted conv of the
Bible. and this Joash of eternal literature
wounld com ont and come un and take the
throne. and the Athaliah of infidelity and
nerseention wonld fly out the back door of
the palace and dron her miserahle earcass
under the hoofs of the horses of the kine’s
stables. Vou eannot exterminate Chris-
tianity! You eannot kill Joash!

The second thoucht T hand von from
my svhiect is that theve are onnartunities
in which vou may save roval life. Yon
know that prof:ne historv is renlete with
stories of straneled monarchs and of vonng
princes vuo have been pnt out of the
way. Here is the story of a voung king
savad, How Jehnsheha., the c'ergyman’s
wife, must have trembled as she rushed
into the imperial nurserv and snatched no
Joash! Tow she hushed him lest hv hig
erv he hinder the eseana! Fly with him,
Jehosheha!  You hold in your arms the
cavs™ of God and pood governmeat. TFall
and he iz slain. Snceeed. and vou {nrn
the tide of the world’s historv in the richt
direction. It seems as if between that
voung kine and his assassins there is noth-
ing bn’ the frail a1 of a woman. Rut
why should we spend anr time in praising
this bravery of expedition when God acks
the same thing of von and me? All
around us the imperiled children of a
great king. Thev are born of Almighty
parentace, and will come to a throne ora
erawn if permitted. Put sin, the old Ath-
aliah, goes forth to the massacre. Mur-
derons temntations are out for the nssas-
sination. Valens, the Emperor, was told
that there was somebody in his realm who
wovld vsurp his throne, and that the name
of the man who should be the nsnrper
would beein with the letters T, B, 0,
D. and the edict went forth from the Em-
peror’s throme. “Kill evervhodv whose
name begins with T. H, E, 0. D.” And
hundreds of thousands were slain, honing
by that massacre to pnt an end to that
one usurper. But rin is more terrific in
its denunciation. Tt matters not how vou
spell your name. you come under its knife,
under its sword, under its doom, unless
there ba some omninotent relief hrouaht to
the resene. But, hlessed be God, there is
sneh a thing- as deliverine a royal soul.
Wha will snateh away Joash?

How few of us appreciate the fact that
the cuhreh of God isa hiding place. There
are many neonle who put the chureh at so
low a mark that thev hegrudee it every-
thine, even the few dollars they give to-
ward it. They make no sacrifices. They
dole a little ont of their surplusige. They
nay their hnteher’s bill, and thev payv their
doctor’s bill, and they pay their landlord.
and they nayv evervhodyv but the TLord. and
thev come in at the last to pay the Tord
in His church and frown as they say:
“There. Tord, it is. Send me a receint in
full. and don’t bother me soon again!”

There is not more than one man ont of
a thousand that appreciates what the
chureh is. Where are the souls that put
aside one-tenth for Christian institutions—
one-tenth of their income? Where are
those who, having put aside that one-tenth
draw upon it cheorfully? Why, it is pull
and drag -« hold an and grab and eluteh,
and giving is an affliction ta most peonle
when it ought to be an exhilaration and a
ranture,

Oh. that God would remodel onr souls
on this subhject and that we might appre-
ciate the house of God as the great ref-
nge! If your children arve to come up to
lives of virtue and hanpiness. they will
come up under the shadow of the church.
Tf the church does not get them, the
world will.

Ah, when vou | ass away—and it will not

be long before you do—when you pass
away, it will a satisfaction to see
vour children in Christian societyv. You

want to have them sitting at the holy sae-
raments. You wan* them mingling in
Christian associations.  You would like
to have them die in the sacred precinets.

When you are on vour dving bed and your
little ones cor » up to take your last word,
and you look into their bewildered faces,
vou will want to leave them under the
church’s benediction. T do not care how
hard vou are, that is so.

And so, though you mav have been wan-
derers from God, and though you may
have some times caricatured the churell of
Jesus, it is your great desire that your
sons and danghters should he standing all
their lives within this sacred inclosure.

More than that. You yourself will want
the church for a hiding place when the
mortgage is foreclosed, when your Jaugh-
ter, just blooming into womanhood, sud-
denly clasps her hands in a slumber that
knows no wakineg; when the gaunt t.-uble
walks through the parlo and the sitting
room and the dining hall and the norsery,
yvou will want some shelter from the tem-
pest. Ah, some of you have been run
upon by misfortune and trial. Why do
yvou not come into the shelter?

1 said to a widowed mother after she
had buried her only son—months after—
\ said to her, “How do you get along now-
aays? “Oh” she replied, “1 get along
tolerably well except when the sunshines.”
I said, “What do you mean by that?”
when she said: “I can’t bear to see the
sun shine, My heart is so dark that all
the brightness of the natural world seems
a mockery to me."”

O darkened sonl! O broken hearted
man, broken hearted woman! Why de
von not come into the shelter? I swing
it from wall to wall. Come in! Come in!
You w nt place where your troubles
shall be incerpreted, where vour burdens
shall be unstrapped, where your tears shall

he wiped -w.‘v.
Chureh of God, be a hiding place to all
these people!  Give thew a seat where

they ¢in rvest ther weary souls. Flash
some light from your chandeliers upon
their  darkness.  With some soothing
hymn huch these griefs.

Oh, church of God, gate of heaven, let
me o thr;mu‘h“ut!’ Als:othlwr iu:‘itulinu
are i t the chure
icl:. f'oum lt‘i'nu. in :Il::t Rock of A‘r tu
charter is for everlasting years, h?'
are held by t ikuul Proprietor, its
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