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Mippuenvrea, Pa,, May 13, _1897.

Germany is doiug bor best to diverd
the emigration of ber subjects fre -

this couutry.
e

Dygging the last fifty years €
Austria and England ba
tained their birth rates
while that of Itly
croased, o

-

sermany,
@ cach re-
andiminished,
ans slightly in-

¢ Four Bullalo (N. Y.} reporters at-
tedded B PFT 7% fight in a professional
capacity fnd the tall” being raided
by ﬂwlpulu-n were promptly eaptured
with, the party. Judge King of that
cty, before whom they were brouglt,
released them, decluring that it was 8
prioeiple of lnw as well as of common
sense that shroe kinds of men were
permitted 1o go anywhere without
blame—doetors, clergymen and  re-
porlers,

Japan fought her last naval war
without battleships, but in her next
one she proposes to use some of the
strongest armorelnds aflont. Two §4,-
000,000 vessels are now building o
Enginnd aud more are likely to tol
low.
the Far East s Bussin,
necount the probmble

Japan's most active cnewmy 1
umd on that
intent of the
Jupavese nuval oflice 15 to mateh, and
Uznr's

il possible overmatel, the

avatlnble navy-

Oveasionally anoe hears of an in-
stance of renl gratitude,  The wlllel
Mrs, Mario Ehzsbeth Cleveland, wiyo
died at Niee, Pranee, directs thut the
Iier  estate shall be

greater part of

turned into o trast fund aod tovested
so u6 1o vield the Inrgest income cous
sistent with safety to the prineipal, to
be paid somi-annnally to Muarvin F.
Searfe of Pittsburg, who, at the risk
of iy own life, saved Mrs, Uleveland
from scoulentn]l drowning, aud at hig
donth the prinetpal to go to s elul-
dren.

The allisnce of the Transvanl and
the Orunge ree State shows very
clearly that Qom Paul fears trouble
atd s muking prepurations to meet at,
obrerves the San Franeiseo Chroniele,
T'he Boers in both republics make a
smull nomerieal shiowing, but they
conld put in the field o Yoroe that
would whip five fimds' as \msn_\r Eng-
lish or other troops. The ecucounter
with Jumeson's men sbhowed very
clenrly what the Boers ean do in the
peenliar long-ruuge fighting in which
they excel,

Aun interesting letter has just been
discovered, written by President Bas
chinnan when s youny which
throws new light on an unbappy ro-

nna,

munee in the carly hfe of Laacolu's
That Buchanan died a
bachelur beeanse his engoagemont with
the davghter of n

predecessor,

Anuia Coleman,

Jrromiuent resident  of  Lianeaster,
Penngwas brolien by thegirl’s parents
15 well kpown ) but what caused bher
father's hostility s never boen dell=
nndorstood, though the most
thin

vagtely heard of anounymonus chiarges,

uitely

imtimnte fricmds  of two  have

which Mr. Coleman would pot allow
Lis danghter'ssuitor toadswer or even
Miss Coleman died i 1819, a

fow mouths afrer her vngoagement way

hear.

broken, amd Baclinuon wrote to ber
futher,

the funeral,

askiiug permission  to attend
T'he foillowing letter was
foundin a box of olid duenments which
bad remained for quite s while no-
cluimed 1n o Waslinngton warchonse,
and was sold the other day for n few
bl
turned to Boehanan, for the senl was
unbroken: *Yon lost a dear
child. 1 have lost the only earthly
object of my affection. My prospects
are all cut off, and I feel that my
bappiness will be buried with her in
the grave. It 18 now no time for ex-
plavation, but the time will come when

coents, It apparently  been re-

linve

vou will diseover that she, ns well as
1, has been much nbused, God for-
give the anthors of it. My feelings
of resentment agninst them, whoever
they may be, are buried in the dust.
1 hinve one request to make, nud for
the love of Gud and your desr de-
parted danghter, whom I love infi-
uitely more than any other linman
being conld luve, deuy me not.  Af-
ford me the melnucholy plensure of
secing the body before its interment,”

As sinted, the plen was not even
rend, and ns Buehauan found the ani-
mosity of the wealthy Colewnn fumily
was too much for a young Inwyer,
he left Daneaster and  entered npon a
cureer whioh etdod in the White House,

Minneapolls fs to have n groat musical fes-
tival at the Expositios bullding ou May 17
aud 1K

Editor aud Proprieloa

.0-DAY,

_aour of sachepassing day
seaision and unerring soli
.a his journey to survey

d castles of the human soul.

' ’ v’
Aough his Aight,4hink pot his jour-
. may short;
for iife, however brief It ehanoe to be,
Doth carry, ns It neags the unsen port,
Hopes freighted with ateroal destiny.

Time strikes the’
With swift p

Nor pauses |
The rulr

Swift

Nemember, then, the flald of ile's survey
Cannot be ciroumsedibed by human creads,

And he plone Is wise who epowns ench day
With lofty purpose and enpobling deeds,

—Charles Babson Souly In Chicago Journal,

That Tantalizing Letter. L

ELL, I'm both-
ered if I can tell
who it's from "

“I" was
letter ; and,
surely, the eas-
iest way for Mr.

Sprant to ar-
rive at the de-
sired informn-
tion was simply to open it .

No doubt; but here arose n elight
difficulty : it wasn't his, The postman
had delivered it at the shopby mis-
take. It was nddressed to Miss Naney
Vale.

All day the sight of it lyinz on the
top of a ham ou the counter had
literally taontalized him. When the
shutters were going to be puoton for
the night, he took it np for a fiual

serutingy,

“The postmark's London," he
ruminated, *'1 wever heard tell of
sny--my goodness! 1've done it
now!"

And so he had.  The imperfect
ndhesion of the envelope had yielded
asltogether to lus too insinunting
finger.

Of course, uow that it was open, it
would bave been a dapth of folly
pussing Mr. Sprunt’s comprehension
not to wmaster the contents, and s
face actually quivered with suppressed
excitement during the pernsal,

“If that doesn't beat the Duteh!™
Le ejucnlsted on reaching the end,
“A legacy of five hundred pounds
from her grand sunt.  1f 1 had known
this wns going to happen, 1 wguld
have mnde her Mrs. Sprunt long ago.
I've always been fond of Naney, nod
I'm fonder now than ever. What a
merey this letter enme my way |

This was no time, however, for
moral retleotions. The situation ealled
for imum“}u nchion, @Jldn order to
secnre this golden windfall for his own
coffers, be must not let the gross
grow nnder his foet.

A moment's eogitation showed that
the first thing to be doue was to pet
the fair legatee, by hook or by erouk,
to promise to marry him before she
knew of her good luck,

Suppose he proposed that night,and
was neeepted?  In the course of a day
or two ¢ covld produce the letter, all
‘senled up agnin, s if it had newly ar-
rived. Onco Nancy had pledged her
word, he conld depend on her not
throwing him over.

With Mr. Sprunt to think was to net,
especially when five hundred pounds
were at stake,

It was a blustoring March evening,
both raining and blowing at a rate
enough to quell the nrdor of any ordi-
nary suitor. Bub s delnge of old wives
and pike staves wouldn't have deterred
the redoubitable Sprunt from setting
‘out for Cherry-tree Cottage to put his
fortune (or rather Nancy's) to the
test,

A few minates' hattling with the
elements brought lim to his destinn-
tion,

In answer to s resonnding rat-tat-
tat on the knooker, Nancy appueared
at the doeor, necompanied by Spook, o
hundsome black cat,

old mard 1"

Well, she was single, undonbtedly,
but it wasn't from want of ——

“An offer,” interposes the readers,
with a eynieal smile,  **It never ix"

To tell the little dressmuker's story
to one enpable of making so vile an
isinuation would be casting pearis
before swine. Enough to say that ten
years before, Naney, then a winsome
dark-eyed waiden of eighteen, had
played ont her one romance.

To bring about n reconcilintion be-
tween her lover and his tyrannical
father who had threatened to disin-
herit bim if heo persisted in his atten-
tions to her, she had given poor Tom
his conge, coldly, firmly, finally,

Instead of this having the eftect an-
ticipated, it made life at home seem
su intolerable to young Ford that he
Tan AWAY.

From that ill-fated day Nancy bad
never teen her lover again, though his
haggard face and that last look in his
eyes a8 of some dumb animal in pain
had haunted her ever since,

But this is & digression. et us re-
turn to the present and Mr. Sprant,

“It's a very wet night, my dear,"
he observed. Without waiting to be
invited, he entered nnd seated himself
in the armobair, and after n few
desnltory remarks and preliminary
clearings of the throat, he made the
plunge,

*What a time it seems mince yon've
been over to the shop, Naney! I've
{been missing you bhadly.”

*Yes, 1've been missing yon, and it
set me a thinking,"” econtinued Mr.
Sprunt, in » reflective tone. *'1 pays
to myeelf, says 1, ‘ef yon missos n
person when you don't see her, that
shows you've n hankering after her.
And if you've a hankering nlter a per-
eon, t#ut shows you're in love with
ber. And if yoo're in love with a per-
sop, well, the next thing's-to get mar-
ried to her,' says l—sabject to her
upproval, of course,” added the man
of sonp and {reacle, and ns au after-

“Ah!" enys tho elever reader; “an |

¥ ““Have you, really?” retarped she,
e of color stenling into her
o cheek. |

D.
Having thus logically siated his case,

chair, stuck his thambs into the arm-
boles of his waist-coat, and ocom-
placently awaited m reply.

“I'm very sorry,” stammercd Naney,
whom the propossl had taken entirely
by surprise. *‘If you mean me, Mr.
Sprunt, il's quite 1mpossible."

**What, imposaible !" aimost shonted
that gentleman, starting np in such
andisguised astonishment that Nancy
with difficulty repressed s smile. **Yon
ean't mean impossible, surely? For
my sake, take time and consider.: The
shop's a good going concern. 1 eould
keep you like a lady. A silk gown
and a gold wateh and chain wonld be
nothing to me. And I've & snag bit
of mocey laid by—"

“That makes no difference,” inler-
rupted Nancy, nlittle frown pucker-
ing her foreheagl.

To say that her elderly wooer was:
dumbfounded, is puttiog it mildly, If
money mado no difference, what on
earth would? He was almost at s
wits' end, seclug his chanoca of five
hundred pounds visibly receding, whon
a bright iden strnck bim. The senti-
mental eard was the one to play on a
woman.

Accurdingly,»with a_rueflul look, he
rose a8 if to depark

*“*Well, T can say no more. I've of-
fered you my all, and it doesn’t please
you. Many's the time, Nancy, my
deur, I've thonght of you here so
solitary-like. Maybe, after this, yon'll
think about mesometimes sitting lone-
some,"”

“*Oh, hush!"” eried Nanecy, smitten
with real compunetion for the paig she
was nflieting.  “If it was ooything
else, My, Sprunt--"

“Ay, that's it,"" with a heavy sigh,
taking a step to the door. *If yon
knew how I've saved up, and planned
snd counted on this, yon'd be sorry
for me. Yon see n disappointment
tells more on & wan come to my timo
of life. 1'm not #o youung as 1 ouce
WI\R."

Tho smile with which he concluded
woas more tonching to Naney thau
tenrs. A wave of iufinite pity swept
over her,

Spranot pansed Lall way to the door,
deteoting signs of indecision,

1 see you're not able to bring your
mind to it,"” he said, humbly, “Imight
have known yon couldn’t,  Yon'll not
let this mnke any differepce between
us; it will kill me, it yon did. Good
bye, my dear—Guoid bless you! You'll
never want o friend ns long us ol Joho
Sprunt's living.  Good bye.”

“Stop n moment,” suid Naney linr-
nedly. She was fairly overcome by
such disinterested sflection.  *JI yon
enre so moeh—""

“CUnre ! broke in Spront, with gen-
uine fervor; “*yon don't koow how
much 1 care™ (which was quite true).
“*Oh, Nunoy! Just chouge your mind
and gay ‘ves,'"

Nunoy snid *'yes,”

While this settling nnd sealing ol
his mistress’s destiny was taking place,
it may be profitable to enquire, **What
was Spook after?”

During the most interesting part of
the colloquy he was intent on an ex-
amination of the visitor’s overcoat—
foreign articles (that is, those not in-
digenous to Cherry-tree Cotiage) pos-
sessing  rare Inseination for him,
Spook bnd o terrible nose for dis-
covering scerets,  The nearer he up-
proached one of the pockets the keener
grew the snifling; tho renson being
that therein lay the fateful lotter,
which Lhad nequired a very prooounccd

proximity to all day.

Now, Spook had one wenkness—nnd
that wns for ham.  Ham in anv shape
or form was to him irresistible,  For
ham  he would have stopped ot uno
erime, how much less at mere poekel
picking!

After considernlile mananvering, he

paw, aud, without more ndo, contrived
to fish out the letter,

movement of Spruut's malde Spook
think he was deteeted, anid ho procipi-
tutely fled, leaving his booty lIving
half-hidden nnder the table, to be dis-
covered in due time,

IT unyone bad told Naney the nexi
morning, when she began washiog her
doorstep, that she wounld leave it half-
done, she would have laughed the
crazy prodietion to seorn,

But o it was desreed,

She had given the proliminary wash
with water,when a shadow fell athwart
the step.

Naney looked up in surprise, and
met the steadfast geaze of a tall,
bronzed and bearded stranger.

ineredulous joy, she sprang to ber {eot
and took a step forward,

The next instant the stranger's
strong arms were round her, and his
lips were pressed to hers in an loug,
possionato Kiss,

It was Tom—Tom come back from
the grave as it wore.

Who could deseribe the feelings of
the long-severed pair? Nancy's glow-
ing face, when she raised it from her
lover's brosd chest, looked almost as
young and na fair as when they had
parted—and a tbousand times hap-
pier.

Tom's story was notn long one, but,
owing to sundry mysterious interrup-
tions, it took a good while to tell,

To begin at the beginning, be had
worked his passage out to Australia,
got u pluce ns shepherd on » rheop
farm, nud hefore hnlf & dozen yeare
bad elapsed was himsell the owner of
u Inrge sheep run,

**And I wounidn't be here now," con-
eluded he, *4if, Inst Christmas, I hadn't
come neross a Steathendy man: Jim
| Blnck, the joiner'sson, We got pretty

! friendly talking about old times, and
| he told me you were still Naney Vale,
'Tolks said it was for my mnke you
would not marry., When 1 heard that,
the real reason for your reflusing me
I made up my

begen to dawn on me,

be leaned his burly figure back in his

sinell of tho ham it had been 1o close |

As it fell on the iloor, n sndden |

Uttering nn inartienlats cry of half |

ask you agsin. So here I
won'l send me away this time, littls
Nanoy, will you?"

Nancy turned away her head with »
sudden shiver of anguish. Not till
that moment, since Tom's relurn, had
she remembered what bad
the previous evening.

Oh, the horror of the thought!
Tom had come back, but too late; was
she not John Sprunt’s affianced wife?

in an agouy of despair and shame
she hid her face in her hande. Yes,
shame! How could she ever confess
to faithful Tom that she had plighted
her troth to another?

But it bad to be told. Tom was
anxiously demanding what was the
matter.

“Jobn Sprunt was hera last night,”
¢he said at last, in & strange, unuasu-
ral voice, *‘and he asked we L marry
bim."

“Hu, ho, hn! Ts that all?" lnnghed
Tom, immensely relieved. *‘But I
woulda’t look so solemn aboat it
Don't you thiuk it a espital joke?"

*No, I don't,” said Nancy, bursting
into tears; *‘becanse T said ¥ wonld.”

A dead eifence followed this declar-
ation,

Nenoy got out her little handker-
chief and slowiy wiped her eyes, steal-
ing & piteons glance st Tom, who sat
grave ns n judge, with a pericetly in-
scrutable expression.

“Are yon nuery, Tom?® she arked,
timidly, when the silonce grew ua-
bearable,

“Angry i witha shiort, bifter langh.
*"Oh, no. 1'm delighted, of course.
At the same timoe, 1t's an nuexpected
honor. I didn't know I was taking a

jonrney of thousands of miles to be
present at John Sprunt’s weddimg.
nt why, in the npsme of wonder,”
brenking off his tons of polite rrony —
“why didu’t youn tell me this at tirst 2"

“Becanse | forgot," gobbed Naney,
“Oh, why dido't yon come u day
gooner— just one day %"

“You don't menn to say you would
have preferred meto the young and
handeome  and generous Sprunt?”
asked Tom, with biting sarcasm,

Poor Naney lifted her swimming
eyes in mute repronch. The sight
brounght the penitent Towm to his knees
by her sule,

“I'm just n perfect brate " he do-
elared, Kissing nway her tears.  **Can
yon ever forgive me for being so
cruel?"

For answer Naney silently Inid her
glender little hand in his brond palm.
Tow pressod it ngain und agnin te his
lips.

““I'hig 1s mine now,™ ho said, reso-
Intely; *“and 1 refuse to give it up
titl you ean tell me somebody ¢lse has
yonr heort,

“UIL just go over to tho shop at
once, and see SBprunt myself,” re-
mnrked Tom  presently, getting
up. ‘“‘Hello! here's n letter, Noney,”
picking up the all-important docn-
ment, which had lain undisturbed
where it fell till now.

Nuncy looked at the letter in pnz-
zled surprise, ‘Together they perused
it. Their amazement st ita contents
was equalled by wonderas to how it
got there,

Suddenly Napoy exclaimed:

**Ob, 1 tnink I eau explain it. T re.
member just like adream seeing fome-
thing white fall ont of one of the
pockets of Mr. Sprunt’s overceat,
Spook was poking about it in his
usual way., He must have been at his
ol pilfering tricks—"

“Ob, well, T would hardly eall it
that.  Let's eay he took it in a fit of
abstraction—just as Sprunt opened it
to begin with, wherever he got hold
{of it. Do vou understand tho resson
of bissudden aflection for yon, Naney?
| The grasping old miser!”

At this moment thore was o lond rap
| nt the door, followed by the entravee
| ol the very inaividual in question,

His dismny on scclig a stranger may
Do vmngined.  Histirst impnlse was to

dexterously inserted into the pocket o | withdraw, but Uuu's voice arrested lis

' movement,

“*What do you want, sir®"

Sprant stopped, guve his qnestioner
n binleful glare out of his little ferrety
eves, nud then untterly ignoring has
presence turned to Naney.
| “Gool morning, my dear. 1dare
{vay yon're surprised to kee me so

enrly; bnt the truth is, I'm anxious
|abont a letter for yon that the post
gave me through carelessness yvester-
day. 1 had it in my pocket for yon
last night ; but it's not to be wondered
aut that, in the cirenmstances, I forgot
it," with a leer at Naney. *‘And now,
i I'm sorry to say, it's nowhere to he
fonnd."
“Yon don't need to waste yonr sor.
row on that, It Las just been found,"”
{ said Tom,

“Oh, sh—I'm very glad,” stam-
mered Sprunt,

“This letter hins been opened. Per-
haps yon'll kindly give sn account of
your proveedings with regard to it,"
continued Tom, sternly eyeing the de-
linquent, who was moppivg the per-
spiration off his honest brow.

“I am not accountable to yon, sir,”
growled Sprant, “Nancy, my dear, 1'll
explatn it all to you,"

*Jnst dare to call this lady your
‘denr’ again !" cried Tom, with such fe-
rocity of aspect vhat “*the Shop"backed
two or three steps to the door. *‘As
for explaining, you may save yourself
the trouble. It's an ill wind that
blows mobody good," observed Tom,
with n comical glunce at Nancy as the
door banged behind the bafMed
sohemer.  **The very first thing yon
nre going to do, my lhttle Nancy
Pretty, is to choose your wedding
gown."—Boston Pouquet.

e e - et
Canada’s Population,

The Canadian Department of Agn-
onlture estimates the population of the
Dominion to be 5,125,438, n gain of
rather less than 300,000 sicce the een«
sus of 1801, In 1800 there were two
States of the Unian that execeeded
Canadain population—New York, with
5,997,868 inhubitants, and Pannsyl-
vanin, with 0,208,014
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TEMPERED.

When lern occasion ealls for war, L
And the trampets shrill and peal, g
l’o‘l"pu and armories ring all day
ith the ferce clash of steel
The blades are heated (n the flame,

To make them tirm and plinble,
Thelr edge and temper good ;

Then tough und sharp with diseipiine,

They win the tight for ighting men.

When God's ocensions eall for men,
His chosen souls He takes ;

In life’s bot fire He tempers them,
With tears he cools and slnkes ;
With many a heavy, grievous stroke

He bests them to an edge
And tests and tries, again, agals,
il the bard will s fused, and paln
Becomes high priviloge :
Then strong, and gquickensd through and
through,
They ready are His work to do.

Like an on-rushing, furlous host
The tide ol neod and sin,
Unless the blades shall tom pered ba,
They huve no chunee to win ;
Guonl trusts to no untested swonl
When he goos forth o war ;
Ouly the souls that, benten long
On padn’s geeat anvil, have growo strong,
His chosen wenpons ure,
Ab, souls, on pain’s great aovil Inid,
Lemember this, nor be afreaid !
—Busan Coolidge, In Congregationallst

JESUS WAITS REYOXD,

It s not with the grief which eannod b
nssuagged thnt we who love Jesus wourn our
lost., His rising frim the grave is the pledge
of their inmortal lite, and wafted o us
from thot shore of bloom where they awnalt
Ws, eome to our spirits whispers of undying
hope. We know that we shall meet them
ngwin when the heavens shall rocelve us, ns
the heisens have reevived them, A dear
wile was dreifted out on the tide which sets
nway from these surf-benton banks of the
earth, Hour after honr ber husband held
herin his arms, bor beeath growing fninter,

coming In gusps; ever hee brave eves look-
fng stendily futo bils, wer strong soul fneing
the dnvisible world just bevond the vail,
without o tremor, without « protest.  An-
other thun the bsloved hushand wis walting |
to taks her hamd, and to that Other both |
eould restgen themselves trastfally and buaoy-
anthy, for this and the nexte life, “One can |
Be gelnd whao geoes to Jesus " wanld n glel in
the flush of her vouth,  “tilory, honor, im-
mortinlity 1" whispered nn nged saint. - Al
runshine vonder! " sald God'sservint, golng
home,  Bo our Easter thoughts are full of
rejoleing, full of pratse teanseending speech.
Yesterdny wo thought of Jesus in the tomb
todny it s of Josus risen wo sing,  Anild 18 o
dear poct has  written, we  remember in
thankfclness thit
“Unlvary and Easter day
Wore Just one day apurt !
Christing Lutelligencer,

A PEAYEIOF ADGRATION,

Blesaod ba thow, O God ! wlo hiast padaol
upoaiir Loed Jesus from the dead that  be
might be the fiest frults of them that  oee
axlevp, Wa bless thew for his sorviee aof |
humithntion, bis ntoning death, his glorlous
resurreetion and his continuing dife,  Por
hig sake pardon our transgrossions  and
shorteomings and ennbile usso to use this

world — of  passion and templation
that  we  muy  win  the  wjetory  ot!
Tnith, Teach ua to livee as  helts  of

the inheritapes Christ’s death hus poechnsed,
sl to e g those who follow  without feae
the path of hm who eonguersd death, Out
of the experience of Thy love we  pradss
Thew.  With the inntmerable sompsny of
the redecmml fn bonven and earth we wor-
ship the Lamb sintn-from the foundation of
the world, who died and rose agaln und Hyes
Innn immortal life, ory be to Thee, O
Christ ! in beaven and earth forevermors,
Amen.

A VOICOE FROM THE DEEY,

Thore fs, It i& safd, n benutiful custom in
parts of Riclly when the flshermen are  go-
g ou dome expedifion tnto the deep sen:
their wives and children secompany thom
to the shore, and us they embnrk they ruise
all togethor thelr volves in hyinng of “peaise
toGiod, und ns they gt out to sen, those o
the boats auswer Lo thoase on the shore, in
an antiphone of devotion, verss after verse,
until thedr volees die away o the distanee,
and the vearnlug soa caerles thom out of
sight amd hetiring, 8o we today stand on
thit shiore of cternity, and ss soul after sonl
puts forth dntothe deep und  pirsaos Trom
onr sight, we ridse the song of  oonilidenes,
“Christ s orisen,” nnd the papswer o
bk from the bosom of that Gl less
wttun

“Christ is risen, risen hrother,
seothier, Chirist is elsen fadesd”
Cianca Newholt,

TR

WE BIALL MEET AUALIN,

Ope can beie with hope and  ealmness o
parting which is opldy for atime apd not for-
ever, As the grent ship swings away (rom
the dovk,with every revolution of its wlisds
careving our dewe one nway from us, hinlf
uerosH the globe, o lie gone for yenrs, we
spnn the gulf of absones with the bridge of
Fopas s we Torecust the coming bnek, wo know
that vre long, or perhaps after long, we will
wieet agenin. 8o, when out ow the shlent sen
Lipes it iesd onrs of oot by v Vour wanjue,
our dear ones heee Kpow that b Christ wo
shindl meot befors many  yeurs, When wo
give our Joved ones apeit b in the good
Lope of the resureection,  Death hath nw
more dominion over thoge who are one in
faith nud Jove i the rlisen Christ, And this
is the Baster joy in the erown of rejolelng, -
Margaret K, Sungster,

THE SEED WILL HLONSUM IN HEAVEN.

The doctrine of the resarrection 1s tull of
Joy to the bereavold, ot elothes the grove
with Howers, nnd wrenthes the tomb  with
unfading larel,  "The sepulehre shines with
A Mght brighter than the san, and  death
grows fale, ns woe say, i the  full wssuranes
of faith, 1 know that my brother shall rlse
agaln.”  Hent from the Ignoble shell, the
prearel is gone to deek the erown of the P'rinee
of Pened ; buriesd benenth the sod, the sesd
15 preparing to bloom in the King's gardew.

UL 1L Bpurgeon.

—_—

FEW YEARR MAY AOLD MUCH.

He lives longest who lives noblest, Tife
I8 not measured by heart-beats, but by
good deeds, We do not doubt that many
wrsons of less than threesoors and ten
nve really hud a rieher and fuller exist-
enve thitn oven Methusgelal ever enjoyed,
It I8 possiblo to crowd an age into o life-
time,  Ameng the carly dend there nee mul-
titudes who fullilled their mission on the
oarth us truly as it thoy lingered on to
wrinkles and gray halrs. Lot us be mindful
that the nlght cometh when no men enn
work nnd dillgently strive o o our daty
while it 1s vallod todny.—Chrisilnn Advocate
(Nushvilie.)

CRUIST MUNT FiRRT HISE IN US,

The rosurrection of Christ s of noavail to
thee unless Clirist also rees o thy soul,
Nor s it enough that Christ should arise in
thy soul but ouee, Tor the old Adam ¢annol
be destroyed 1o o single moment,  The wld
sinful pnture strives dolly to live nnew in
thee, and daily must thou destroy it that
Christ may dally begin to live In thee
Christ nseended not to heaven nor entered
Into bis glory until after his resurrection, 8o
thou wilt not enter_into the heavenly glory
antil Chrlst fleey rises and lives W thee,—
Gurbard.

| w1 10, 10; ix, 1-8; xvl 3, 4,1

Baco-Gt

wE st o

We are the children of
and the dearness of the un“h. Inay,
and joyous e under the sy, j, the
when we remembér thy " Oy
urnod thereto (rom the oey
known unto lis diseig),., i g
ing of bread, The son, for o
we ever look, I8 his true 45, ™
u are drom overiyy, . *)
‘“ill‘- It {& newness of Life s "
aud this we have always, hay g )
us—the Vine whicll, after ip,,,. "
still blossometh in ny 1, N
Itis he who Is our Sprinsting.
baptism of fame quickeniy;: . Pl
and consuming all the deny o 0
. Alden, et

THE LORD GIVES Wy, i

Tie who climbs above the ..,
world and turns his faee oy,
found the sunny slio of ity 1,]_""
shde of the bill i ebill aud fpen,
spiritual mind, but the 1oy, 58
gives n warmth of joy which gy,
1nto summer, —Spurgooy, —fl,

——

l:ll‘li{ o, O "l‘\"h‘-"!! Gone o

Al nature sings at this gy ,,'l b
We sen no more the shadow o,

To us the pearly gates swipe

wst s the gy, "
Denth st vny,

Ile who was dead now Jiveg 4.

—Virginia Van de Water, iy )y,

Your Hfe neads dnys of rotiprn .
it shuts the gates upon the pou, o
action and Is alone with oy, e

———— ...

GHRISTIAN- EADERCR

TOPIC FOR SUNDAY, My

“Some Things Worth Living 1) |
it 1217,

THINGS TO LIVE yop,

May 10. Christ's  spproval My
ey PP Mait
May 11. Honor from men | 5

Moy 12 Love. Gen. xxiy, 3@

May 18, Strepgth,  Isn xi j2dp

May 14, Joy. Pa xl I8

May 15, Heaven, Mutt, sxv. )0

Boewrrreny Venses o Moy 10 i
Luke jx, 288, 24; Acts xv, ¥, Ui 45 4
LLy
L 20, 21; I 3-8; Heb. xitl, 12, |0

LEss0N THOUGN =

In vurdally toll and busioes we o
stantly on the lookout for that wig
bring us the grentest profit by =
nt life us n whole, and smmop o
from its beginning vl the o il o g
and in view of this, ask: Wi

rofit n man if he gain the whol v
o#s hie own sould"

It you fulflll the purpess of il
Hying, no matter how humble 1 -
may v your Iy, It bs well worth e
God's purposes nre nlwuys worty,

BELECTIONS.

The meaning and jor of lnine
summed up in merely Keepin
body, butin having every [
trol, o having an notive migl o
There is life in A spouge, Lut b
dous it mean? Then frst eup nos
sy, “1live,” when he Lon galee) !
Irom bondage to sin,

Kead tho blography of men the
themaelves, having thoir affections s
the things of the present wurll, 2l
find that thelr cup of hupploess
full, Now turn to the men that s
nod unseldsh lives, nud you will &
oup of blesslng running over, . o
thelr hearts was a pence that ths vl
not give and eannot take uway.

The Lord has glven to vuch the
life. What shall we do with it/
spend the few yoars we have op s
ing to nnswer the questions, What o
eat? what shall wo drinky what d
woear? whers shinll we nmuse
ehall we apend the few years (e
of our Lord and Mnster, trving
his enuse and teying to Help our e

I we live Christiiks Hves, w
penco and & bappioess tal e
wothing of.

Tahacn
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