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There are only about 1000 Germans
in the whole of Mexico,

Chicago h;s l peuny savings bank
for school children, inaugurated by
the Civic Federation.

The chemist of the agricultural de-
partment in Washington thinks that
the oil made of sumflower seed, which
he says is a parfect substitute for olive
oil, is the coming salad oil.

Southern California has a popula-
tion of sbout B820,000—cowmprising
64,000 families—and the railroad
mileage is equal to one mile of road to
about forty families, The population
is increasing at the rate of from 16,-
000 to 20,000 fumilies a year,

By the provisions of a new Texas
law, bond and investment companies
doing business in the state must de-
posit with the state treasurer 85000
and ten per cent. of net premium re-
ceipts yearly until the amount to their
credit shall reach to 8100,000.

According to the government return
just issued there are in Scotland 9237
agricultural holdings of oue acre and
under, 20,1560 of from one to five
of from five to fifty
ucres, 26,068 of above fifty acres and
seventy-six of more than 1000 acres,

“‘Within the last twenty-two vears
our southern iron product has in-
crensed BOO per cent,," declares the At-
lanta Constitution, *“*while that of the
uorth and east has increased less than
400 per cent. In 1880 the sonth pro-

duced only 3,700,000 touns of cosl. Ten | iously, **Now I must go and give lit-

years later,however, the produet of our
mines reached 24,000,000 tons, aud in
1896, 30,000,000 tons."

The local branch of the Boston loan
and trust company in Kunsas City has
roceived notice from its hend office
that heareafter loaus may be taken on
first-class properties in northenstern
Kansas. This in said to be ane of the
first orders of the kind affecting Kan-
s property that hus been given by a
loan company in years, The order is
limited to Douglass, Aahison, Jeffer-
son, Brown, Nemeha and a few other
eounties in the portion of the state
named,

Thongh the tomb of General Grant
in New York city is now practieally
completed, there yet remains some
work of ornumentation to be done, It
is intended to place upon the cap of
the pyramidal top of the monument a
colossal statue of peace. General
Porter says that provision has been
made for the ersction of this statue,
and that work upon it will soon hegin,
There remaina in the treasury of the
associstion §12,000. The status may
cont 815,000, but there is no fear that
there will be diffienlty in roising a fow
thousand to complete the tomb,

Vaccination against typhoid fover
seema to be an assured resource in the
war on disense, Two professors con-
nected with the Army Medienl school
at Netley, England, have elaborated a
process of antityphoid vaccination.
Cultures of the bacilli are nsed in the
process,  Observations were made
upon & number of persons, mostly
medical mon, with satisfactory results.
A medical journal says the vaceina.
tions can be practiced without risk,
and their adequacy, also, can be ensily
controlled by examinations of the
blood. Persons exposed to the risk
of typhod infection way secure immu-
nity, throngh this process, if the pres-
ent degree of success in maintuined,

On a railrond siding four miles
above Hollidaysburg, Peon., stand
thirty-two Pullman palace cars, closely
guarded day snd uight by watchmen
whose only duty it is to see that no
one interferes with the process of de-
cay and despoliation which the ele
ments have inaugurated. The cars
are the property of the Pennsylvania
railroad company, and represent an
outlay of $400,000. These handsome
coaches have been dragged through
the slow and tortuous processes of liti-
gation for over five years. Both the
railroad and the Pulman company
have olaims on the cars, and until a
final decision is rendered in the courts
these magnificent vehicles of travel by
rail are left to rot and crumble in the
open air, exposed to all kinds of
weather, and will soon be unfit for any
use except kindling wood and old

scrap iron,
F ————————————
When the average man is not en-

gaged In talklng too mueh Le s eu-
ghged In whistling too much.
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H, T should like
to go as far as
the pasture wall
once more. I
expect the black-
berries are be-
ginning to be
ripe; and how
thick they unsed
fo be along that

wall!" Mrs. Leafy Todd, as she spoke,

leaned back in her rocking chair on
the vine-shaded piazza and looked wist-
fully across the snmmer fields,
“Perhaps you conld go if you tried,
mother,” said her danghter Penelope,

hopefully. “You walked as far as the
clump of sumacs, you know, last
week."

Mrs, Todd shook her head until her
wiry black ringlets quivered. “I've
failed since then, Pears strange to me
that you don’t see it, Peneclope. But
there's considerable Todd to you; you
don't feel for folks like some."

“La, Leafy, yon just spunk up and
go! 'Take the short-handled dipper
and bring home o mess of blackberries
for ten, You'll feel s sight hetter for
it," spoke Mrs. Seling Todd, the in-
valid's sister-in-law, fat, comfortable
and blunt of speech, ns she Inid o shin-
ing tin dikh on the pinzza seat at
Leafy's hand and disappeared within
doors, after winking slyly at Penelope,
who sat upon the doorstep.

Penelope did not respond to the
wink; instend, the pucker deepenead he-
tween her brows -a deeper pucker
than it was pleasant to see hetween
eighteen-year-old  brows.  Penelope
wis dutifnl nnd conseientious, and she
wis not so sure as her Aunt Selina that
nervous prostration was, in her moth-
er's case, only a new-fashioned sny-
onym for heing spleeny,

“Perlinps you'd better wait till T ean
o with you, mother,” she said, anx-

tle Persis Dowd her music lesson.”

“I'm used to waiting,” said the in-
valid, with bitter patience, *'T haven't [
any real expectation of getting as far |
as the pasture wall agein.  That walk
I took lnst week eame near bringing
on a nnmb spell; and T felt counsider-
able as if T was going to have one just |
after I got up this morning.”

The proetty pink color drifted ont of
Penelope’s cheeks.  Those **numb
spells” were the terror of her life. Hor
mother was sure they meant heart dis-
ease, and Penelope had thonght that
the doetor had looked grave over them,

Penelope kept wateh and ward to
ptevent the ocenrrences which were
sure to bring them on, such as a visit
from old Mrs, Polly Nesbit, who told
her mother that ‘‘she looked full
older'n her mother did at her age,”
and ‘4f she was pindlin' she onght
not to be surprised, for the Pingrees,
her mother's folks, wa'n't apt to live
to be more'n forty-five."

Then thers had heen a numb spell
after the call of Penelope's friends,
Sam and Lizzie Nuate, from Orinoco,
Penelope conldn't understand why
these callers should conduce to nnmh
spells, but  her mother explained
vaguely that there had been some
trouble ahout a mortgage between the
Nutes and the Todds, in olden times,
and that with her sensitiveness she
kuew she should never be ableto bear
the sight of n Nnte.

“Cat's foot! Are you ns blind as a
bat, Penelope Todd?"" was the remurk
which Aunt BSeliva had made when
the explanation was repeated to her,

But Penelope would have felt un-
dutiful to harbor the least compre-
hension of what Aunt Selina meant,
Of course Sam Nute was not quite
like anybody else, and they lhnd
thought a good deal of each other aver
since they were children. That wns
the way in which Aunt Solina con-
nected Sam Nute with tho numb spells.
Perhaps Annt Selina was, ng Penelope’s
mother said, a trifle hard, and lacking
in fine feelings,

Penclope went off heavily burdened
to little Persis Dowd'n. music lesson.
Bhe wished she conld have hielped her
mother, now that the rare impulse
was npon her to take o little walk
that might do her good.  But every-
thing depended on her music teach-
ing, and she must not neglect a pupil.

The invalid Iay back with her eyes
closed; then she openpd them suddenly
and looked again wistfally across the
sumumer fields.  She gazed around her
fartively ; no one was in sight. She
arose aud walked feebly down the steps,
Midway she turned and reached back
for the dipper. I used to he one that
liked to have something to go for," she
said to herself.

It was pleasant to her even to cross
the stubby field when the grasshoppers
were thick, aud the loensts shrilled
monotonously, and the afternoon sun
was hot.

Bhe raised her hand suddenly toher
head. “‘I've got on Seliuy's old shade
hat," she wmurmured, ‘“Once I
wouldn’t haye worn it even when there
was nobody to see me.”

The sun dazzled her eyes and her
head felt a little giddy, It was long
since she had walked a0 far; but she
persevered.  Along the wall of the
stubby field grew w tangle of vines; but
they weregaspberry vines that had al-
ready shed their fruit, and traveller's-
ioy, sud here and there s red gleam
of ivy.

“Across the railway-track, alongthe
<asture-wall, there's where the black-
bervies grow,” she said to herself. *'I
haven't besn kg ) for two years, bat I
remember just aewelll Here's the gap

TERIOUS
DISAPPEARANCE.

i

‘ -unl to go through.

By SOPHIE SWETT.
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I s'pose T botter olimb across one of
them cars instead of going around the
end of 'em all. It's just seandalous
the way railroad folks leave cars stand-
ing ou this siding 'most every day till
they want them for the suburban folks
evenings and mornings."

The sun glinted throngh the chinks
in Selina’s battered hat—a man's hat
bought at the store for ten cents inthe
haying season—and Leafy was mear-
sighted at the best. She listened, No
locomotive was in hearing. 'The short
cut was ncross o car platform. When
she ¢limbed up to it, she said to her-
self, ‘I feel n mite dizzay—I guess I'll
sit right here on top of the steps and
rest u little,”

Penelope had gone with a heavy
heart, as has been said, to little Pearsis
Dowd’s music lesson. Penelope was a
responsible person us well ns a deepl
affectionate one, and since her father's
death she had felt herself tobe in an
especial sense her mother's keeper.

Old Doctor Bemis, a little puzzled
by nervous prostration, which was less
common in North Goshen than in
places where people have more leisure
for it, had said very gravely that his
putient must not be crossed; and Pene-
lope felt gnilty that she had even been
tompted to eross her. The temptation
had been dutifully resisted; a letter of
many pages to Sam Nute now lay
heavily in her pocket aud still more
heavily upon her heart.

It had required many pages to tell
Sam that what he had asked her conld
never be, because her duty to her
mother forbade it.  She had set forth
fully and pathetically her mother's sad
und dangerons condition, the more so
that she suspected Aunt Selina of hav-
ing made light of it to Sam.

Penclope hind to go s little out of her
way to reach the postoffice, and at the
turning of the rond she halted, her
resolution weakened by the tugging at
her heart-strings, Little Persis Dowd
renlly onght not to be obliged to wait
ten minutes for her lesson: and to-
mortow would be soon l'llull}.{h 1o send
that letter. Old Captain Dowd, Persis’s
grandfather, drove Penelope home
aronud by the river-road, so the letter
wis stillin her pocket when she reached
howme and found Aunt Seling frantienlly
tooting the horn and ringing the din-
ner-bell to raise ao alarm.

“Be ealm, Penelope, be ealm!"™ im-
plored Aunt Selinn, hystevieally; **but
little Auron Seattergood says he saw
her going neross the field in the middle
of the afternoon, nud my big bt and
the short-handled dipper sint auy-
where, nor she aint! 1 thought she
was taking o nap in her room, and 1
dido't ring the supper-bell, waiting
for her aml you—O) Penclope, don't
look like that! It's most likely she
has just gone to one of the neighbors. ™

The two women stood looking at
ench other, Penclope's white-lipped,
dry-eyed silence in strong contrast
with Aunt Selina's feverish excitement.
They bhoth knew that Leafy never went
to the neighhors,

'enelope had heard  that nervons
prostration sometimes developed into
The thought was too drendful to en-
dure in silence! **The pond! Aunnt
Selina, the pond!" she gasped.

“Now don't yon go to thinking of
that, child! T haint let myself think
of that!” sobbed Aunt Selina,  *'Oh,
poor old Leafy! T don't know as T had
feeling enough for her sufferings-
though I dil know they wa'n't all
vivin imaginntions, "

Penelope feltthe letterin her pocket,
an awful witness to her guilt, Bhe
thought that her mother had probably
discoverad that Sum had written to
her, and auxiety for the result had
driven her to some drendful deed,

“Oh, my poor suffering mother!
Could you think I would be so heart-
less as to leave yon?'" she oried alond,
her sell-restraint giving awny sudden-
ly. Then she arroused herself to
nction, on seeing little Aaron  Scatler-
good standing, highly entertained and
ourling his barve toes with exeitement,
in the gatewny.

“Run, Aaron, to every honse in this
neighborhood and ask if my mother
lins DLeen there or Dbeen seen!" said
Penelope, imperatively,

“I've been, and she haint, ' answersd
little Anron, concisely, **Nobody saw
her go berryin® but just me, Mebbe a
bear eat lLer,” he said, cheerfally;
“only there nin't none.” Little Aaron's
head drooped dejectedly with s sense
of the tameness of life, and he medita-
tively essnyed to pick up stones be-
tween his bave toes.

“Aunt Helina, the pond must be
dragged atonce! I'll go and give the
alarm."

Penalope sped down the hill toward
the willage, and ot the foot she met the
messenger boy from the centre with a
tolegram for Miss Penelope Todd,
which she opened with shaking fingers.

“Your mother safe with friends.
Will raturn soon,"

T'he telegram was unsigned. It came
from Orinoco.

Penelope drew a  long, sobbing
breath of relief; but the mystery op-
pressed her. Her mother must have
wandered away, and that implied a
much greater degree of mental weak-
ness than she had hitherto shown.

“I am going to Orinoco at opce,”
she declared, when she hsd carried the
telegram home to Aunt Selina,

“Bnt it's a Inrge town, aud yom
haven't a mite of aclue! I__'t{l just wait

tiently, seeing you know she's'safe,”
swid Auwnt Selina, ¢
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way to the station
stopped at the postoffice to mail her
letter to S8am Nute. She Liad & vague
feeling that it was a propitiation of
fate, this sacrifice which was so hard.
Without it her mother would not be
returned to her. Before she could slip
the letter into the box the postmistress
handed her one, sddressed in the
loose, wavering hand that had been
her mother's since her illness, and she
went directly ont with it.

Penelope sat down upon the grass
by the wayside and opened it, her
heart leaping at the ‘dear, fawiliar
words,

My Dran Davanves: [ want you to sand
mae my best bonnet, right off, And you
might send, too, your little lace cap that
you think is wo becoming to me, Thoy
want me to stay to the county conferenoe,
and as there are things about It that seem
kind of providential, as you might say, I
don't know but I shall. And Lizzie 18 real
stylish, you know. I'm wearing one of her
hats, and they say [t (sn't & mite too young
for me,

I torgot that you don't know how T eame
here, but I suppose you must have kind of
guessed by this time. 1 went aoross the
flald to the ralirond track, thinking to pick
u fow blaokberries. My head flew round,
but I kept right on, for I never was oue to
give up ensy. I went to climb over the
empty passenger-cars that are most al 'n{n
thern In thunﬂ:;nlmu, and I sat down to
rest: and I guess I must have fallen asleop,
for first thing I knew there was a jerk, and
the train was moving.

I thought st first that T was only dizzy,
and the noise It made was in my hoad; but
when the stons walls h--a;_'i to slip along
backward I knew what had happened.

I got up togo inside,But the door was
locked, and nobody saw or heard me till
the condurctor eame slong and unlocked
the door, 1 told him 1 must ba put off, but
he #afd they couldn’t, for they wers bohind
time, H» was ssucy, anyhow; when I sald
I soulin't go to Orinoco—which was the
first stopping-plave -he sald, a8 cool as
eould be, “Madam, what will you do? And
when [ said I shonld dis befora I got there,
he sald, as polite as & hasgkot of chips, “In
that cnse, madam, I will soa that your re-
malng nre sont to your friends!"

He gave ms a comfortable seat—I'11 say
thut for him—and there I sat In Selina’s
ol haying hat, with the tears triokling
down my cheeks sud him and two brake-
men staring at me, When I got off at
Orinoco I was trembling in avery Hmb, for
I hadn't any money. [eouldn't bearto nsk
nny questions, safterthe hlood-curdling way
that that conductor answered me, But I
deslare, T don’t know bt it kept me up to
be so mad ne he mpde me!

While I was stunding onthe platform of
the Orinoco station, wondering what I
should do, who should come driving up but
Bam and Lizzie Nute! You know I've had
Kind of a feellng ngainst Nutes, but I didn't
think of it then, I never was go ghad to
#ee any folksin all my born days, and I
suld 0 right out, They took me right
home with them, and hors I am.

It spoms queer that I should have beoa
earciod off g0 to thoe county conference,
that I nover expected to go to again. The
Iy, Orsino Cheney {5 stopping hers at
Denoon Nute's to attenid  the confersnce,
Your Aunt Selinn will know who ho s, Hs
usedl to kind of keop compuny with me
when I was o girl, They say e has come
homo Yor o wite, und Lizzie keeps tonsing
me; but, of eourse, that i8 ridiculous, Not
but what I should feel equal to laboring in
the Lord's vineyard wherover He wis
plensed to call me, after what I stood yes-
terday,

That makes me think that T don't know
na vou've trosted Bam Nuto Just right,
Maybe you've thought too much of that old
difficulty betwoon the two families, Folks
ought not to treasure up such things, If I
ghonld have to lenve yon—and the most
unexpeeted things do happen in this world

[ should Hke to think that I left you with
such o protector s Sam Nute would be,

Youvs Lovisa Moruwee,

P. 8.—HBefore you sand the bonnet you
might goet two lttle sprigs of those blus
flowers that you thought were 8o becoming
to mo and lot the millloer pin them (o,

Penelope langhed a little and eried
a little, sitting by herself on the grass
besida the rond, Then she tore the
long, hateful letter to Sam all into lit-
tle bits and tossed them into the air;
and the winde of heaven swooped
down upon them and bore them afar,
-~ Youth's Companion,

Husband and Wife for Eighty-Seven Yeara,
Mr. and Mrs, Jazob Hiller, who
live near La Grange, Ind., have just
completed eighty-seven years of mar-
ried life, and both bid fair to live a few
years longer, Mr. Hiller is now 107
yenrs old and his wife 105, and the
little frame cottage they oceupy has
been their home for nearly eighty-five
years, This house oconnists of one
room, and this room contains all the
nged couple's earthly possessions,
Mr, Hiller is a vigorous looking man
for his extreme old age, His hand is
ns strong and his step as firm as those
of & man of forty. His eyes are bright,
and his long hair falls in unmixed
whiteness almost to his shoulders,
His wife has long since passed under
the spell of old nge. She is bent al-
most double with the weight of her
years and is totally blind, “It's &
eaution," says Mr, Hiller, speaking of
his age. *‘I never counted on living
so long or anything like it.” He tells
liow he was born in Jamestown, near
Kingston, Cannda, He was twenty-
two years old when the war of 1812
came along, and he desoribes Canada
as a very wild country in those years,
The first year of the war he and his
wife left Canada and seitled near
Marine City, and went from there to
Emment, whenoe they came to their
present home, They were married
when Mr. Hiller was twenty and his
wife eighteen, With his old age have
come symptoms of a second childhood,
the most amnsing and nmmazing of
which is the cutting of twoteeth lateky.
The old couple have eleven children,
the oldest eighty-two and the youngest
fifty-saven.—Chicago Times-Herald,

Bearcity of Rubber.

Owing largely to the use of india
rubber for bicyole tires, the demand
for the produet lhas increased so
enormously that there is great risk of .
the supply failing if the natural produc- '
tion upon which we now depend is not
supplemented by the artificial cultiva-
tion of the trees whioli yield the ma-

terial. A compauy has recently been
formed for 3- purpoea of developing
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Sin amd Selfishnoss ~God Knows Dest,

0, Jesus Christ, grow Thou in me,
And all things else recede;

My heart be daily nearer Thee
rom sin be dally freed,

In Thy bright beams which on me fall
Fade every evil thought;

That I am nothing, Thou art all,
1 would be dally tanght.

Make this poor sell grow leas and less,
Be Thou my life and sim;

0, make ms dally, through Thy grace,
More worthy of Thy name!

Trapsmuted Throngh Sarrender,

If you enter the Turner Gallery of Art In
Lomdlon, you are at once arrested by the
flaming pictures of unrivaled magunifioence,
You have sunrises that come blushing o'er
the incense-breathing morn and sunsets that
gsem to open the u:f gateways of glory—
suns In their meridian splendor, suns
shining through the rifted clouds, giving
exiuisite shandows, turning the water into
sllvery sheen and elothing the heathery hill-
sides In lmrplu robes. If you examine what
gives brilllance to those pletures—jowels and
all preclous stones, think you? Nothing of
the kind. The geniusof Turner took the
worthless metallle  oxides and plgments
which were pulverized, cleansed and assimi-
Inted—mnoriflesd, If yvou please—and then
baodled to inearuate on the canvas the fdeal
erentions of his mind,and now the worthless
plgments nre transmuted into a value which
the wealth of a Vanderbilt could not pur-
chase from the nation. How floe s the
annlogy bhere! If the surrender of these
wurtlﬁm plgmaentsto the hands of s Turner
lifts them to such poerless value, making
them the miuisters of benuty through the
ages, the surrender of any soul to God glves
the services of that soul an Inconeelvable
proclousness, —Georgd Douglus, D, D., in
“The Sacrifies of Serviee,"”

Tnserntable Though Not Unintelligilile,

It is vital Christinnity when the believer
ean say, L lve, yot not I, but Christ Hveth
in me." This I8 not ashadow which we
pursue, nor n dresm of the night, The
unlon of sunlight with Nower, of heat with
fire, of life with the body, 18 not more real.
Thero s a life which is hid with Christ ia
Giod for sinful, helpless men and women;
not o fancy of the mystie in his solitude, not
n prize for him who  has lelsure and learn-
ing, but a reality for all bellevers amid thelr
tnmptations, troubles, dutles, cares, Man
hasa body; he is aspirit.  Spirituslly he
mny be joined with Christ il become u son
of God.  DBut this unlon does not destroy
personality. It is, however, vital —the life
of Christ withinthe bellever as distinguished
from externnl lnfluenoe or assistance ~so
that the npostle says, **Ha that hith the Son
hath life.” It s fnscrotable though not
unlntelligible, Wo cannot fully comprehend
it, but mnay know it by experience, It is
Inerensingly revenled toevery fuithful dis-
clple,  ©Of His fullnoss  have ol we re-
celved, and grace for gence,” ey, Herbert
W. Lathe, in *Chosen of God,™

A 'rayer for Preparation,

Wa present ourselves to thee today, our
Father,  Prepars us for what thou seest to
b waiting for us in the valley of the
duny, now  velled in  mist Tt not
sin hove dominlon over us, I temptu-
tlon assnils, may it flud no foothold in one
hearts: (1 we pass through seenes whoero the
lufection of evil is strong, may we not be
susooptible to ity il we are strongly pro-
\'ukm[. may woe not yield,  If thou goest not
with us earry us not up hienoe,  Apart from
thes wo ean do nothing,  HBe nearer Lo us
than our dearost friend; be closer to us than
the most Insldions araft of the ensmy.  May
we put on the Lord Jesus, o that he shnit
b the vestiure of our souls, Be with us
as our shepherd, Keeping us; as our caps
tain, leading us; ns our friend, warning nnd
helping ug,  Let the secret plnco of the
Most Iigh bo our home and the shadow of
the Almighty our abiding plaee. Do more
than go with us, dwell in us, walk in us,
pogscrs  ug use us. When we nre most
ahrorbid in our necessary husiness, may thy
presence not withideaw itself, but b peri-
pent and abiding,  Amen,

sin and Sellishness.

A britthe thing i= our sarthly happiness—
britthe ms some thin vase of Venetluo gloss:
nnd neither anxiety, nor sorrow, nor the
dart of death, whivh is mightier than the
otk-clenving  thunderbolt, ecan shnitor n
thing even so brittle as the earthily happl-
ness of our poor Httle homes, If wo pinee
that happiness under the caes of Chod. Bt
though nelther nuguish nor denth can break
it with sll their violenes, sin cuan break It
at atouch; nnd selfishness ean shator i,
{uﬂ ns thero are aclds which will shiver the
venetinn glass.  Nin and selfishnoss— God’s
by does not heal in this worbd the ravages
which they enuse !—Canon Farrer,

God Stands at Threshold,

In Holman Hunt's great picture called
“The Light of the World," we see One with
pationt, gontle faco, standing at n door
which Is tyv-covornd, ns If long olosed, He
is girt with the priostly breastplate,  Te
bears in His hand the lamp of truth. He
stands and konocka, There s no answer,
and He still stands and knocks, His eye
tells of love; His face beams with yearnlog.
You lvok closely and you percelve that there
ig no knob or Iatch on the outside of the
door. It can be opened only from within.
Do yon not pos the menning?  The Spirit of
uod' comes to your heart's door and knoeks.
He stands there while storms gather and
broak upon His unsheltared head, while the
sun  declines nnd nlght comes on with its
¢hills and itsa heavy dews. He waits and
knocks, but you must open the door your-
self. The unry lateh is Inside, —=J. I Miller,
D, D. =

The Tide of God's Grave,

I saw & vessel which tho waves did spare,
Lie sadly stranded on n sandy beach,
Bueyond the tide's kind reach:

Within its murmur of lumenting speech
Long she lay there;

Until at length

A mighty sea arose in all its strength,

And lnsunchod her lovingly.

And thus, alas! our race
Lay stranded on the beach of human sin

And r‘y,
Beyond all help,until God's gracious graoce,
A mighty tide,
gu eﬁmmﬂytﬁ,
wept grandly In,
And set us [ree. —Anon.
God Knows Best,

Wa may be led of God all the time, and,
like Mosen, we should be content with the
place where He bids ux dwell, [ doubt not
that some of you may feel that you have
been, and even now are, kept back from the

test usefulpess, . . . I would not
ave you feel thus, but rather use "H oare-
fully all that the Lord gives yon. And don't
be afrald of the *back side of the desert,"

OUR PROTHERS' KpypEss.

June 14. Our neighbors: , 3l g
June 185, le' “-H."N
Jure 168

Helplulness, x5
Icil- wil, g4,
Juoe 17. Hi ., John xgyy, 1-18,
June 18 Love v. 6-15,
June 19, Unselfishness, 1 Cqop, X 23.33
YensEs

BomirTURE _-"ll"'. =% 14, Jer. |
Lu-nu‘;:m.:: &M =il 10, m.4

$;1Comn

- LEMSOX THOUGgyS |

The laws of the state g.d the jam
pim -onmim Man ™ ponsibie

murder of, or any | injury
his brother. I‘::t. thon, myust Our s
abllity, before usti®® of God,
the lpt'.mual death of any ‘“oui uy!

Our responalbility for oihern goe
eonse when we have more)y rofrai,ed
dolng them any tive an.'")'-. it is
duty also to go thogs wBO have
ed, and actively snek 10 gaye those (hy

BELECTIO)y

Com.' let us work fop Jesus

By faith and eartiesy praYer,

The wandering ones from Jeuyy
Khould claim our couﬂll Care

Then let us work for Jegus
Before the sun goey Jown:

We've hearts to win 1o, Jesua
Ere wo can wear & oppWo.

Inquire diligently whyy blood mort
there Ia on your property n the interes g
missions, how much you owe to the
because of what you owy t0 Christ for p,
deeming you with his pregjou blood. Iwag

that it will go hard wieh Yoy when u
rd comes 10 reckon with You if boi‘
your wealth Inverted in yypetfious luxuriy
or hoarded up In Neodjass Atoyumulntig,
fustead of belug encredly do¥oted to Kling
the gospel to the lost, |

Amid the anares misfertyye lays

Uossen, benoath the aygps of all,

Blest is thoe love that seekg 10 Talss

And siay and strengthep $howe who ty,
Till, taught by Him who gor Olir sake

Bore every form of lity'y distress,
With every passiog Yoar we Makes

The sum of human sorpoW® legs,

The great problem I8 pot Bow to sy
world, but how to Purgysd® sach Ubrigy
that it ts lis busineag o the meayy
saving some one man g the World,

Let us reach into our posois

For the kay to othep |jvés,
And with love toward orring natun,
Cherish good that agyl #Uryives,
Bo that when our dlapgbed spirits
Boar to realms of light Aboya,
We may say, "Dear Pgiher, [ove m,
E'en oy we have shown Our jova"

He “Drank Ljge 8 Fiah"

A young man of wegith Snd high sy

[vu.ultlou died reesntly jn Lonpdon ugpe
lonably from drink, g will b <oy lng
the tollowing reports op ¢he quantity of
quor put down to thiy yoUng mol sy
nocount, On the day op Wis doath Ly
snid to have had ton glueses of whisky

a bottle of Pommery , gliss of Beele
tino, o glass of shoerry and two botsd )
Marcobrunner, Thiy pyee OF oonsumpy
was excoeded on other qoys, and aleolle
clearly had morkod this misgaidel s
man for its own, Thy goctors give § e
ble aceount of his eopgjtion.

w
Trust God ywiph Amwairs,

A friend went ond maenlie to Sie il
Poel's house and foygd bl wich 4 ome
bundle of letters "'hu: befops |
over {t ln proyer, Tl (g,
eame back fn o short gyme gl
vour pardon for [tpg o upon your
vate devotions,”  Nip Hoberp =il Sy
those were mv publio qevitions | ws e
glving the affairs of gpgte g the bk
Giod, for I eould Doy mdlges th fn
trusting the Lving Gag with vo
or your housekeeplyge —H W,

1 opi
Lord's smily g Keogmprnse,

{ wo truly feel thuyg ¢he Lord
Whiom we stand we gyl Wapt
for our work but His gptles g we
that the light of pja e s all
Thut thought shoupy dendos
outward things.  ow the !
fever our sonls by pursigge i
henrts whon we  loge WHE s
How smndl and yulgpe ehe s pr
||lml.]|- call thein, wij sitbear.

Arian, sl honrt ¢ I yypudosyn 0w
Christ's resurteetjon thine ma )
Do ot by Db ol wen gl e e
Whtledy ns it pisetly, pulevtly (b
Arisu! Arlsg !

- —

Some people Wil gever Lo
about Jesus Christ gxeelt what (e
the lves of His lllm.“,]nn_ Wie s
peeaplo of Christ by jpying thel
eolyeg, We must wplk )
Christ that peopls wili ot
Christ,--Bishop Thgpur,

You ean't jump gyeay frog 20
bub if you turn to gpe sin voit
behind you, and It you Kl
your aﬁmluw I8 pupenth you
should try to do by o ey te
Bun, with our #lug|,w, 8elf, wud

Aey, F. B. Meyep,

You cannct traey Jesus; you n:tll
Iyze Jesus, HI8 iggapee spiritann o
his simplicity of thought, pis o
abnegation and Lijy unflleged GOHER
sesnded ona Wopy ool hojperss ®
dew upon the dry gepss —Joln W s

“When he ¢amg per® thers =
tinns; when he wape BWay the?
henthen, " —~lofopfplon vy o &
John Geddie ot Ageltym:

FRENCOEL
Produces the Ahgye resy i1 1 1 0L
rwﬁlltpudq.mm Riivs ¥ARS S
ouug men will thay; .

and never think you are forsaken of God
because kept long there, Ho knows just
how much of quiet, humble life we n to
serve Him in the best manuer hereafter.—
Mary Lyon

ll{_?od. I thank Thee, who hast made

e varth so bright; r. :
Bomuol:ﬂnﬂo;ndclm, e
Beanty ‘t A

s e 'Y _.J 1',- :.1 :‘-_‘:\.'; vl 'I




