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UTTERS A WARNING

JEREMIAH, LAMENTING, PLEADS WITH
HIS COUNTRYMEN.

. TO RETURN TO THE OLD PATHS

Uses Homely Similie to Poing Out the
| Way te the Throme of God, in the
Ordinary Country Paths or Reugh
lq.dml ©Over Which Eastern Cara~

vans Trivelsd. k

Enlered acoording to Act of Parliament of Can-
in the yur.l'wu, by William Baily, of To=
ronte, at the Dep't of Agriculture. Oilawa.

Chicago, Sept. 27.—Amid the dis-
tractions and temptations of rmodern
life this sermon utters a warning cry,
a timely call for a return to the
simple ways and upright, honorable,
Christian lives. The text is Jeremiah
vi, 16, ‘“Ask for the old paths.”

Most simple is the text's figure. Its
simplicity gives it a homely beauty.
It has in it the aroma of the woods.
It isone of those simple similes of
country life that bring back to the
weary city dweller, whose feet have
been long accustomed to the hard
paving stones of the city sidewalks,
the memory of the footpaths over
turf covered hills and the narrow
lanes between the banks bejeweled
with sweet wild flowers that he used
to walk in his childhood days. The
old paths—we can never forget them.
It will do us good if we think of
them = this morning and see if there
are any moral lessons we can learn
from them. Jeremiah, amoeng the
greatest of the prophets, lamenting
that his countrymen had deserted
their God and disobeyed his laws,
pleads with them to avert the im-
pending punishment by returning to
him, and he employs this simple fig-
ure to portray their condition. He
describes them as travelers lost upon’
the mountains of sin, hunting for a
path which will lead them out of
their moral difficulties. He repre-
sents God as  telling them to “‘ask
for the old paths, which is the good
way, and walk therein, and ye shall

., find rest for your souls: But they
said, ‘““We will not walk therein.’’
Jeremiah points the right path lead-
ing to' the throne of God by using
the ~homely - simile of the ordinary
country paths or rough roadways in
common use at the time, over which
the eastern caravans have traveled
and the cows have come home for the
evening milking and over which have
passed tired men and women when,
with daily’ tasks well done, they have
sought the home firesides for physic-
al refreshment and for blessed sleep.

Like Jeremiah, I would to-day car-
ry your thoughts back to the remi-
niscences of the country and from the
sweet, fresh’ flowers of the village
hedgerows pluck blossoms which will
remind you of old time associatione
and resolves. The greatest of horti-
culturists is not the gardemer who
fashions his beds in the ‘‘many col-
ors” of a Joseph’s ceat or a grand-
mother’s crazy quilt. It is he who
makes his floral designs simplo—very
simple. One bed looks as though it
were a bit of Alpine lake flung among
the crowded regiments of flowers. It
is planted entirely with violets. An-
other bed looks like a great collec-
tion of leaping flames. It is planted
only in roses. It is very simple. It
is as simple in colors as a cardinal’s
robe.. Another bed has the jaundic-
ed Jook of a Malay's skin, It is
only planted in golden glows. Another
will be an azalea bed, another a
a dahlia, another planted in white
lilies, another {n geraniums. The
horticulturistic genius thrives best
in the simplicity of colors. From
this sermonic bed I would pluck only
the sweet for-get-me-nots of tender
memories. Like Jeremiah the prop-
het I would try to lead you over
some - of “the old paths which your

. feet have trodden in the past, and
in the leading I would lead you to
the foot of the cross.

The old path which wound its way
toward the old homestead is the first
one I would bid you to seek. That
path by the side of which was once
builded your father's’ and mother’'s
nursery is to-day in all probability
covered up. with underbrush. Here it
is blocked by the rotting trupk of a
tree_which has fallen sideways. There

"t has been scooped out by a freshet
and yonder covered up with a land-
slide. It looks a great deal like one
of those old deserted log roads which
once wound their way through the
woods toward the town. After the
new highway or pike was opencd the
farmers _and the farmers’ wives al-
ways went the other way'to market.
The result is that the small bushes
and the weeds have begun to grow
over that path which led to your
mother's nursery. It has long been
untrodden by any human foot. Flive,
ten, fifteen, twenty, thirty years!
What? What? Have your mother
and father been dead as long as that?
My, my, how time does go! No
wonder you have forgotten a great
deal . about your wmother and her
ways.

But, come, let us take our axes to-
day and clear away some of that
rubbish. Let us explore the old path
which once led up to the old home-
stead. When the first settlers enter-
ed the Michigan woods they used to
*blaze’” the trees. That means that
with' their axe§ they would chop a
notch out of this tree and that and
the other tree ‘as they went along.
Thus; if they eould not find the right
place to settle in one direction, they
would retrace “their steps by these
notches and start out in the woods
from another dirgction. Well, these
old" paths which once led up to  the
homes of our childhood may not have
been used for a quarter of a century,
but they can be easily followed. Our
parents ‘‘blazed” them all the way
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itself. Yooking back over the long
years, you remember him traveling
that ‘‘straight path.” You cannot
think of one act your father ever did
which was dishonorable. = Ah, that
old father of yours may have worn
shabby clothes and may have been
poor in pocket, but he Wwas rich in
character.. The path he traveled to
and from the old homestead was al-
ways a “‘straight path.”” Though the
*‘last will and testament’’ which he
signed ‘puovision for a few trin-
kets, a Bible and a gold headed cane,
and perhaps a snuffbox, that father
left you the grandest legacy a boy
ever received. He left'to you an un-
tarnished name, the example of a
father’'s life well and honestly lived.
Hven as 2 speak now and talk about
his past life a blush mantles your
cheek, When you contrast his pure
life ' with yours and you remember
some of the mean, sneaking things
you are accustomed to do in your
dealings with your fellow men, you
say: “'I wish I had always followed
in the footsteps of my father. I wish
I had always followed in his straight
path.”  Why don’t you, my brother?
Why don’t you now? Are the thick-
ets too strong about you? Are the
jungles of sin too dense? God-'is tell-
ing you to-day to seek the old paths.
A& for the old path, the straight
path, the honest path, which your
father once trod. Seek it now)

‘Then, again, I further study the
“blazing”’ marks along the paths
which led up to the home of ' our
childhood. I find out that these
paths were Christian paths Coals
ways led toward the throne of God.
How_ do I know? Simple enough.
Let me illustrate: When I go to Eu-
rope as far as possible I live there
among the natives, and for the most
part among the common people. Now,
again and again, when I have turned
my back upon European cities  and
climbed the unfrequented paths which
lead over the mountains, I have been
startled with finding here a cross and
there an altar. I would find these
crosses and altars far, far away from
any house -or church. Then, as I
have concealed myself among the trees
and waited, I have seen weary peas-
ants come along with great big packs
strapped to their shoulders. Then I
have seen them stop and look around
to see if any one was watching. Then
I have seen them unstrap their bur-
dens and lay them at the feet of the
image of Christ and then and there
kneel in prayer. Well, my friend, in
going along the pathway which was
“blazed”” by your mother’s bread
knife and knitting mneedle, I c¢ome
upon altars everywhere., I find that
there was hardly a step that she took
in life but she had a place where she
could'stop and kneel in prayer. And
at every altar I find indentations in
the rocks where she laid her burdens
at the Saviour’s feet.

And, oh, my friend, what a lot of
burdens she had to lay upon her Sa-
viour’s breast in her journey of life!—
There was that awful burden of phys-
jcal wickmess. I do not know how
you may remember your mother, but
most of us think of mother when she
was physically sick. She scemed to
be so long dying. Now it was the
pain in the head; now it was the
disordered nerves. Then it was that
long, long time, when we had a train-
¢d nursp. ‘‘How is mother to-day?’”’
the younger children would ask, and
we would answer, “Not very well,
my dear; not very well.”” Yet for
the most part, our mothers lost their

hysical health by living and doing
or us.

I go a little farther along this
Christian path of vour dead mother.
I find also the place where she laid
at Christ's feet ‘the burden of her
anxiety for the salvation of her chil-

m. Some people love to think of
their mother, first by picturing her
sitting and sewing for their advent.
It is a beautiful sight to see the
young wife, by the evening lamp with
her needle in her hand, making the
little white garnients for the stranger
soon to come. Our mothers thought
and planned for the cradle and the
little wardiobe weeks before we were
born. They did it so that when they
should lie down upon a bed of suffer-
ing all might be well for the little
one’s welcome. That is a beautiful
vision., But, oh, to me .it is a far
more beautiful sight to see a young
wife upon her knees in prayer. To
think of her praying to God that her
unborn child might grow up to be a
good man, a good woman. And you,
my friend sitting before me, from that
moment when. your mother first
prayed for’'you until her deaths she
never left that altar before which
she was continually beseeching God
for the salvation of your soul. Along
that Christian pathway she first led
your tottering feet. In that Christian
pathway s first taught you to utter
the baby prayer, ‘‘Now I lay me down
to sleep.” In that Christian path
she gave you her dying benediction.
Will you not seek the old path, the
Christian path of your glorified and
sainted mother? It is a path cover-
ed with wild flowers and fragrant
with perfume. Those flowers and
that pathway have been watered
with your mother's tears. ;

But, thers is another path to which
I would call your attention to-day.

It is that” which you once traveled |

when going to Sunday school and to
the church of your childhood. If that
church was in the country, then
there was poetry in your going.
When the call of the village bell rang
those notes would press their way

If the path which you first travel-
ed to Sunday school was aleng the
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Alirty years befors. Would that this
sgrmaon,; like that buried shell, might
have, an’ explosive power.  May it
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services a great change came over:
your family party. One of your sis-
ters or brothers left your side and’
went up to the church altar. One by
one they thére gave their hearts te
Christ and publicly confessed him at
the communion table. After awhile
your turn cams. You can see your-
self now as you came before the
church session. You remember how
the old minister wiped his glasses.
He put his hand upon your shoulder .
and said: ‘“My boy, why do you
want to join the chur¢h? Do you
love Jesus? Will you promise to live
for him and give your life to his ser-
vice?’' Then you remember the great
big lump that stuck in your throat.
You remember how between your
sobs you said: ‘“The reason I want
to be a Christian is because my
father and mother and brothers and
sisters are all Christians, I want
itheir Baviour to be mine. As we
have g united family here I want an
unbroken family circle in heaven.”
Aged, gray haired men, that was a
beautiful path over which you went
to church for the first time. That
was & holy drive you took on the
merning you went to take your first
communion. You did not speak much
that morning, Bbut your thoughts
were very decp and very high. y
were as deep as your sins, as high
as and as great as the'forgiveness of
God. Oh, why have you not always
kept walking in that path? hrist
walked with you thers twenty years

ago. Jesus as guide is ready te
lead you back to that path and walk
with yeu there mow. ill you seek

the old path—the path over which
you went for the first time to the
communion table of the Lord?

®There is still another path which
you once trod. This path is fragrant
with blossoms. It is the path which
once led up to your marriage altar.
It is the path over which the fallen
rice is strewn and where the merry
laughter of the bridesmaids is try-
ing to drown the joyful salutations

soms which line this path-
way are orange blossoms.
The silver ~ bells are those
which once played Mendelssohn's

‘“Wedding March.”’ Whers did that
path which ended at the marriage
altar first lead you? ‘Oh,”” you an-
swer, ““it led me first among the
briers and over the stony grounds.
My courtship days were not all sun-
shine. For a long time I did not
know whether I could win the hand
of my heart love, In the first place,
I was not socially her equal. Then I
was penniless and had nothing to of-
fer but my two hands and a willing
heart. Then, my life was not what
it ought to have been. But she had
faith in me. I promised her to re-
form. I went to church with her. I
gave up drinking, and I promised
her I would surrender ny heart to
Christ. And, do you know, the night
she gave herself to me she made me
%neel with her and we both made a
prayer that God would hear and
help me keep my vows.”” Ah, yes,
my brother, I know just how you
feel when you think. of that old path
which led up to your marriage al-
tar! When you took the trembling
hand of that young girl in yours you
truly felt that you wanted to be
good. You promised God, then and
there, for her sake as well as your
own, to live a good, true, pure,
noble, Christian life. Have yeu kept
your vow? Are you willing te go te
church with her new as you did when
You were engaged to her? Are you
helping her to set the right example
before your children—your children
and bhers? Remember, man, you
made & promise to her and to God
on the night of yeur wedding. Will
you seek !hq old path of consecrat-
ed love, which wound thropgh the
days of {our courtship and ended on
the night you took your heart love
%8 & bride from her father’'s home?

Besides that, my brother, have you
also tried to follow out that pledge
you made to God in the aight when
your baby was very sick? ¥You well
remember the grave faces of the
physicians. You well remember how
you knelt by the crib and said, ““Oh,
God, {f you will make my baby well
I pledge to you my future life.’”’ ¥You
well remember the pledge you made
to God on the night your baby died.
Nearly every one of us has had @
child’s death in our families. Have
you kept that pledge? Have you
kept the pledge you made to God on
the old path which once led down to
the cradles of your living children
and now also leads down to the
graves of your dead babies?

But how are you going to find your
way back to these old paths? Seme
of you have been away from. these
paths for many years. You are lost,
completely lost. You will never find
your way out from the mountains of
sin unless yoy- have a divine guide.
The importance of a guide to one
lost in mountains of earth or of
sin can fever be overestimated. To-
day, ye lost and wearied sinners,
Christ is ready to be your guide. 'Hgq
will lead you out of the mountains
of sin. He will lead you to the old
paths which are all convérging into |
the one Christian path that leads to
the foot of the heavenly throne.
Will you let him lead you?. Will you

let him parden you? Will you let
Jesus save you? )
May the old paths of Christian

love to-day become to you the mew
paths of Christian service. We have
read that, in 1892, a party of _men
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GELESS.,

Dont neglect any little trouble
with ybur eyes—it may be a
great big trouble before long.

Our examination by a skilled
Optician is both FREE and
FAIR,-if there is nothing
wrong (we'll tell you, - All kinds
of Optical Goods on hand.

A- A. JORDAN
SIGN, OF BI& CLICE,

CHATE AM.
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AT LOWEST PRIOCES.
Telephone 54

BEST SCRANTON GOAL

Prompt delivery can be made now.
Office—Opposite G. T. Ry. Hotel,Queen
Street.

J. G. STEEN

WALL

Syrup

Cures all humors of the
blood permanently. No
need to suffer with

ERYSIPELAS
SALT RHEUM
' BOIELS
L : ECZEMA

Weavers

JOS. A. TILT,

Next to Rankin House

B e e |
MONEY TO LEND

ON LAND MORTGAGE |,
ON CHATTEL MORTGAGE
e OR ON NOTEy 1
< To off mortgages, Tobu e 4
P!yp:‘en ¢luh'ec‘l.z Very rate i
2 J; W. WHITE, 1
: Barrister |
Opp. Grand Opera ‘House, Chatham L 4
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Minard’s Liﬁ'ment Cures Dandruff.
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We have just received a large
consignment of

yand Rl

from Jas. Templeton & Co.
of Glasgow, Scotland . . .

PAPERS.....

We carry a large assortment
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L. E. CURL,

- OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIAN,
SPECIALIST IN CHRONIC
S DISEASES ;
Ermination Free, Office, Sxth street
opposite Fire ¥all. Hours—8 o In
am,1t05pm., 708 pm.

DR. OVENS
R o()Eml..()N‘DON
Il .
rovn SN0 01, Gt W
Will be at Chatham on SATUR.
: DAY, Sept. 26, Oct. 24, Nov. 28,
Dec. 26. Glasses properly fitted.,
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Office at Radley’s drug store b

°  MUMICAYL.

$ Miss Flossie Bogart,

Organist of Christ Church, pupil of Mr, §
Julus V. Seyler, Detroit, will resume her

classes Mo I, Sept. 7th. Pupils will
kindly call and arrange ‘lesson hours at
once. For terms, etc., apply at residence @
86 Cross Street ®
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% Miss Ada F. Ross &

Contralto Soloist, St,
Andrew’s Church,

TEACHER OF SINGING. s o
Studio over O'Keefe l Concert engage- I
& Drew’s Office, ments accepted.
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{EDNA M. MARTIN,

MEZZO-CONTRALTO,
Soloist First Presbyterian Church,
pupil of Madame Julie Wyman,
New York, and for past two years
pupil of A. B, Cheney, Boston, will
accept a limited number of pupils
in Voice Culture, - Studioover Me-
Call’s Drug Store, King Street.
Residence, Lacroix St., Chatham,

Concert engagements accepted.
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-MISS EDYTHE HILL,

Leader and Soloist of Park St.
Method:st Church,

Gold Medalist, Ontario Tadies’
College, Honor Graduate Tordn-
to Conmservatory of Music, and
who studied singing for a year
and a half abroad, will begin her
term Monday, Sept, 14th, in her
new studio over Sheldrick’s.
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GIBSON
PICTURES

AT THE—

GIBSON
STUDIO.

Cor. King and Fifth Sts
CHATHAM.
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BAKING

Give your wife a chance
and she’ll bake bread like
that mother used to make,

For rolls and biscuits—
that require to be baked
quickly there’s nothing like
Gas. >»

THE CHATHAM GAS €O
Limited.

'‘King 8t. 'Phone 8i
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§' Radley’s i
Cough
Cure

28¢ per Bottle

Is the best prepara

tion on the market

for Coughs and

Colds. ‘

&

This firm is one of the largest Buitish carpet manufac-§

turing companies, and their carpets have a world-wide
celebrity. They are sold by all the leadiug houses in ¥
Canada and the United States. ol

“ Ddlicacy of design, harm
mkmmhlp make -these‘ carpets ideal, '
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|Wash Tub.
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