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The Bag of 
Diamonds.

E ACCEPTED. TIME. have seen a farmer or a mechanic put a 
toythe or an ax on a grindstone while 
some one was turning it round and 
round and the man holding the ax bore 
on It harder and harder, while the water 
dropped from the grindstone, and the 
edge of the ax from being round and dull 
got keener and keener. So I have 
men who were put against the grindstone 
' hardship, and while one turned the 

crank, another would press the unfortun 
ate harder down and harder down until 
he was ground away thinner and thinner 

his comforts tftixner, his prospects 
thinner and his face thinner. And Isaiah 
shrieks out, “What mean ye that ye grind 
the faces of the poor?”
^ Itïls an awful thing to be hungry. It

two or three front doors and area gates, and 
then he took off his helmet and scratched; 
his head as if puzzled.

‘•Now, have I done right,” he said 
suddenly. “Seemed to be sqpare. Smelt 
of drink horrid. Other two ’peered to be 
on all bat once or twice. I say! Was it 
acting?”

A Working Manamaranthine and fountains rainbowed 
and dominions enthroned and coroneied, 
for I cannot forget that lullaby in the 
closing words of my text, “David, after 
he had served his own generation by the' 
will of God, fell on Sleep.’’ What a lovely 
sleep it was! Unfilial Absalom did not 
trouble it. Ambitious Adouijah did not 
worry it. Prosecuting Saul did not bar- 
row it. Exile did not fill it with night
mare. Since a redheaded boy, amid his- 
father’s flocks at night, he had not had 
suoh a good sleep. At 70 years of age he 
laid down to it. He had had many a 
troubled sleep, as In the caverns of Adul- 
lam or in the palace at the time his ene
mies were ^attempting his capture, but 
this was a peaceful sleep, a calm sleep, a 
restful sleep, a glorious sleep. “After he 
had served his generation by the will of 
God. he foil on sleep.”

Oh, what a good thing is sleep after a 
hard day’s work! It takes all the aching 
out of the head and all the weariness out 
of the limbs and all the smarting out of 
the eyes. From it we rise in the morning, 
and it is a new world, and if we, like 
David, serve our generation we will at 
life’s close have most desirable and re-
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FOB WORK AND DU1Y IS THE DAYS 

OF THIS LIFE..

ScAble to Keep His Place In Spite- 
of Difficulties.THE PSALMIST AS AN EXAMPLE. CHAPTER I. TO BE CONTINUED.Of1

IN A FOG.

“Ugh! what a night! And I used to 
grumble about Hogley Marsh! Why, it’s 
like living in a drain!”

Ramillies Street, W. C,, was certainly 
not attractive at twelve o’clock on that De
cember night, for it bad been snowing in 
the early part of the evenings that 
was suffering from a fall of blacks; and as 
evil communications corrupt good manners, 
the evil communication of the London soot 
was corrupting the good manners of the 
heavenly snow, which had become smirched 
by the town’s embrace, and was sorrowful
ly weeping itself away in tears beneath a 
*ky—

No, there was not any sky. 
days there had not been a breath of 
air to dissipate the heavy mist, and into 
this mist the smoke of a million chimneys 
had rolled, mingled and settled down in the 
streets in one horrible yellowish black 
mirk.

There were gas lamps in Ramillies Street 
—here and there distinguishing 
by a faint glow overhead;, but John Why- 
ley, policemen on the beat, was hardly 
aware of their existence till he laid his 
hand upon each post.

“Now, only that Burglar Bill & Co.aren’t 
such fools as to come out on such a night as 
this, here’s their chance. Why they might 
burgle every house on one side of the street 
while the whole division was on the other. 
Blest if I know hardly where I am?”

J. W. stopped and listened, but it 
ed as if utter silence as well as utter dark
ness had descended upon the great city. 
But few people were about, and where a 
vehicle passed along a neighboring street 
the patter of hoofs and roll of wheels was 
hushed by the thick snow.

puzzler,” muttered the man. 
’a buff’s nothing to it, and no 

pretty gals to catch. Now, whereabouts 
am I ? I should say I’m just close to the 
corner by the square, and—well, now, look 
at that!”

He uttered a low chuckle, and stared up 
from the kerbstone at a dull, red glare that 
seemed like the eye of some fierce 
swimming in the sea of fog, and watching 
the man upon his beat.

“And if I didn’t think I was t’other side

He Writes About His Condition — 
Wife and Children Helped.

WALLACEBURG, ONT. —The follow
ing letter will prove of interest to work
ing men and others who may be in » con
dition similar to that of the writer;

“For three years I was subject to poor 
spells. I always felt tired, could not sleep 
at night and the little I could eat did not 
do me any good. I have been working at 
the barber trade for about 20 years and 
for the last four years I have been very 
closely confined and have had my meals 
very irregularly. I was taken with l 

Very Severe Cough 
and the doctors said it was caused by my 
stomach troubles. I lost flesh and became 
so weak I was hardly able to stand np to 
the chair to work. One day I happened 
to be looking over some testimonial let
ters and I thought I would try Hood’s 
Sarsaparilla. Before I had taken two bot
tles 1 began to feel better and in a short 
time x felt finely and had gained 21 pounds 
in weight. 1 have taken nearly five bottles 
and now I feel like a man again. I am

Serve M.tukind, in Our Own

flMtratioB, Is b Duty livery Mau 

Owes to His Race—How This Can Best 

Be Dome Rev. Dr. Talmage Kloqnemt- 

ly and ^radically Points Out.

WAY TO CURE RHEUMATISM*
FC
F.

Dr. Leyden, the German Specialist, Gives 

This Advice on the Matter.
.75
20

“By hygienic living you cannot eradicate 
your rheumatism, but you can most assured
ly so control it that your existence will be 
almost free from its torturing p& 
That is what Dr, Leyden, of the University 
of Berlin, said to an American recently. 
To Dr. Leyden he had gone as the leading 
authority on rheumatism in Europe, and 
after having been told by many physicians 
that he must grin and bear his affliction 
with all the philosophy he might, when 
hope and the efficacy of drugs ebbed low, 
the German’s opinion seemed almost too 
good to be true.

“We don’t give any medicine in such 
cases as yours,” said the doctor. “What 
you need is diet and exercise, and plenty of 
both. The rheumatic who lives a seden 
tary life and feasts daintily is bound to come 
to a very bad end. Hearty, frequent, well- 
chosen meals and. much bustling about in 
the open air are absolute essentials to a cure. 
The prime cause of rheumatism is indigos 
tion, and though you may eat prodigious 
meals, if your stomach does not asimilaie 
what is given it you are qpite as poorly 
nourished as the man who gets but a cruet 
a day. As to what you can and cannot eat 
here is the rule;—Of meats you must deny 
yourself heavy, dark flesh. Under this 
head is itemized mutton, venison, goose ami 
anything that is cut off a pig. Devote 
yourself to chicken, lamb, game, sweet 
breads, brains and the more delicate fish, 
when simply cooked and served without 
rich sauces. Avoid lobster and crabs and 
every fried dish but enjoy oysters and clams.

“Of vegetables never touch tomatoes, 
cucumbers and all salads that have a 
gar dressing, fur an inadequate stomach is 
busy manufacturing more powerful acid 
than the system can endure. Kat lightly of 
potatoes, dried beans or peas, and raw 
onions, but let yourself indulge freely in 
green beans and peAs, carrots, turnips, and 
well cooked greens. For all the starch your 
body needs rice is the proper source of 
supply. An abundance of well-cooked 
is worth all the bread and beans and 
potatoes put together.

“Strawberries, raw pears and raw apples 
are cut off from the rheumatic, however 
wholesome they may be for others, and 
strangely enough, where grape and orange 
juice will set a man’s joints to throbbing, he 
can help himself safely and freely to lemon 
and lime juice. A divine healing quality is 
found in the acid of both these fruits. 
There is but one sentence to cover the use 
of sugar: — Don’t eat it in any form what
soever. Americans make the beet 
meats in the world and suffer most cruelly 
from their use of them.

“Almost as sweeping a denunciation may 
be made of all liquids save water aud milk. 
Beer, claret, port, and champagne act as a 
sort of poison on the rheumatic system, and 
though whiskey aud brandy, gin and rum 
are not so injurious, if taken sparingly and 
at long intervals they are best abjured and 
water and milk substituted. In the past 
ten years mineral waters have been

ed in enormous quantities by rheumatics 
in the belief that they afforded especial aid, 
and they are efficacious^ chiefly, though, 
from the fact that the use of them induces, 
a patient to imbibe an unusual quantity of 
sweet cleansing liquid.

“I am willing to say that where mineral 
waters are not easily obtained any pure 
water, taken at the rate of two or thr«-e- 
quarts a day, has an equally salut ary t-ffevt 
on the system. It must be pure, however, 
and filtered, If there are -«ay doubts 
about its cleanliness. This liquid taken 
slowly, in small tumblerfuls, aad for the 
most part between meals, will largely 
the purpose of mineral water. Not

ea*y thing for us to be in good 
humor with all the world when we have 
no lack. But let hunger take full posses
sion of us, and we would all turn Into 
barbarians and oapnibals and fiends. 
Suppose that some of the energy we are 
expending in useless and unavailing talk 
about the bread question should be ex
pended in merciful alleviations. 1 have 
read that the battlefield on Which 
troops met than on .any other in the 
world’s history w96 the battlefield erf 
Leipslc—160,000 fron under ."Napoleon, 
250,000 men under SchwartztBberg. No. 
no! The 
is uow being
It is the battle for bread.

Washington, Sept,! 4.—Rev. Dr. Tal- 
h/.v, mage this morning- preached from the 

text, Acts xiii, 86, “David, after he had 
•erved his own generation by the 
God, fell on sleep.’' He said:

That is a text which has for a long 
time been running through my mind. 
Sermons have a time to be born as well 
as a time to die—a cradle as well as a 

.vT srave. David, cowboy and stone slinger * 
and flghfer and dramatist and blank vers^f1 

■ ■ writer and prophet, did his best for the' 
people of his time, and then went and 
laid down on the southern hill of Jeru
salem in that sound slumber which noth
ing but an archangelic blast can startle. 

& “David, after he had served his own gen- 
:T eratlon by the will nf God, fell on sleep. ” 

It was his own generation that he had 
X‘ ' Eerved—that là, the people living at the 
4 time he lived. And have you ever thought 

that opr responsibilities are chiefly with 
the people now walking abreast of us? 
There are about four generations to a 
century now, but in olden time life was 
longer, and there was perhaps only oné 
generation to a century. Taking these 
facte into the calculation, I make a rough 
guess and say that there have been at 
least 180 generations of the human fam
ily. With reference to them we have no 

L; responsibility. We cannot teach them, we 
V cannot correct their mistakes, we cannot 

soothe ,heir sorrows, we cannot heal their 
wounds. Their sepulchers are deaf and 
dumb to anything we might say to them. 
The last régiment of that great army has 
passed otft of sight. We might halloo as 
loud ay we could ; not one of them would 
avert head to see what wa wanted. I 

' admly that I am in sympathy with the 
who9e father had suddenly died, and 

«2L wjjp in her little evening prayer wanted 
■KMw continue to pray for her father, al- 
- +• “hough he had gone into heaven, and no 

more needed her prayers, and, looking up 
Into he, mother’s face, said: “Oh,mother,
I cannot leave him all out! Let me say 
thank God that I had a good father once, 
so I can keep him lu my prayers.”

But the 180 generations have passed 
off. Passed up. Passed down. Gone for
ever. Then there are generations to come 
after our earthly existence has ceased. 
We shall not see them, we shall not hear 
any of their voices we will take no part 
in their convocations, their elections, 
their revolutions, their catastrophes, their 
triumphs. We will in nowise affect the 
180 generations gone or the 180 genera
tions to come, except as from the gal 1er 
les of heaven the former generations look 
down and rejoice at our victories or as 
we may, by our behavior, start influences, 
good or bad, that shall roll on through 
the advancing ages. But our business Is, 
like David, to serve our own generation, 
the people now living, those whose lungs 
now breathe and whose hearts how beat. 
And, mark you, It is not a silent proces
sion, but moving. It is a “forced’march” 
at;24 miles a day, each hour being a 
mile. Going with that celerity, it has got 
to be a quick service on our part, or no 
service at all. We not only cannot teach 
the 180 generations past aud will not see 

y the 180 generations to come, but this 
generation now on the stage will

]ins.”will of
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freshing sleep. In it will vanish our last 
fatigue of body, our last worriment of 
mind, our last sorrow of soul. To the 
Christian’s body that was hot with rag- 

— The ground j ing fevers, so that the attendants must 
tonq, of the finest passage in one of the j by sheer force keen on the blankets, it 
vxeht musictf masterpieces, the art! it ! will be the cool sleep. To those who are
says, was suggested to him by the cry of thin blooded and shiver,ng with agues it
the hungry populace of Vienna as the ) will be the warm sleep. To those who,
king rode through and they shouted: j because of physical disorders, were terri-
“Bread! Give us bread!” And all through j fled with night visions, It will be the 
the great harmonies of musical academy dreamless sleep. To nurses and doctors 
and cathedral I hear the pathos, the and mothers who were wakened almost 
ground tone^ thojawtfedy, of- uncounted every hour of the night by those to whom 
multitudes, who with streaming eyes and they ministered or over whom they 
wan cheeks and broken hearts in behalf watched it will bo the'undisturbed sleep, 
of themselves and their families are plead- To those who could not get to bed till 
ing for bread. late at night and must rise early in the

Let us take another look around to see morning and before getting rested, it 
how we may serve our generation. Let us will be the long sleep, 
see, as far as possible, that they have j Away with all your gloomy talk about 
enough to wear. God looks upon the Lu- departing from this world ! If we have 
man race and knows just how many in- : served our generation, it will not be put-
habitants the world bas. The statistics ting out into the breakers. It will not be
of the world’s population are carefully j the fight with the king of terrors. It will 
taken in civilized lauds, and every few be going to sleep. A friend, writing me 
years officers of government go through from Illinois, says that Rev. Dr. Wingate, 
the land and count how many people President of Wake Forest college, North 
thoro are in the United States or Eng- Carolina, after a most useful life, found
land, and great accuracy is reached. But his last day on earth his happiest day,
when people tell us how many inhabi
tants there are in Asia or Africa at best 
it must be a wild guess. Yet God knows

Jgreatest and most terrific battle 
; fought all the world over.

\\themselves
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Stronger and Healthier
' than I have ever been in my life. My wife 
and children have also taken Hood’s Sar
saparilla for a blood medicine and realized 
much benefit from it. As for myself I 
cannot say too much for it. I firmly be
lieve that if it had not been for Hood’s

IRU
Sarsaparilla I would not have been able 
to work at my trade ahy longer.” John 
W. Coughlin.

The
Get only HOOD’S.

“It is & 
“Blind man

S.
,, -, are the best after-dinner
HOOd S I'M I IS pills, aid digestion, ‘ifio.

F Mrs.

“Where, sir,” said the constable, with a 
grin; “don’t believe each a thing’s to be 
get, sir, a night like this. All gone home.” 

At that moment from out of

d fa
vi

and that in bis last moments he seemed 
to be personally talking with Christ, as 
friend with friend, saying: “Oh, how de- 

the exact number of people on our planet, j lightful it is! I knew you would be with 
and. he has made enough apparel for each, me when the time came, and I knew it 
and if there be fifteen hundred million, 
fifteen thousand, fifteen hundred and flf- j would be as sweet as it is.” The fact was 
teen people, then there is enough apparel he had served his generation in the gospel 
for fifteen hundred million, fifteen thou- ministry, and by the will of God he fell 
sand, fifteen hundred and fifteen. Not asleep. When in Africa, Majwara, the 
elouohy apparel, not rugged apparel, not servant, looked Into the tent of David 
insufficient apparel, but appropriate ap- Livingston and found him on his knees, 
parel. At least two suits for every being He stepped back, not wishing to disturb 
on earth, a summer suit and a winter 
suit A good pair of shoes for every liv-

monater the frog
there was a sudden jolt and the whish of a

“Hullo!” shouted the policeman.
“Hullo!” came back in a husky voice, as 

it spoken through layers of flannel, “what 
street's this?”

“Ramillies. Here’s a fare.”
There was a muttering, then the bump, 

jolt, and jangle of a cab heard, aud a huge 
figure slowly seemed to loom up out of the 
fog in a spectral way, leading a gigantic 
horse, beyond which was something dark. 

“What's the row?” said the husky voice.
“These gents waul a cab.”
“Oh, but I can’t drive nowheres to-night. 

I drove right into one pub, and then nearly 
down two areas. Where do you want to 
go?”

Mr.

Mr.
. *ay ii 
l' Misi

of the street! Ah, how you ’member me of 
old times,” he continued, apostrophising the 
red glare;“seen>9 like being back at Hogley, 
aud looking off the station platform to see 
if you was burning all right after I had been 
and lit you up. Red signals for trains—red 
signals for them as wants help,” he mutter
ed, us, with his hands within his belt, he 
stepped slow ly up 
scroll work rustin.

would be sweet, but I did not know it
ierlic
Mrs

t. Tl 

The 

ay tc

right

1 under un arch of iron 
_ ing ajEay, a piece of well- 

forged ornamentation, whicn had once borne 
un oil lamp, and at whose sides were iron 
« xtiuguishers, into which, in the bygone 
days when Ramillies was a fashionable 
freet, foutir.eu had thrust their smoking 

But fashion had gone afar, and 
writing metaphorically upon 

rhe door of t*hat old Queeu Anne house, 
while really there was a taruished brass 
plate bearing rhe inscription“Dr. Chartley” 
with blistered panels above and below. 
Arched over the doorstep was an architect’s 
idea of a gigantic shell, supported by two 
stout boys, whom a lively imagination 
might have thought to be suffering from the 
doctor’s prescriptions, as they glared wildly 
at the red bull’s eye in the centre of the 

j fanlight above the door.
, , , . 1 “Nothing like a red signal to show you

the cause of scieuce and discovery, by the where you are,” said John VYhyley, stepp 
Will of God he fell on sleep iug slowly back on to the pavement, to the

Why will you keep us all so nervous very edge of the kerbstone, and then keep- 
talkiug about that which is only a dorm- mg to it as bis guide for a few yards, till he 
itory and a pillowed slumber, canopied had passed a second door, also displaying 
by angels’ wings? Sleep! Transporting rhe red light, and beneath it in letters 
sleep! And what a glorious awakening! nearly rubbed away, though certainly not 
You and I have sometimes been thor- 1 from cleaning, the word, “Surgery ” 
oughly bewildered after a long and fall- “That’s where that young nipper of a 
going journey. We have stopped at a buttons lives, him as took a sight at me 
friend’s house for the night, and after when I ketched him standing on his head 
hours of complete unconsciousness we *-top of the dustbin down the area, 
have opened- our eyes, the high risen sun Hullo?"
full in our faces, and before wo could John Why ley stood perfectly still and in- 
fully collect otir faculties have said : visible in the fog, as the surgery door was 
“Where am I? Whose house is this and >pened; there was a low scuffling noise, and 
whose are these gardens?” And then it a hurried whispering.
Las flashed upon us in glad reality. “Get your arm well under him.

And I should not wonder if, after we hard! Shut the door. Mind he don’t slip 
have served our generation and, bv the down. I’t dark as pitch. Now then, come 
will of God, have fallen on sleep, the on.”

him in prayer, and some time after west 
in and found him in the same posture 

ing mortal. A good coat, a good hat or a and stepped back again, but after awhile 
good bonnet aud a good shawl and a went in and touched him. and, lo. the 
complete masculine or feminine outfit of great traveler had finished his last jour- 
apparel. A wardrobe for all nations, ney. and he had died in the grandest and 
adapted to all oilmen, and not a string or mightiest posture a man ever takes—on 
a button or a pin or a hook or an eye his knees ! He had served his generation 
wanting. j by unrolling the scroll of a continent,

But, alas! where are the good clothes and by the will of God fell on sleep. In 
for three-fourths of the human race? The the museum of Greenwich, England, 
other one-tourth have appropriated them, there is a fragment of a book that was 
The fact is there needs to be and will be found In the Arctic regions amid the 
a redistribution. Not by anarchistic vio- relics of Sir John Franklin, who had 
lence. If outlawry had its way, it would perished amid the snow and iee, and the- 
rend and tear and diminish, until instead leaf of that piece of a boo* was turned 
of three-fourths of the world not proper- down aï the words, “When thou passest 
ly attired, four-fourths would be in rags, through the waters, I will be with 
I will let you know how the redistribu- thee.'' Having served his generation in 
tion will take place. By generosity on 
tbs part of those who have a surplus, 
and increased industry on the part of 
those suffering from deficit. Not all, but 
the large majority of cases of poverty in 
this country are a result of idleness or 
drunkenness, either on the part of tho 
present sufferers or their ancestors. In 
most cases the rum jug is the maelstrom 
that has swallowed down the livelihood 
of those who are in ra*s But citings will 
change, and by generosity on the part of 
the crowded warûrobes, and Industry and 
sobriety on the part of the empty ward
robes, there will be enough for all to

Inks.
lcLubod waa

“John’s Hotel, Surrey Street, old 
Look sharp. Five bob.”

“Fiye what, sir? 
step under ten. I’m just going to get my 
old horse into the first me»:, bhove on his

&

Mr< 
rith 1

Mil

Why, I wouldn’t stir a

and then get inside and go to 
can’t drive; I shall have to lead

“«j

“Give him ten,” said the man with the 
sharp voice.

“All right. Here, hold up, 
said the other. “Look sharp! 
come out with him again.”

“Yes, don’t make a noise, or yo 
bring out the doctor,” said the other 
and the policemen went to the cab door.

The cab evidently objected to the fare, 
for the door stuck, and only yielded at last 
with a rattle, and so suddenly that John 
Why ley nearly went on his hack; but he 
recovered himself, and held hie fight so 
that the utterly helpless man, who seemed 
as if composed of jelly, was pulled by one of 
his companions, thrust by the other, into 
the cab, and forced up on the back seat.

“There y’are, coust’ble,” said the man 
with the thick voice, “therels something to 
get glass; but don’t take too much—like 
that chap—my deares’ frien’, it’s 
ain’t it? Tell cabman John’s Hotel.

“All right, sir, he knows, 
cabby.”

He took a few slow steps towards where 
the cabman stood by the horde’s head.

“Think they’re all right?” said the cab
man, in a husky whisper.

“Give me half-a-crown,” said John Why-

Mit
ay told man,” 

See if lever Bill
Mil
estu will

msoon be
off, and we ourselves will be off with 

1 them. The fact is that you and I will 
have to start ”ery soon for our work, or 
It will be ironical and sarcastic for any 
one after our exit to say of ns, as it was 
paid of David, “After he had served h;s 
own generation by the will of God he fell 
on sleep.”

£ Well, now let us look around earnestly,
£.-.1- pra)-erfully, in a common sense wnv and 
ft ■. see what we oan do for our own genera- 
AÏ,. tion. First of all. let us see to it that, as 

far as we oan, thoy have enough 
: The human body is so constituted that
,/• three times a dav the body needs food as 

much as a lamp needs oil, as much as a 
’ locomotive needs fuel. To meet this want 
H. God has girdled the earth with apple 

orchards, orange groves, wheatflelds and 
oceans full of fish, and prairies full of 
cattle. And notwithstanding this, I will 
undertake to say that the vast majority 
of the human family are now suffering 
either for lack of food or the right kind 
of food. Our olviiization is all askew, and 

; /■* Qod only oan set it right. Many of the 
greatest estates of to-day have been 
out of the blood and bones of unrequited 

; toll. In olden times for the building of 
forts and towers the inhabitants of Ispa
han had to oontribntu 70,000 skulls, and 
Bagdad 90,000 human skulls, and that 
number of people were compelled to furn
ish the skulls But these two contribu
tions added together made only 160,000 
skulls, while into the tower of the world’s 
wealth and pomp have been wrought the 

*. skeletons of uncounted numbers of the 
half-fed populations of ttio earth—millions 
Of skulls.

3kfiC*t lit down at your table with five 
or six courses of abundant supply and 
think nothing of that family in the next 
street who would take any one of those 
five courses between soup and almond 
nuts and feel they*were in heaven. The 
look of the right kind of food is the cause 
of much of the drunkenness. After drink
ing what many of our grocers call coffee, 
sweetened with what many call sugar 
and eating what many of our butchers 
call meat, and chewing what many of 

j",'. our bakers call bread, many of the labor
ing class feel so miserable they are tempt
ed to put Into their nasty pipes what the 
tobacconist calls tobacco or go into the 

v drinking saloons for what the rumsellers 
oall beer. Good coffee would do much In 
driving out bad rum.

How oan we serve our generation with 
enough to eat? By sitting down in am- 

- broidered slippers and lounging back In 
an armchair, our mouth puoxered up 
around a Havana of the host brand, and 
through clouds of luxuriant smoke read
ing about political economy and the 
philosophy of strikes? No, no! By finding 
out who In this city has been living on 
gristle and sending them a tenderloin 
beefsteak. Seek out some family who 

, through sickness or conjunction of mis 
fortunes have not enough to eat and do 
for them what Christ did for the hungry 

:ÿ multitudes or Asia Minor, multiplying 
the loaves and the ttshm. Let us quit tbe 
surfeiting of ourselves until we cannot 

v, 0hoke down another orumb of oake and 
begin tbe supply of others' necessities. 80
far from helping appease the world's induce it to put foot on the upward road . . . t s-nsi^n a-
bun gar aro those whom Isaiah deaorlbea that has at Ita termina, echlemetlon St. Helene, ll Juried 
*s grinding the fanes of the poor. Ton raptnroue and gates pearline and garlands "’’k" f™* **
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than a tumblerful is u holeseme at each 
meal, and it is best not to tale* the water 
just before or after eattioq or 011 going to

“A rheumatic must H» nourished, aad 
most especially . ne who has a languid ap
petite. Ihree meal# a day are not enough 
for such h patient. Between breakfast and 
lunch and between luiuh and dinner a fresh 
egg, be-tren up in sweet, hash milk, is an 
excellent t-Umulunfe,. more valuable than all 
the milk punches ever devised. All these 
reasonable courses do not lead t., a eure. 
though, uule-e exercise that is r gal r and 
never stinted is tAen every day. First of 
all don't pretend to try fur nth let ses or 
Violent motion of any kiad. hit.ee it. is iust 
as injurious to strain the aching limbe 
let them lie inert.

“For exsmpl-; when, rheumatism, attacks 
the knees, -o s-wim, to- bicycle or to play 
«••If simply overtaxes the tortured nerves 
aud muscle-,, but if yon will take 

quietly for a mile or two, 
her is-itry tak» yvur gun aud «0 prowl- 

the fields aud woods in rearch 
of game, or lacking interest ie that, try to 
cultivate a taste for hunting botanical or en
tomological specimens, the exercise then 
sf-rven as a tonic. The main point is to use 
the mus. les regularly. In w et w eather bed
room gymnastics serve as an excellent sub
stitute for the more intelligent outdoor 
.pleasures,hut only in wet weather. Care 
must be taken n. ver to exercise so violently 
that any danger is incurred from cooling off 
too suddenly.

“The average man puts considerable faith, 
in baths, and naturally prefers the stimulât- 
ing cold water. This is well enough when 
the twinges are notseveieand the joints not- 
swollen. In violent attacks ot rheumatism 
it is most essential to avoid cold water and 
substitute a hot daily bath, dissolving in 
the water a piece of sulphur as big as a. 
hen s egg. Such a bath may not seem so. 
invigorating as the cold water, but if taken, 
rapidly, followed by brisk towelling, with 
no sudden after-exposure for an hour to any 
cold air or draughts, the hot din is 
bracing as the cold.

"Last on the list of aid» to the rheumatie 
is massage. It is one of the few real aids to 
relief in severe attacks. Amateur rubbing 
is often as great injury as genuine help, but 
a good Swedish masseuse can help an invalid 
over the hardest places, and really help to 
tone up the -ystem. A rheawatic must, 
moreover,submit to the unpleasant bondage 
of flannels—not the thickjswathihgs that the 
patent American,in his ateam-heated house, 
dutifully puts on in October and wears until 
the 1st of June, but close, lightweight flan- 

l Vaod In 80 oh»ng>ng * climate as that 0$ 
the Northern States every rheumatic should 
own several sets of flannels of various 
degree* of weight. These must be shifted 
off and on as the Iheremometer rises and 
falls, so that at no lime need the body be 
exposed or over-clothed,but invariably care- 
fully protected. This is the whole tactics of 
war against rheumatism, and if* the only 
way that modern science can assume to 
Hattie suoh » dire enemy tq well.

t
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God has done his part toward tho dress
ing of the human nice.. He grows a sur
plus of wool on the sheep’s back and 
flocks roam the mountains and valleys 
with a burden of warmth Intended for

On
Go ahead

o ve 

lay 1

to cat. Hold

fietransference to human comfort when the 
shuttles ot the factories, reaching all the 
Way from Chattahoochee to the Merri- 
mac, shall have spun and woven it. In 
white letters of snowy fleece God has been 
writing for 1,000 years his wish that 
there might be warmth for all nations.
While others are discussing the effect of 
high or low tariff or no tariff at all on 
wool you and I had better see if in our 
wardrobes we have nothing that we can 
spare for tho suffering or pick out some 
poor lad of the streeji and take him down 
to a clothing store and fit him out for the 
season. Gospel of shoes ! Gospel of hats!
Gospel of clothes for the naked!

Prescott, the blind historian, tolls us 
how Pizarro saved his army for the right 
when they were about deserting him.
With his sword he made a long mark on 
the ground. He said: “My men, on the 
north side are desertion and death ; on 
the south sida Is victory; on the north 
side Panama and poverty ; on the south 
side Peru with all its riches. Choose for 
yourselves. For my part, I go to the 
south.” Stepping aevoss the line one by , Why, I wonder if this is not the ‘house 
one his troops followed, and finally bis of many mansions’ of which I used to 
whole army. 1 read? It is, It is. There must be many of

Tho sword of God’s truth draws the I my kindred and friends in this very 
dividing line to-day. On one side of it mansion. Hark ! Whose are those voices? 
are sin and ruin and death ; on the other i Whose are those bounding feet’ I open 
side of it are pardon and usefulness and 
happiness and heaven. You cross from 
the wrong side to tho right side, and 
your family will cross with you, and your 
friends and your associates. The way you 
go thoy will go. If we are not saved, we 
will never save any one else.

How to get saved? Be willing to accept 
Christ and then accept him instantane
ously and forever. Get on the rook first, 
and then you will be able to help others 
upon the same rook. Men and women 
have been saved quicker than I have been 
talking about it. What! Without a pray
er? Yes. What! Without time to deliber
ately think It over? Yes. What! Without 
a tear? Yes. Believe; that is all. Believe 
what? That Jesus died 
sin and death and hell. Will you? Do 
you? You have. Something makes me 
think you have. New light has come into 
your countenances. Welcome! Welcome!
Hall! Hail! Saved yourselves, how are 
you to save others? By testimony.

I confess to you that my one wish is 
to serve this generation, not to antagonize 
it, not to damage it, not to rule it, but 
to serve It. I would like to do something 
toward helping unstrap its load, to stop 
its tears, to balsam Its wounds and to

deep sleep, the resttul sleep, we should At that moment a brignt fight shone up- 
awaken in blissful bewilderment and for I on the scene in front of Dr. Chartley’s 
a little while say: “Where am 1? What ! surgery door, for John Whyley gave a tiyn 
palace is this? Why, this looks like hea- ! to the top of the bull’s-eye lantern looped 
ven! It is. it is. Why, tuera is a build! lg i on to his belt, and threw up the figures of
grander than all the castles of earth ' three men, two of whom were supporting
Leaved into a mountain of splemlot—that j -n either side another, whose head hung
must be the palace of Jesus! And look , forward aud sidewise, whose legs were
there at those walks lined with foliage beut, and hie body in a limp, helpless state, 
more beautiful than anything I ever saw which called forth all the strength of the 
before and see those who are walking «there to keep him from subsiding in a heap 
down those aisles of verdure. From what upon the snow. He seemed to be young, 
I have heard of them those two arm and heavily bearded, and, as far as his costume 
arm must be Moses and Joshua, him of :t,uld be seen in the yellow glare, he wore 
Mount Sinai and him of the halting sun high boots and a pea-jacket; while hi» cum- 
over Gibeon. And those two walking arm pinions, ono of whom waa a keen-faced mau, 
in arm must be John and Paul, toe one with clean-shaved fact-anda dark moustache, 
so gentle and the other so mighty. the other rather French looking from hie

“But I must not look any longer at ehortly cropped beard, wore ulsters and 
those gardens of beauty but examine this c'°8e travelling-caps 
building in which I have just awakened. As the l'ght flashed upon the group,
I look out of the window this way and ni tl«e into drew his breath sharply bet 
that and up and down, and I find It Is a hi,J teetl‘* ttn(i *or a HPdce no one stirred, 
mansion of Immense size In which I am 
stopping. All its windows of agate and 
Its colonnades of porphyry and alabaster.
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“Did they? Wish I’d stood out for a

As he spoke he started his horse slowly, 
and the cab went by the constable, whose 
lamp showed the interior very indietiuctiy” 
the cab window being drawn up, and then 
the sight and the sound >i the vehicle died 
out in the fog, and all was . nue more still.

“1 11 wind as Mo * s no one any g uni?, 
said the cont-table, slowly continuing 
beat. “Ratht r have n«-y half cro#n 
1 heir sick hea-laches 
Rather rum that 
that talking.”

John Why ley hummed a tune and tried
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no one came out with all ill o
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“Acciden', gentlemen?" said John Why 
1 sniff as if he smelt a warm 
t it was only canted by the

I 1:Weak
Lungs

ley, giving a
sixpence, but it was only cautert by the 
soot, charged fog.

The constable’s speech seemed to break 
the spell, and one of the men spoke out 
thickly :

“Ax’den’, constable? Yes, it’s all right. 
Hold him up Smith. Wants to lie down 
constable. Thinks snow is clean sheets.”

“Oh, that’s it, is it sir?” said John Why
ley, examining each face in turn a litttle 
suspiciously. “Thought as it was a 
patient—”

“Yes,” said the man with the moustache, 
speaking in a high-pitched voice, “doctor 
keeps some good stuff. Not all physic, 
policeman. Here hold up." This last to 
the man he was support! 
head he now placed a so 
he had held in his hand.

“Gent seems rather on sir,” said John 
Whyley, going up more closely.

“Ah!”said the first speaker, you smelt 
his breath.”

“Nongh to knock you down, sir,” said, 
the constable. “He’ll want to come and 1 
see the doctor again to-morrow morning.”

“There was a very strong odor of spirits, 
and in the gloom it did not occur to the 
constable that the two men who seemed 
moit intoxicated were very bright-eyed and 
yet ghastly pile. He merely drew back 
for the group

“Got to tak
“Far? No constable. Let him lie down 

and go to sleep. Disgusting thing man 
can’t come and see friend without getting 
drunk. Look at me—and Shmith.”

“Yes, sir; you’re all right enough,” said 
the constable. “Shall I lend you a hand’”

“No, said the man with the moustache
“we’rt.all right; give ut a o»b.”
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j If you have coughed and !
> coughed until the lining
> hranc oi your throat and lungs ! 
' is inflamed,

Scott’s Emulsion

the door and see, and, lo, they are com
ing through all the corridors and up and 
down all the stairs, our lom? absent 
kindred. Why, there is father, there is 
roothov, there are the children ! All well 
again, all young again, all of us together 
again, and as we embrace each other 
with the cry: ‘ Aever more to part! Never 
move to part!’ the arches, the alcoves, 
the hallways, echo and re-echo the words : 
‘Never more to part! Never more to 
part!’ Then our glorified friends say, 
‘Come out with us and see heaven.’ 
And, some of them bounding ahead of ue 
and some of them skipping beside us, we 
start down the Ivory stairway. And we 
meet, coming up, one of the kings of 

lent Israel, somewhat small of stature, 
but having a countenance radiant with 
a thousand vie tori os. And as all are mak
ing obeisance to this great one^of heaven 
I cry out, ‘Who is he?’ And the answer 
comes : ‘This is the greatest of all tho 
kings. It is David, who, after he had 
served his generation by the will ef God, 
fell on sleep. ’ ”
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ing, and upon whose 
ft felt hat, which ! Mr

Mi» of Cod-liver Oil will soothe, ! 
>. strengthen and probably cure* ! 
\ The cod-liver oil feeds and ! 
Î strengthens the weakened tis- ! 
\ sues*

and heals them* The hypo- ! 
phosphites of lime and soda ! 
impart tone and vigor* Don't 
neglect these coughs* One 
bottle of the Emulsion may do 
more for you now than ten 
can do later on. Be sure you 
get SCOTT'S Emulsion*

All druggists - set. and |i.oe.
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists, Toreeto. !

j J. 
m th<

Be
[vie

taiThe glycerine soothesto save you from
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Napoleon’s Fhystclan.
The present war has brought to light 

the fact that Dr. Antommarchi, who at
tended Napoleon during hie last lllnoee at
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