«

£

§oop) dght, 1890, by American Press Association.]
3 .

LONDON ADVERTISER, SATURDAY,

ke o wirry ey

lng offthy gadness *
Fir emal o augh o
Your ancieny cloduness!
ey Q\\r\s NSRN-

tagged out,” she said briskly: “be careful to
put your candle out when you're réady for
bed.”

The wavering light played with picturesque
sffect on the silvery hair lying softly against
har brow, Her brave, self reliant little fig-
are caught a mysterious charm from the
shadows yiled up behind her.

“Wait—piease wait a moment,” said the
gtranger, in a wealk, choked yolce, as she
turned to go, “Will you shake hands with
met Thank yon," asshe gave ber hand gen~
tly and wonderiogly. +This day has been of
pure gold. You'rs & good womau, Your
chartty does not sting.” -

The undercurrent of feeling in his tanes
steesrified her and she went away.trembling.
W hat wus there about this homeless one that
made her think of onedead to her these many
yearst Miss Elizabeth began to dedpide he
sel? as a soft hearfed old fool.

Bedtime came and she and Lucy sat fora
while by ber window Joaking up at the clear
sky where the large stars burned, shedding &
halo of star dust on ths world. Then her
thoughts went back to bin. Was he asleepl
No, imposeible. He was doubtless wonder-
ing wearily where he wonld dritt on the mof-
row and how it would all end.

Suddenly she and Lucy looked at each
other with startled faces, What was that
sound? They lstened again. A stealthy
footstep, a voice and a little vibration as
something fell.

“He's not asleep at all!” she said in anex-
cited whisper. ‘‘What'shedoing nowt Iwasa
fool to let him in, mebbe, How do I know the
fian’s not a thieft “There—don’t you hear
him speaking? He'slet in an accomplice while
we were downstairs, Oh, what a fool I was!

I'm going to get Peter. Tl show himn we're

e EABTER SONG.

HE earth is dark, nor
leaf nor blossom
Decks the brown
waste; the hills
are bate}
Loss and regret
are everywhere,
Ah| sleeps there not
in Nature's bo-
som
Some recompense,
Some sweet Tre-
pairt

Where are our lost? We wander weeping,
Filled full with anguish and dismay;
The world is veiled, the skies are gray;

Faith in our hearts is dead or sleeping;

In vain we watch, in vain we pray.

$¥ark! on the leafless boughs above us
A bluebird’s warble, soft and clear;
Look down! a blade of grass is here.

Slight choral, tiny hint, to move us;
Yet ‘tis the turning of the year.

Sere in thy soul, thou unbelieving,
One word forever dear and sure!
4] live." The promise stands secure,
Here is the balm to heal thy grieving,
Hope of the patient and the pure.

18 BUT THE TURNING OF THE YEAR.

Break out, O heavens, into singing;
Awake and shout, O slumbering clod!
Here is thy life. The breath of God
Through earth and heaven in joy is ringing;
His spring the cold gray fields hath trod.

Y
f fe lilies of the field, adore him,
Ye that have slept in dust and dew:
Ye faithless mortal spirits too, '
Bow down with rapturous song before him.
Behold, he maketh all things new!
—Rose Terry Cooke in Harper's Bazar.

. EASTER FORGIVENESS.

WOULD not live
‘ &Y alway; I ask not to
stayl” quavered
Miss Elizabeth, in
an uncertain so-
prano, keeping
time at the same
time with her foot
to the strains Peter
was drawing from
the melodeon in the
little parlor across
the hall.

The old Dutch
clock in the corner
of the kitchen
pointed to 8. They
were early risersat

the Darrow farm.
MM re o'clock never found Miss Elizabeth or
Peter asleep. Here it was only 8 o'clock on
Faster morning, and breakfast was over,
Miss Elizabeth was taking the last pan of
crisp gingerbruud out of the oven, and Peter
in his best clothes and new blue tie was play-
ing hymns and thinking of Lucy _Alleu s blos-
gom like face and the soul thrilling prospect
seeing her at church.
°‘A trim, spry body was Miss Elizabeth.
The only remnant of benuty " left her pfter
the frosts of forty-five years was a pair of
1impid blue eyes that looked out on the world
8o frankly that you knew instinctively that
& woman with such eyes would have thrived
upon caresses and tendef words—and she had
Rmone save what Peter gave her.

“Oh, who would live alway?” she con-
ued, her voice rising with an eager, falter-
ing strength as the hymn drew to & close, and

then she stood still for a little while, her fin-

i nsively on her lips.
‘“A:l‘gsxs):er Sunday morning of years ago—
sh, how many!—had come back to her sud-
denly. Thousands of yesterdays faded away,
and that one, glad morning came back to her,

ving thing.
“léhe faw h:rself in her cool pink and white
frock, her face, with & cascade of curls on
Poth sides, almost hidden under & sllmdo“ y

ke bonnet. She was standing with h_er
prayer book in her hand beside an open win-
dow ; somebody was on the grassout side, hig
face raised to hers, his touch upon her hand.

i ich
body else was singing the hymn whic
e via g with @ long drawn,

who wrote that hymn was never
tn love, or he had just been jilt,ed.; don’t ?‘ou
think so, Bess? Now, we would live alvmy:
if we could spend our eternal lives togetber!
Then this somebody had opened her listle
rayer book, and with an unspeakable ten-
derness of look placed her finger on these
\gords in the marriage service: .
“Until death do us part.” - . .
wNever forget that, Bess,” he had said; I
er willL” | = | .

Bas be bad, ob, he hadi Fears of pain

had beeii het portion. She had suffered, and
through him.

The story was anold one. People had al-
most forgotten it. Sometimes a few of the
oldest gossips touched upon it at quilting
bees and sewing parties when chatting of old
times. They wondered what had become of
that handsome fellow, Dick Aspell, who had
jilted Elizabeth Darrow for the actress from
New York. And was that the reason Miss
Elizabeth had never marriedi Or was it be-
cause, her sister dying, she had been left with
all those Marvin children to bring upf They
had all died, too—all except Peter.

Peter’s heavy tread upon the bare white
boards roused Miss Elizabeth. She looked
up at him. A quick sigh sent the dream back
to the shadows from which it had crept, and
she was herself again; practical, kind and |
nervously energetic.

“‘Now, Peter, why don’t you got your tie
straight just for once? she exclaimed, stand
ing on tiptoe and giving the big fellow's
shoulders a twist to bring him into a better E
light. “There you are now. Land sakes! |
your hair, too, is all awry. Whatever have |
you been doin’ to yourself ¢’ !

“1 poked my fingers through it when I was |
thinkin’—thinkin’ "— commenced Peter awk-
wardly, his face taking on a deep blush.

“What's the matter with the boy?’ ex-
claimed Miss Elizabeth, and then her quick
mental perception told her that Peter was on
the brink of u confession of love. She whisked
around and placed a chair before him,

“Sit down, Peter Marvin,” she said, point- |
ing to it like a judge. Then she took a seat |
opposite him and smoothed the creases out of
her apron.

“You don’t need to tell me who it is. It's
Lucy Allen, that's who it is.  You don’t sup- |
pose I haven't seen you eastin’ sheep’s eyes at |
her this last three months, though I've kept
my knowledge to myself. Have you asked
her? The idea! it's nearly killing to think of
you—dear, dear—but have you asked her?’

A lump in Peter’s throat threatened to
strangle him as he answered spasmodically:

“Last night—singin' school—as we were:
a-walkin’ home”——

“Yes, I know!” {nterrupted Miss Elizabeth
gharply; “moonlight—the gate—well, what
did she say "’

“‘She said just ‘Yes.”

“QOh, she did¢—and didn’t lose time about |
it, I'll wager. Girls nowadays do mor’n half
the love making. And what did you say "’

Peter turned a deep, slow scarlet.

«] didn’t say anything at first.”

“What did you do?"

«I didn’t think I could, Aunt Liz, but I did.
§—1—1 can’t say it nohow,” he said, looking
everywhere but at Miss Elizabeth’s face.

«Peter Marvin,” she exclaimed, a pitiful
break in ber voice and her eyes wide and
humid; *‘did you kiss her#’

«Yes, Idid,” he said, a little bit frightened.

«And did you tell her you'd love her’s long
as you lived? And did you say nothing in
the world could ever make you forget hert
Did you?

“They be the very wordsz, Aunt Liz!” ex-
claimed Peter, wondering eyed.

Miss Blizabeth started from her chair, and
flinging her thin arms around his neck kissed
him for the first time in years.

“Qh, Peter,” sha sobbed, and he thought
her sweet eyes looked for all the world like
wet forget-me-nots; ‘don’t-fail her. Be true
to her, Peter! Be true to her.”

o] will, Aunt Liz,” he said, softly.

An hour later the brown pony was har-
nessed b  the phaeton and Miss Elizabeth, by
Peter’s £ de, was whisked along the curving
roads to the little church two miles distant.
Oh, how fair the world was! Across the
rolling meadows a light breeze courtesied, the
blue sky was reflected in every little pool of
water, and the budding pastures sent up that
moist, sweet, earthy smell belonging to the
spring. She was very proud, very contented,

-

UNTIL DEATH DO US PART. J
her mind busy with pictures of the coming
marriage. Ab, it was somlething to walk

into church behind a prospective bridegroom.
She almost felt &8 if she were going to be
married berself. Her little world had taken
on a new significance. She sang the “Holy,
holy, holy,” with & feeling of elation which
almost took her off her feet, and exchanged

to the b 3
with us and we'll talk it over.”

All the way home she hummed snatches of l a revolver and a candle.  Miss Elizabeth with |
hymns and la
couth jokes. She was teasing him in her
Ligh sweet voice as he turned the phaeton in

sar,” she whispered
‘Come and take tea

I about 1t

Lucy

ched merrily at Peter's un-

“pIp YOU KIs$ HERT' “¥YES, I pID.”
at the gate and drew up a few yards from
the kitchen door. Then she saw they were
not alone.

Something was huddled on the lower step.
Gradually as tuey appre yached it took form,
and she saw an old man sitting in the sunlight,
his head supported by his hand.

“Well, I declare!” exclaimed Miss Eliza-
beth; ‘‘and the key under the mat. If he'd
only known he wouldn’t have left a thing,
mebbe. You go on to the stable, Peter; I'm
not afraid; I'll speak to him.”

She walked nimbly up to the despondent
figure and touched his shoulder.

““What's the matter?’ she asked, with a
touch of impatience.

The man raised his head and looked at her
with a far off, dazed expression. His face
was pale and refined and bore marks of re-

was the suggestion of a life’s disappointment

in his glance. He seemed unable to speak.

come back to her eyes. -

looked at her quietly, intently.
not look like a tramp, although he was mis-
ant. Why did that strange, exultant chill

were gray and pleading like a well remem-

what—there was a something.
«wyou're an old fool, Elizabeth Darrow,”

house.
By and by Peter appeared.

let him go on#”’
The man outside heard him.

a little; and the place looked so pretty.”
individuality in the way & men lifts his ha

the little spinster watching him.

his sleeve as he turned away.

dinner.”

hesitated and looked at her.

said gently, and followed her in.

the food.

Elizabeth. ‘‘Where do you come from?"

“T've been everywhere,” ho answered.
have no home; 1've been & rolling stone.”

“

Peter.

countr,
I got sici
and I'm making my way back to New York.

“Have you no friends nora wife?’ aske
Miss Elizabetb.

alone.”

able to stand.”

speak of.”

Easter groetings quite r;pylyv with t.ho’ mem-

bers gn the church

come up,

e S

cent iliness. He was pitifully thin and there

“Are you sick?’ she asked again, and her
voice was kinder; the dovelike softness had

“QOnly tired,” he answered, and his sad eyes
Miss Elizabeth felt uncomfortable. He did
ergbly poor. His voice was soft and pleas-
creep through ber blood? What if his eyes

bered pair which had made sad havoe of her
foolish heart? But éhere was a something
else about him, Miss Elizabeth could not tell

she. said inwardly, and flounced into the

“You're not goin’ to leave him sittin’ there
all day, I hopef” asked Peter in what he sup-
posed was a whisper; sLuey’ll be along to
tea this afternoon. Why don’t you give him
some gingerbread and milk, Aunt Liz, and

“Don’t mind me,” he said, staggering to his
feet; “‘I'm going now. 1 only wanted to rest

He leaned weakly against the wooden post
and lifted his torn hat with a distinctive
grace and courtesy. There is almost as much

as in his handwriting or footstep, and the
ease and freedom of this peor wretch’s ges-
ture sent another premonitory thrill through

She darted down the steps and took hold of

“Don't dare go. 1t's Easter Sunday and 1
couldn’t have it on m¥ soul to treat any one
so on the Lord’s day. Come in and have your

A sigh trembled over the man’s lips. He

At dinner, however, he scarcely touched

“you're ill; that's what you are,” said Miss

] reckon you've been to seaf’ queried

“)Many, many times. I've been in every
on the globe. Had to give up when

. 1 left the hospital three weeks ago, A ;
" After brushing her hair and dipping her

face in a basin of cold spring water she felt
better and again took her seat by the win- ing accomplished by pupils and teacher witly

My wife died five years ago; I am quite
““Alone,” she echoed, “and you scarcely

She leaned over and whispered something
to Peter, then said aloud: «If you like I can
give you a place to lie down in. Mebbe you'll
feel more chipper in the morning, There,
you needn't thank me. 'Tain’t nothing to bera;

At twilight, while Lucy and Peter were
singing hymns in the parlor, Miss Elizabeth

went up to the vacant, cobwebby attic used % x y
only upa store room, miade a comfortable bed irig to speak careldssly and with an émphasis

called to | on the [ 1034
on & cot and then W08 My 'The thought that be might bevery {ll made

- Cligawd wetser Jie oo vaw. Fom Jopk | bee heass et Tapidly, hut st was sothing | b0t here, but risen.”

not so green either.”
“Let me go with you,” chattered -Lucy,

et
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Jo the remorseful pain ‘which shot through
her as Pater refurned, swinging his hoe and
salling out lustily:

“'He's gone, Aunt Liz."

“Gone? No, it can’t be,” she stammered.
“Dead sure,” said Peter.

Miss Elizabeth went to the barn door and
sent her eager gaze over the level pasture
lands sweeping to right and left. What was
that dark object three fields away moving
slowly by the low stone wall?

“That's him,” said Miss Eligabeth, catehing
ap & sun bonnet hanging on & rusty nail near,
by, *Imust speak to him once, Peter, for—
for the sake of old times.”

She ran down the pebbly stable path,
Jumped as lightdy as & girl of 16 over the bavs
&t the end of it, and ran acroes the flelds until
she was only a few yards from him. she
waited to et her breath she noticed how
weak he was, and how deathlike his face 1n
tts ivory whiteness, He did not see her until
she stopd beside him,

Yoy might have waited for your brealk-
faet,” she said rather awkwardly.

+\Why annoy you fyrthar?’ he asked quiet-
ly. *You were far kinder than I had dared
to hops, Few homeless wgpderers fare as
well. I thank you for the charity you gave
me befors you knew who § was. I thank you
very much.”

After an effort she spoke again.

o] tollowéd you Just to say that I—I-<bear
no grudge for what's past. The sermon yes-
terday was about forgiveness, and I forgive
you. This is all 1 thought to say to you.
But there's one thing now I'd like to ask.”
She looked away from him, a piteous tremolo
“in her proud tones. ‘“Why did you do what
you did, Dick Aspell? Or why did you do it
the way you did? "Pwan’t by no means nec-
essary to throw me over without a word and
sneak off's if I'd have kept you when you
wanted to go. If you'd told meyou cared

taking hold of Miss Elizabeth’s skirts, and
| without making a sound they erept through
the dark halls to Peter’s door.
| In a few moments he joined them, carrying |
| astout cane followed, and Lucy, trembling |
with fear, kept close by ber side. When they ]
reached the door leading into the attic Miss
Elizabeth pushed Peter aside. - 1‘
“Let me go first. I'll face him,” she said |
in an indignant whisper. 3 1
She paused and bent her ear forward. Yes, |
there was the sound again, and his candle

more for that other girl than you did for me
and told me in the right way, I'd have seen
you couldn’t help your feelin's, and 'twouldn't
have been Elizabeth Darrow who'd hava
made you stay, not if the givin’ you up had }
broken her heart, and that’s why”—— |
She stopped, losing the thread of her long ‘

|

speech in a growing inclination to burst into
tears.

“What are you saying?’ asked the man be- {
fore her in a slow, amazed tone; “I didn’t |
think you could be so unfair., You ask me |

was still burning, as she could see by the | whyI went away when you sent me off your- |

into the room without any sort of warning,
and saw—not a pair of thieves plotting a rob-
bery—but the stranger sobbing like a child
over a little book pressed fervently in his
hands.
“What isit? What's he got there?” asked
Peter.
Miss Elizabeth knew, Her face grew white
as the kerchief around her neck, It was a
little time stained volume of Goldsmith's
“Vicar of Wakefield,” which her old lover
had given her in the early days of their
courtship, and it had lain for many years in
the attic with babies’ cradles, toys, children’s
useless little garments and other dusty
tokens of the past. She looked at the thin,
wan face on which the candlelight played.
1t was turned from her now in shame,
She stood erect, her ayes misty and ques-
tioning, her hands folded tensely before her.
“Is it Dick?" she asked.
] meant you should never know,” the old
man stammered, and che saw the tears steal
from beneath his lowered lids.
Why did she not hate himf Why did she
almost forgive him without question? The
why or wherefore was past her knowing.
She only knew that the sight of him moved
her deeply. ‘
But she struggled against the feeling that
well nigh overmastered her, and the pride of
a stanch New England woman flushed her
cheek. No, she could not forget the bitter-
ness of the past.

She felt the warmth ooge away from her
her heart. She became his judge, and all the

in her eyes.

"

«Ips time we were all asleep,” she said

t tears over it.”

ing in wondering silence,

old lover depart next day without a pang’

the grayness of the dawn.

from her face. The interview with her hear

lines of pain about her mouth.
1

But is it Christian like to let him go withou
and gone?”

1

dow.

and that's what I'd do in such a case.”

not comes , ¢

ried out to the barn.

pronoun.

thread of light stealing under the doar. She | self, and in a spirit_ of pique I ma
turned the knob quickly and the trio burst | woman I had been only flirting with.”

HE LEANED WEAKLY AGAINST THE WOODEN
POST.

«Put away the book, Dick Aspell.  What's
done is done, and there’s no use shedding

She hurried away, Peter and Lucy follow-

«Shall I let him go without a word?’ she
thought. “It's only what he deserves and | Was seen, says one writer, when thirteen
talkin’ 1l do no good. I'm not one o' the kind | young pupils stépped forward at a signal,
of women who thrive on cruelty and deceit.,

saying I have no hard feelin's for what's dead

“After the way I agted hell be sure to
creep off early without seeing me again,” she
thought; “‘he’s as proud in his way as 1 amy

The light strangthewed and advenced in the

bukstill he for whom ehe waited did
At last she could beAt it no longer 'n.nd hur-

. “Peter, goand see if he's n.;l)," ohe; said, try-

ied the

“Isent you away!” exclaimed Miss Eliza-
beth, scarcely believing her ears. A
story. You musn't say that to me, Dick
Aspell. I remember everything as if 'twere
yesterday.”

«And sodol.. Iremember the letter you
sent me; the ‘bitter letter, where you told me
in pretty plain terms what you thought of
me. But perhaps that existed only in my
fancy, too?”

“I'sent you no letter,” said Miss Elizabeth
breuthlessly, and she stood with her eyes
looking past him as if peering into the van-
ished years for some explanation of this ap-
palling fact. “QOh, wait!? she cried; +1 see
it all. How everything becomes clear. Oh,

| Dick, Dick, listen,” and she held his arm in &

|

| tight clasp; **Mary—you remember my elder
gister, Maryi—she never wanted me to marry

| you. She thought you would come to look
down on me because your father had given you
such a good education, and she thought you
too wild. Whien people began to gossip about
you and that actress she grew very bitter.
She sent the letter, and  this is why 1 know:
When she was dying she said she had done
me a wrong and wanted to confess. She
struggled hard to tell me. 1 thought it only

| the raving of the fever when she kept mut-
tering ‘about a letter, and before [ could
make out anything at all plain she died. Oh,
Dick—oh, the dreadful years that have

| passed—and I never knew!”

| There is little more to be said. Miss Eliza-
beth was content to gather up the tatter d

] threads of her old romance, and there was a

details of her unhappy past Tose one after an- | double wedding on the June day set by Peter
other as witnesses against him. When she | and Lucy. -

spoke her voice was cold, and Peter had | 1
never before seen such a bright, stern light | as she walked up the aisle dressed in a rust-

“And to think,” ruminated Miss Elizabeth,

ling gray poplin and leaning on her lover's
arm, ‘‘that I mightt not have followed him
if my heart had not been made tender by
thinking of that other Eastér miorning.”

l EVELYN MALCOLM.

|

0dd Facts About Easter.

Of cour¢e around the festival of Easter
there cluster many queer customs, some of
which are obsolete and others yet in vogue.
In Ireland on the Saturday evening just pre-
ceding Baster S8unday it is the proper thing

\ for the peasant’s wife to place in the boiling
pot a fat hen and a piece of bacon. These

til the crowing of the farmyard cock. Itis
perpetual bad luck to touch the savory prep-
aration until chanticleer gives the signal. In
Hampshire and Kent, England, on the Tues-

family or the guest. They carry a gayly
decorated arm chair, in which is placed the
persop who is the object of their visit. The
servants lift the burden on high, turn the
chair around and compel the occupant to kiss
each one of the bearers and disburse a fee.
The observance is an old one, the royal
records of the time of Edward I showing the
payment of & fee by his majesty for being
“heaved.”

Of course the egg plays a prominent part
in the Lenten season, and the demand for it

|
\vnte house or inn, as it may chance, are

Aud was this the end of it all? And did ‘ in the United States is much greater than the
Miss Elizabéth, strong in her pride, see her | domestic supply. So there is quite a brisk

¢ | iniport trade by which the following coun-

Ah, not so easily are old memories forgotten l tries, among others, are financially benefited:
and put aside. Lucy had a dim remembrance | Austria, Belgium, Central American states,
afterward of waking several times and see- | China, Germany, England, Canada, British
ing a lonely figure sitting thoughtfully by | West Indies, Sweden and Norway. Canada
the window through the long might and in | naturally furnishes the largest quantity, the

annual export across the border being nearly

When at length Miss Elizabeth rose and twenty million dozen,
it e G o SRS " looked in the little mirrdr she shrank back
That's good of you; very good of you,” be with a startled sigh. The peace had vanishec

An impressive and novel sight is the re-
i | ligious observarice of Easter by the christian-
¢ | ized Indians of the northwest. Those who

in the still watches of the night had given a have been present at their mission churches
new, stormy depth to her eyes and left new

describe the ceremonies and decorations as
being of peculiar and unwonted interest.
The most charming feature of the service

ranging themselves in a semieircle in front of
t | the platform. Each recited a short Bible
and then gave the letter to the preceptor,
who placed it upon the arch, forming when

finished, *‘Christ is risen;” the entire render-

enthusiastie delight. s, ;8

death of one of their namber a week before,

later recitation from John's Gompel in & man-

wondrous love that had blessed them. .

must be cooked continuously from 9 p. m. un- |

day of Easter week, the servants of the pri- | §

privileged to enter the apartments of the |

portion, the initial letter of which he held,

After thisan address to the children was
given on Christ’s birth, death and resurrec«
tion, enforced by a touching allusion to the

who now knew more than we all of the glory
sast as if marking the invisible footébeps of & | #nd joy purchaséd by o risen Saviour.. The

god; Peter passad whistling on his way to the class of young men were greatly moved by
;4 | this ssrmon to tha children, and geve their

Goﬁghing

8 Nature’s effort. to expel foreign suhe
stances from the bronchial passages,
Frequently, this causes inflammatios;
and the need of an anodyne. No other
expeetorant oOr anodyne is equal to
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. It assisty
Nature in ejecting the mucus, allays
irritation, induces repose, and 18 the
most popular 6f all cough cures.

«Of the many preparations before thq
ublic for the cure of colds, coughs,
\ronchitis, and kindred diseases, ther

45 none, within the range of my experi«
ence, 8o reliable as Ayer’s Cherry Pecs
toral, For years T was bject to colds,
followed by terrible conghs. About four
years ago, when so afilicted, I was ad-
Yised fo try Ayer's Cherry Pectoral and
to lay all other remedies aside, I did
g0, and within & week was well of m,
eold and cough. Since then I lmv{
always kept this preparation in th
house, and feel comparatively securey
—Mrs, L. L. Brown, Denmarl{, Miss,
“A fow vears ago 1 took a severe col@
which affected my lungs. I had a ten
rible (‘ml{zh, and passed night after
night without sleep. The doctora gave
meup. I tried Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral,
which relieved my lungs, induced sleep,
end afforded the rest necessary for the
recovery of my strength. By the cona
tinual use of the Pectoral, a permanent
curew as effected.”’~Horace Fairbrothes,
Rockingham, Vt.

Ryar's Cherry Pectoral,

PEEPARED BY

pr. J. C. Ayer & Co,, Lowell, Mass.
Bold by all Druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $5.

HYDROLEINE

The finest Norwegian Cod Liver
0il, artificially digested; of the
consistency of cream.

Containing no gum or other indiges.

ely | tible matter is

TONIC, DIGESTIVE AND HIGHLY
NUTRITIVE

prepared on the
ssprinciples of the Digestion of Fats,”

¢ H1. C. Bartlett, Ph, D,, F. C. 8-
and G. Ov nd Drewry, M.D,, M.R. C. 8.
London, England, as described in thelx
pamphlets entitled = ¢ Consumption and
Wasting Diseases,” and “ the Digestion and
Assimilation of ¢" mailed free on receipt
of 2¢. in stamps to pay postage, upon appli-
cation to

discovered

HAZEN MORSE

’

International Bridge, Ont.
RSy ST R onsumption, Bronchitis,
Hydroleine Cures

HUMPHREYS’

olds,
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LESSON 1, SECOND QUA
NATIONAL SERIES,

"

Text of the Lesson, Luke
mit Verses 35-87—Gold
vi, 81—Commentary by
Stearns.

[Compiled from Lesson Helper
mission of H. S. Hoffman, p
phia.]

After the healing of the
recorded in our last lesson, J
thew to be one of His diseif
tertained by him at ‘Caper:
visited Jerusalem, healed the
of Bethesda, and uttered t
eorded in John v.. We nex
fng a man with a withered b
gogue at Capernaum on a S
greatly provoking the Phar
mined to kill Him (Matt. xii,
after this He went out into
continued all night in praj
which He called His discip!

.from them chose twelve ap
should be with Him, and tha
them forth to preach, and to

heal sicknesses and to cast c

fii, 14, 15; Luke vi, 12, 13).

discourse of which our lessor

part, It is a repetition of
sermon on the mount (Matt.
ered under different circums
27, “But I say unto you w
your enemies, do good to |
you.” See this in the Old '
xxiil, 4, 5; Lev. xix, 17, 18
P2, Bee it also repeated i
lesson, with the encouragen
ward shall be great and we ¢
the Most High” (R.V.), or,in
Christ Himself” (Luke i, 32,
that - these: precepts are not
not Christians, as if theréby
heaven, for “by the deeds
shall no flesh be justifted in
iii, 20); but for those who p
followers, having received
Saviour and Lord; that thus
the sincerity of their disciple
28, ‘“‘Bless them that curs
for them which despitefully
ting together the four pre:
the preceding verse, we b
with the poor Indian to whe
read these words: “This I
if God will make a new I
can.” * The natural man «
God-like acts, but the Spirit
man, woman or e¢hild can do
same spirit did in Christ Hix
29. ‘‘Unto him that smitet
cheek offer also the other:
taketh away thy cloak forbi
coat aiso.” The previous |
clude only thoughts, looks a
part of our enemies, but her
lence and the spoiling of pe
and are we still to be quiet
us that Christ suffered for
example that we should follc
Paul says, “Why do ye
wrong! Why do yenot ra
selves to be defrauded?” H
those who took joyfully the
goods (I Pet. ii, 21; I Cor. v
30, “Give to every man
theo; and of him that taketk
ask them not again” Stie
of the Lord Jesus,” says th
with our hearts as well as
the impetuous maker of thes
though I am not bound by
axternal right or law, yet'ar
the spirit and law of love, |
obliged to serve thee and
which thou art disposed to
1 will do for thee in free
measure, preventing thy sin
Yet it is not the Lord’s will
His disciples as an absolute
der every service that may i
be demanded of them, any 1
quires them to allow all the
taken from thew, or to tol:
of persomal insult. Heenjoi
site disposition of mind. W
oppose the sinner as such,
as we resist the devil, the w
malignity shows itself in eac

ner,

3L “And as ye would th:
to you, do ye also to the
Matt. vii, 12, He adds, “Fo
and the prophets.” To love
one's self is the sum of our 1
fellow man, but back of this
to love God with all our he
strength and mind; and yet
ﬁrn_! of all, a knowledge of t
us in giving Himself for us,

32. “For it ye love them

what thank have ye? for ¢

H.wm that love them.” %

give as a reason for thi

Christians that *‘they love t

considering this ver;e, or f

love extends to their enemic

ing to boast of in the way c

thes.e things are traits of a .

native origin in human hea

from the being of God, des
hearts of His own and pass
th:*i.x to Him again,

33, 34, “What thank have
same question asked a secon
emphasizing the fact that |
tlis life a return for all we
Ing different from the sinn
kuow nothing of a better lif
RN age to come. - Jesus said
kato whose house Ho went ¢
to eat bread, that when He
should invite the poor and :
recompense Him again, ¢
ompensed at the resurrect
(Luke xiv, 13, 14). 'If wes
anfd, riches for their ow
lpl aise of men, and obtain it
Stoit and with this life i
:ar-k the approval of God, v
lessing in this life and e
Ui"‘" resurrection.

<9, 36, *‘Be ye therefore r
Father also is merciful.” W
%0 do in this world with un:
Ppeople, and if we expect a n
thoss whom we serve we sh
dx~:1ppni11tenl. Many a time
:ucwlve common gratitude,

e abused for our well doin
1nost selfish motives attribut
this will only give better o
the reality of our love. Me
only kindness but loving
often translated in the Old
when we by the Spifit of
lhgw loving kindness to the
evil we will prove ourselves
God, great shall be'our rawe
rection, and we shall be,
sons of the Most High when
Most High shall take the ki
sess the kingdom for ever, ¢
ever (Dan. vii, 18)

87, 38, ‘‘Judge not, conde
g‘ivg” *Judge nothing bef
til tho Lord come, who bo
light the hidden things of-d
make manifest the counse
(I Cor. iv, 5). Inasmuch as
discern people's motives, we
of judging nor authorized t
sonduét. The day Will réve



