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• Because i neara ttie argumenta in 
the supreme court aud thought 1 ob- 
eerved their effect upon the Judges and 
the assembled lawyers. The whole 
matter Is exceedingly distasteful to me, 
as you know; still 1 could not well de­
cline my brother’s Invitation to be pres­
ent at the trial of the appeal. Zabourln 
made a learned and forcible effort for 
Qulllebert, quoting authorities aud 
drawing deductions which appeared 
absolutely unanswerable. But Horace, 
with an ease at which 1 marveled, met 
every proposition, and his Irresistible 
logic picked It Into shreds. He ex­
posed the sophistries of Zubourlu's con­
tention and flung them aside. With 
childlike simplicity of language lie 
made Leon's case so plain that every 
layman understood the principles on 
which It rested as thoroughly as did 
the most learned lawyer, and with the 
eloquence that comes of uuaffeeted 
earnestness he held up the Justice and 
equity supporting the decision of Judge 
Tailleur. He appeared to carry every 
man within hearing of his voice, and 
when be concluded It seemed that all 
doubts of the righteousness of his case 
had been demolished. His peroration 
was beautiful and pathetic without 
being theatrical—In fact, was what 
they call a prose poem. 1 was as much 
amazed as any of his hearers could 
have been. 1 cannot divine when and 
where he got all the wealth and vari­
ety of learning be displayed in that ad-

Laure was Interested, but not pleas­
ed, by Evariste’s glowing account of 
his brother's brilliant aud masterly ora­
tory.

“Where Is M. Horace ?” she asked. 
“He came up on the boat with you?” 

“No. Why?”
“Oh, nothing. I only supposed he had 

returned with you and stopped at Es­
telle’s. That is what he will do when 
he does come back.”

“Laure, why do you persist In such 
allusions. You surely know full well 
how they wound me.”

“Of course 1 do. But it Is not to 
wound you. No; It Is to make you see 
who they are that care nothing fur 
your happiness. That girl is as indif­
ferent to you as the pearl whose beau­
ty she vainly affects. She reaches for 
fortune; you have none. She aspires 
to American ladyship; you are n creole. 
Stay with your kind, my friend. It 
will pay you best In the long run.”

This speech was a whip cut to Eva­
riste’s spirit, and words of chagrin and 
anger rose to his lips, yet he forced 
them back and. consummate actor that 
he was. gave no sign of his suffering.

"You have not told me where your 
brother Is,” Laure said, fondling the 
crescent lovingly.

“I left him at New Orleans talking 
politics. One hears nothing else there 
now. The supporters of Breckinridge 
encourage Horace to run for congress, 
and he Is quite willing to do so, though 
he tells them he is opposed to the ex­
tension of slavery. They regard the 
race as being entirely between Mr. 
Breckinridge and Mr. Douglas. Lin­
coln's candidacy Is laughed at."

“If the lawsuit should be decided 
against M. Horace, he will be bitterly 
opposed in this parish,” Luuvu ob-

"That is a very big if," Evariste re­
plied.

"And if Lincoln should win a great 
many plans will be upset. I know 
nothing of politics, but they say these 
things on the highlands.” Laure smil­
ed apologetically.

“You must make that ‘if* still larger. 
Laure. The great beads in the city will 

! hardly admit that Lincoln is running." 
"1 have heard my grandfather say 

there were just two smart men in this 
parish—Baldouino and Quillehert—one 
gifted as if from God, the other as if 
by the devil.”

“Well?” queried Evariste.
“I have also heard that Baldouino 

said not long ago that if both Douglas 
and Breckinridge are candidates to the 
end Lincoln will be elected president, 
and Qulllebert has said that he will 
win the suit in the supreme court.” 
Laure bad spoken with a positive ness 
that was not without its effect upon 
Evariste, and as he pursued his jour­
ney homeward he seriously revolved In 
bis mind these possibilities and their 
bearing upon bis own alms and inter­

ests.
Oakfell returned a week later, and 

| bis supporters set actively to work to 
I secure a favorable delegation to the 
| convention called to met at Baton 
i Bouge on the 15th day of October. They 

were successful, though considerable 
m strength was developed against him. 

It was believed he would receive the 
! nomination, which would be tanta­
mount to election. Ills friends proud­
ly anticipated the distinction his career 
In congress would give to the parish 

t and had agreed upon three representa- 
live citizens to accompany him in a 
short canvass of the district after the 

j convention. He had spent a happy 
v, hour with Estelle and was sitting in 

! bis plantation office thinking of her 
j; when Leon brought letters and papers 
j from New Orleans just arrived by way 

[ of the Red River landing. One bulky 
penvelope bore the card of a profes- 
I sional ft'lend of whom he had request- 

eijvd the earliest possible news of the 
■ (court's judgment. The letter said:

“1 caused a. codv to be made of the

opinion banded down by the supreme 
court this morning in the suit of Leon 
Queyrouze versus Qulllebert for free­
dom and mail It by today’s boat In 
order that you may know the result 
before tomorrow's newspapers can 
reach you. The chief justice was the 
organ of the court and had the con­
currence ol' three of the associates. 
One Justice, as you will notice, dis-

Qulverlng with Interest, lie read the 
following dictum of the highest court 
of the state, penned by Its chief justice:

“The plaintiff, with his mother and 
other children, were inventoried ns be­
longing to the estate of Queyrouze. 
One I’oydre. acting ns agent for the 
heirs, made sale of the property, with 
the exception of the boy Leon. Lie sold 
the mother of the plaintiff and her oth­
er children to the defendant Qulllebert. 
Leon himself was expressly exempted 
from the sale, being then in the keep­
ing of one .Mrs. Wyley, to whom he 
bad been sent by the expressed wish of 
Queyrouze. About nine years after 
the defendant obtained possession of 
tlie plaintiff and enjoyed the benefit of 
bis labor until ho ran away after the 
institution of this suit.

"There is testimony In the record to 
show that Queyrouze and his heirs In­
tended that Leon should be free and 
some conversations in which he said 
he was free. The plaintiff, however, 
never asserted his freedom and never 
left the service of the defendant until 
he absconded after the bringing of 
this suit. On the contrary, he admitted 
lie was a slave to a person whom he 
wished to bargain for him.

“However desirous the heirs of Quey­
rouze may have been that the plaintiff 
should become free, their wishes alone 
could not make him so. This being a 
matter affecting the public order, it 
required the action of the public au­
thorities before it could be brought

“It is apparent that in this contro­
versy it is a matter of no consequence 
who Is the owner, whether Quillehert 
or the heirs of Queyrouze. The only 
question which we can consider is 
whether the plaintiff had acquired the 
status of a free person of color prior to 
the promulgation of the act of 1857, 
which now prohibits emancipation.

“It Is quite clear that the plaintiff 
has never enjoyed his liberty for one 
week, much less the space of ten years. 
He has been all his life under the con­
trol of others, who have enjoyed the 
benefit of his labor. It matters not, so 
far as this controversy is concerned, 
whether the défendent Qulllebert lias 
acted in good or bad faith or whether 
he has acted against the wishes of the 
heirs of Queyrouze. If ilie plaintiff 
cannot show the facts on which the 
law declares Ids emancipation or free­
dom. he must fail in his action.

“Tlie judgment of the lower court, 
which was in favor of the plaintiff, 
must be reversed."

Oakfell witli burning eyes read again 
these words of the chief justice: “It is 
a matter of no consequence who is owti­
er, whether Quillehert or tlie heirs of 
Queyrouze." “It matters not whether 
the defendant Quillehert has acted in 
good or had faith or whether In- acted 
against the wishes of the heirs of tjuvy

Sick at heart., he let fail the paper 
and lowered Ids head, murmuring;

"Its finds his fe'.low guilty of a sfctn 
Not colored like liis own and, having power 
To enforce the wrong, for hulIi u worthy oa 
Dooms and devotes him us liis lawlul prey." 
I-'rom his gloomy reflection lie was re­

called by tlie voice of Leon at the door,

"Mr. Horace, are you sick? Is any­
thing wrong?”

"Yes; I never was so sick as now. ami 
something has gone wrong. Leon, the 
supreme court has adjudged you a 
slave, tlie slave of Quillehert.”

"O merciful God!” Leon groaned, 
clutching a chair for support. "Save 
me from that man, Mr. Horace, or kill 
me!”

“Save yourself. Ta lie a good horse 
from the stable and fly for your life. 
Never stop until you are where that 
human wolf cannot reach you. Tlie 
cursed news may not be known to any 
one else in the parish for two days yet. 
and, if so, you will have that much 
start. Take this aud go.” Oakfell 
gave 1dm a sum of money.

“Some day I will pyove 1 am grateful 
for all your goodness, sir.” said the 
poor fellow, retreating from tlie door. 
Soon the muffled sound of a horse speed­
ing over the dusty road was heard, and 
Leon was again a runaway slave.

Tlie newspapers of the city arrive ! 
two days later, bringing tbo inti-ll 
grtice of tlie supreme court's ruling, 
with editorial remarks commending it 
as a timely check to abolitionist propa­
ganda. Great was the rejoicing on the 
highlands. The cabarets had a day of 
business recalling that of the trial. 
Dede did so thriving a trade that he 
was put to bed early in the afternoon, 
leaving tlie harvest to the madame. 
At night bonfires wore lighted, and po­
nies clattered and flitted across the 
prairie, their courses Indicated by the 
cracking of pistols and shrill cries of 
“Long live Qulllebert!” "Down with 
Oakfell!”

The victor received the congratula­
tions of his admirers at Dede's with 
profuse entertainment of gumbo and 
turn, but with the tranquillity of i

strategist who had foreseen success 
plalined through feigned retreat. Prat- 
jtall's lips and eyes were beyond con­
trol and continued to dance long after 
the hot rum had stilled Ills tongue.

Oakfell assembled his friends and. 
explaining that tlie decision could be 
used as an effective weapon against 
bhn In tin- convention, requested their 
leave to withdraw ids candidacy. Aft­
er much discussion tlie justness of tils 
view was conceded, and the consent be 
desired was given. A formal note was 
received from Prut jean demanding the 
return to his client Qulllebert of the 
slave Leon, who. tlie writer said, was 
harbored by Oakfell. It was consigned 
to the flames. A little letter came 
through the local post saying. “I suffer 
for poor Odette's grief, but more be­
cause you suffer and through my fault.” 
This was not consigned to the flames.

The result of the litigation was a se­
vere shock to the young lawyer. Ills 
confidence in his fellow men was weak­
ened. He lost respect for authorities. 
Ambitions seemed but snares to peace 
of mind. Wrong, chicanery and cruel­
ty appeared essential to success. Hit 
brother, upon whom lie had lavished so 
much affection, could not or did oot 
cheer bis drooping spirit. The time

Dr

“Save me from that maul" 
was sadly out of Joint: the adjustment 
was that of the powerful, "brief, com­
fortable and wrong.”

Thus dejected aud gloomy, be wan­
dered for days about the plantation, 
not caring to read, avoiding converse, 
unable to feel Interest in what bad 
formerly engrossed him. when in the 
CUrly-Jhjs of November came the in­
telligence, astounding. Incredible, yet 
verified, that Abraham Lincoln bad 
been elected president of the United 
States.

CHAPTER XIII.
TURBID WATERS.

T
IME now seemed to quicken its 

flight. Events trod on the 
heels of events In scramble 
and burry of occurrence. Dis­
integration of Institutions, en­

terprises aud associations, public aud 
social, appeared everywhere like a cor­
roding disease, and demoralization was 
the rankest of growths. Secession, civ­
il war, suspension of Industries, gath­
erings and departures of volunteers, 
dissensions and suspicions, dread of 
the negro—dumb cause of contention— 
gave somber color to the life of fair 
Avoyelles.

The first banner flung to the breeze 
was the flag of France, hoisted by 
Quillehert over his dwelling, thus 
warning both factions that molestation 
of him or bis would be at the peril of 
Ids imperial master's displeasure.

Oakfell was instant to take his stand. 
Though discountenancing negro slav­
ery, ho was wedded to the doctrine of 
state sovereignty" and in its defense 
buckled on ids sword. lie was chosen 
lieutenant of the company of horse or­
ganized under the captaincy of Judge 
Honore Victor Tailleur, whom Prat-
jo- o Fveeppilw) on the ln.iw.fc,.

Tlie day approached for the company 
to proceed to New Orleans for assign­
ment to its regiment and brigade, to bo 
forwarded to the. front. The half 
brothers held a long conference in the 
plantation office.

“Evariste,” Horace said, “I do not 
concur in the general belief that this 
strife will end in 00 days. My fore­
cast Is that it will extend into years 
and will he fierce and desolating. My 
life has known three sweet affections 
which have been as incense to it. The 
love I bore your mother still clings to 
her memory. All my yearnings for 
kinship have been centered upon you, 
whom I have cherished as son. brother 
aud friend and have sought to shield 
from the rude experiences of life. 
Though absent. I wish to leave ray pro­
tection with you and for that entreat 
you to promise that under no circum­
stances will you enter the military 
service (luring the coming war. I leave 
with you full authority to manage all 
my interests, and this will supply you 
with ample meieis to purchase exemp­
tion from any call which may be made 
for troops. Promise me, Evariste.”

“Would not that be taken as coward­
ice?” asked Evariste.

“Not necessarily,” replied Horace, 
“after what I will say to our friends 
on the subject. But. even if it should, 
make that sacrifice for my sake and 
give me your promise, for should you 
enlist my anxiety for you would un­
man me as a soldier, and should you 
be killed this would never be home for 
me again. Promise me, my boy.”

Evariste walked to the door and look­
ed out Into the starlit night. Return­
ing. he gave his hand to Horace and 
said, as if lie had struggled:

"I nvomiscvbrother.”

[to be continued.]

'HOW GOES THE NIGHT?’
PREACHER SCORES BESETTING SINS 

OF MODERN SOCIETY.

EVILS COVERED BY DARKNESS

i

You don’t change much to people 
who see you frequently, but the man 
who sees you once in five years notes 
S K.voat différence.

|
Vulgarities and Wickednesses ol a Vile 

Theatre Pointed Out—The Saloons and j 

the Dance-Halls Also Come In For 
Condemnation—A Dance That Cost the 
Life of a Saint—An Eloquent Appeal.

Knlcrcd arcordingto Act of Hnriiumcntof Can- 
,‘ida. in the year 18ji. ny Willinw liaity,of To­
ronto. at Lite Utu'l of ACTiuuiLtivo. u. iawa.

Los Angeles, Cal., Sept. 11.—In 
this sermon the preacher considers 
some of the besetting sins of modern 
society and warns Christians against 
yielding to their allurements. The 
text is Isaiah xxi., 11, - Watchman, 
what of the night?”

Have you an active imagination? If 
so, you do not need to go to Pales­
tine, the land in which the ancient 
prophet wrote, for an illustration of 
the words of ray text. There arc 
watchmen everywhere—men who at 
night, while others sleep, are on 
guard protecting property and by 
their vigilance loilihg the plans of 
thieves and conspirators who prowl 
around in the darkness.

I was deeply impressed with this 
duty of the watchman by a spec­
tacle I witnessed some years ago in 
the British capital. It was that of 
the ancient ceremony, still observed, 
of mounting guard at the old Tower 
of London. This tower, as you may 
know, is not really a tower, but a 
collection of buildings covering an 
area of thirteen acres. They are sur­
rounded by a strong and high wall 
in which there are four gates, called 
respectively the Iron gate, the Wa­
ter gate, the Traitors' gate and the 
Lion s gate. Within those walls some 
of the ancient kings held their courts 
and passed the nights in wild orgies 
and licentious dissipations. It was 
the place also where some of them 
defended themselves behind the bar­
red gates against domestic enemies, 
ns well as foreign foes. Here also 
many of the insurrectionists were in­
carcerated and put to death. The 
execution axes which to-day hang up­
on the museum walls were wetted 
with the blood of many victims. Up­
on the blood-stained block, which is 
still kept as a gruesome reminder of 
the awful past, many bodies were 
decapitated. The frightened eyes that 
looked up at the rising sun for the 
last time from that block did not all 
belong to the masculine sex. There 
poor Lady Jane Grey died as well as 
the handsome Earl of Leicester, and 
Lords Kilmarnock and Balmcrino and

But I am digressing from my sub­
ject. I would not have you loiter 
longer among these historic stones 
merely to see a few crown jewels and 
regalia, which are guarded in the 
jewel house. I would not have you 
linger longer among the breastplates 
and helmets and battleaxes and 
pikes and spears mul casting nets of 
chivalric times which are now on ex­
hibition side by side with the guns 
and bayonets, and swords and can­
non of the modern British soldiers. 
But I would hasten you out into the 
open square, where the shrill fifes are 
calling and the rolling of the drums 
tell us the guards are forming to 
take their places by and in these 
watch-totvers. just as the watchmen 
did away back in the time of Wil­
liam the Conqueror and during the 
reigns of the Plantffgenet kings.

"Stand back, stand back!” cry the 
officials to the sightseers. "You must 
Keep off the - parade ground and give 
the soldiers room.” A field officer in 
gold lace and clanking sword comes 
out of his quarters and takes his po­
sition on the right of the ground. 
‘‘Fall in, fall in!” cry the corporals 
to their men. The different squads arc 
quickly formed into one line. The 
sergeants report to the ad.tuant, the 
adjutant reports to the commandant 
of the Tower. The evening orders are 
now read. The bandmaster lifts his 
signal. The musicians pass down in 
front of the line and Wheel hack to 
their places. Tattoo is sounded. The 
flag is lowered. The sunset gun's gut­
tural voice is heard. Then the sol­
diers march to their respective posts, 
and through the night,, as on every 
night for well nigh 800 years on ev­
ery tower and at all the gates a sol­
dier is stationed as a military watch­
man to keep vigil until the day 
breaks.

It is merely formal routine duty 
that the British sentinel oij the tow­
er now has to perform, but in form-' 
er times there was need of all his 
vigilance. From his watch-tower he 
might see the approach of a foreign 
foe, or in some part of the great 
slumbering city spread out on all 
sides below him he might witness the 
outbreak of insurrection. We can 
imagine how anxious in those unquiet 
times might be the tone of the offi­
cer of the guard, who, visiting him. 
would ask, "Watchman, what of the 
night?” That means: "How goes the 
night? What is the news? Tell me 
what you have soon. What are the 
prospects ahead?”

As I see the sun sink behind the 
Los Angeles hills I see ignited one 
by one the different lights of the 
many places of pernicious amuse­
ment. Those different lights, as de­
stroying flames, begin to beckon the 
young men and the young women in­
to their fascinating haunts. I see the 
stage curtains lifted before many an 
alluring group of actresses and chor­
us girls, such ns was seen in the 
wealthy capital of Samaria on the 
night when a disreputable dancing 
girl, Salome by name, danced among 
the licentious guests of her stepfath­
er, Herod, and by sinuous movements 
of limb and suggestive look of sin so 
captivated the drunken King that ho 
promised her anything that sho 
might ask of him, even to the half of 
his kingdom.

John the Baptist lost his life on 
account of that dance. But many a 
man, not, like John, in prison, but 
in orchestra chair, has lost his head, 
both morally and spiritually, as the

result of an Immoral show on the 
theatre boards. There may bo good 
theatres. I know that some people 
whom I respect attend the theatre. 
But I know there are also vile the­
atres. I also know some of these 
vile theatres are attended regularly 
by some so-called good people. And 
1 also know that these vile shows 
are the haunts of spiritual and phy­
sical death.

When I wrote this sermon there lay 
upon my study desk a powerful edi­
torial upon "Stage Abominations.” 
It lately appeared in one of the 
greatest secular newspapers of the 
present day. This editorial was not 
written by a minister, but by a lay­
man who perhaps , never enters a 
church. It said: "It does not seem 
possible that the public will much 
longer tolerate the abominations that 
are constantly being inflicted upon it 
from behind the footlights of the 
theatres of the present day. Surely 
the vulgarities and indecencies of 
actors and actresses of the present 
day who substitute filth and vile in­
sinuations for wit and humor arc

dove that the dance hall is the do- 
ploter of spiritual life, consequently 
they are, and always will be, out 
and out, through and through, enem­
ies of this destroyer, this insidious 
foe of spiritual life.

As I spoke in reference to regular 
theatre goers, I now speak in refer­
ence to the regular dance hall de- 

, votee. You never saw in all your 
1 life a person who was conspicuous for 

her love for the dance hall who was 
at the same time conspicuous for her 
devotion to the service of Jesus. The 
two loves do not exist in the same 
heart. They are altogether incon­
gruous. You never in your life saw 
deep spiritual consecration for Christ 
and love for the dance hall exist to­
gether in the same human heart. Tho 
modern dance is a foe to all spirit­
ual devèlopment and a barrier to 
progress in the Christian life.

| But standing i,n the- watch tower 
to-night I see more than the gleam­
ing lights of the evil resorts luring 

: the victims to their fascinating but 
fatal haunts. I see dark shadows in

not so licensed that they can be al- ! the streets where no lights are. I sco
lowed to go on forever without re­
buke. The nasty and offensive jokes, 
the immoral action and the language 
of the slums and the vile resort are 
all too frequently forced upon the 
ear and seen in the streets and pub­
lic places of the town without being 
flaunted in our faces when we pay 
good money for a seat in the the­
atre. If the stage has become so im­
poverished that it must resort to 
dirtiness and suggestive vice to main­
tain itself it were better to abolish 
it entirely as an institution.” Then 
this editorial goes more into detail 
to denounce the trend of the modem 
theatre which blasts the lives of its 
audiences by what they sec as well 
as hear. Does any man in the face 
of such a powerful philippic declare

these dark shadows following the 
burglar and the "hold up” man and 
the murderer with his pistol and 
knife. I see the dark and tightly 
closed houses from which no ray of 
light is coming. These houses look 
deserted, but they arc not deserted. 
They are outposts of perdition, silent . 
but haunted with outcasts and gam­
blers and conspirators who arc flag­
rantly breaking the laws of the land.
I see the low dives of a great city 
reeking with human vermin. I see 
also where tho counterfeiters are 
silently doing their work in the still­
ness of the night. Night is a symbol 
of social calamity, sin and death. So 
we find that most of the lowest out­
casts of society try to conceal their 
evil actions in tho darkness of the

that thousands and tens of thou- night. It is the time when the de­
sands of men and women every year votées of sin hold their, high carni- 
are not morally contaminated by the : it js when the death dealers are
filthy streams of conversation which ablo to deliver their hardest blojvs 
playwrights and actors and actresses with tho ,,.aHt vhanCP ()f d,.u.ctioA. 
roll over them in tho theatres in the : But wjth tiod the niffht is not only
long winter nights? ! *i_____

But as a watchman I must not al­
low my eyes to follow only one class 
of people. While the theatre audi­
ences arc moving through the streets 
to witness these distorted and often 
impossible plays, through the open 
doors of the saloons 1 can see the 
stages on which arc being enacted 
scores and hundreds and thousands 
of tragedies in real life. Each one of 
these tragedies is as pathetic as that 
of a Hamlet, on Othello, a Merchant 
of Venici*. Each one hAs more of 
pathos within it than could ever be 
found in the misery and woe of

! the emblem of calamity, it is also 
the harbinger of the day. for as 
Isaiah traveled forth into the dark- 

! ness as a divine prophet he ‘‘saw the 
gleam of the sunrise coming over the 
eastern hills.” Yes, be saw the time 

| when righteousness would claim its 
| disciples as well as the time when the 

enemies of God should lie hurried 
; away to their eternal incarceration, 
j "What of the night, Isaiah? What of 
I the night?” cries the officer of the 
1 guard. Then the prophetic watch- 
: -man calls, "1 see the morning comet h 

and also the night.” That means;
Dickens’ "Talc of Two Cities." or j “I see the righteous triumph through 
a Selon Thompson’s "Autobiography j God. I see also the enemies of God
of a Grizzly Bear.” Oh, the tragedies 
of the saloons! As a watchman on 
God’s watch-tower who can ever re­
frain from sympathizing with them 
and shedding tears of deepest sorrow 
for them? "Oh. no,” exclaims some 
cynical man, "I-have no sympathy 
for the drunkard. If a man wants 
to stop drinking he can stop. The 
only reason why the drunkards do 
not stop is because they do not want 
to stop.” Ah, my cynical friend, you 
arc wrong. 1 have no sympathy for 
that egotistic and self-inflated young 
man who to bo smart loafs about a 
saloon and deliberately cultivates a 
vaste for drink. But there are thou­
sands of men who do not want to 
drink. They do not know how to 
stop drinking. They have never yet 
heard of the grace of God which will 
save them if they would only let him 
save them. Aye, I go further than 
that. I believe there arc thousands of 
drunkards to-night who would bo 
willing to take an axe and with it 
cut off their right hands if they 
could only bo freed from the curse 
of drink. They are fighting drink ev­
ery day of their lives, but in their 
own strength they cannot stop. And 
so to-night as a watchman on God's 
tower I sec thousands of the finest 
brained men and women going to de­
struction through the rapids which 
head toward the awful Niagara of 
delirium tremens. I hear them shout­
ing and cursing and see them tuinbl- ■ 
ing and fighting and resisting and 
yet yielding and going down . and 
down and down. Through the lights 
coming from the open doors of the 
saloons I sec- these victims heading 
toward eternal death.

"But. watchman,” some one asks, 
"are these all the sights and sounds 
of death that you see and hear?” 
Alas, alas, no! For. while one crowd 
is passing through the hallways and 
ascending- the stair of the immoral 
theatres, and another crowd is stag­
gering slowly on with flushed checks, 
hurrying toward the bar behind which 
liquor is sold, which in the end will 
prove as fatal as the poisonous hem­
lock quaffed by a Greek philosopher,

scattered in complete defeat.” "What 
of the night? What of the night?” 
You call to me. I answer: "The 
morning cometh for the disciples of 
Jesus Christ. I see also tho eternal 
night coming for those who will not 
yield themselves to Christ's love.”

That these words of my text can 
truly be changed into the lightness 
of an etcrnul and peaceful day was. 
never more impressed upon me than 
some years ago when 1 was going 
around the world. As T found tho 
opening description of this text not 
among Syrian hills, but among the 
"wilderness of rock” in the London 
metropolis, so I will find my closing 
scene not in Jerusalem, but upon tho 
troubled waters of an angry Pacific. 
For days and weeks we' had been 
treading the quiet paths of the 
"trackless deep.” The ocean had 
heretofore been very kind to us. it 
was truly pacific in every way that 
its name signified. But then, like 
some of our old friends, it changed. 
Its heart of kindness became a heart 
of hate. It seemed to have not tho 
purpose to be loving, but only tho 
desire to destroy. Day in and day 
out wo battled with the tempest. 
'.‘The worst storm I ever knew,” 
said the captain. "Many good ships 
have been foundered in less storms 
than this.” The surface of the sen 
was a raging mol) of demons. The 
wind, shrieking through our rigging, 
was like a chorus of lost souls yelling 
out in 1‘agc.

After three days of storm I went 
to my berth and tric'd to sleep. 
Hour after hour we were wedged in 
our berths, unable to sleep. At last 
in the darkness I arose to dress and 
go upon deck. No sooner did L step 
upon the floor than the heaving ship 
hurled me across the stateroom, out 
through the door and clear across 
tlie deck. I picked myself up, bruised 
and stunned: then I looked about me. 
Wlmt was my surprise to find the 
s|torrn over and the stars out. A 
sailor turned to me and said: "Mate, 
it will soon he clear. We shall soon 
have a calm sea. The storm is past.

horizon. That is the morning star. 
The sun will soon be up.” Yes, as I 
stood there holding to the ship’s 
ropes I knew the sea was growing 
calm. Soon quietly and peacefully > 
the sun arose. The angry waves stop­
ped their batterings; the winds ceas­
ed to laugh and yell. That aftevn0on 
we sailed into the harbor. The morn­
ing had come for the end of tho 
tempest.. S0 nt last for all those 
who love Christ the night is not tho 
emblem of calamity, but of the 
morning. The morning with its 
heavenly day hruakoth-thc morning, 
with its emblem of eternal peace. 
Will you not. to-night, with Christ’s 
help, take the night ns the emblem 
of the day?

1 si-e still another multitude of death See yonder star by the edge of the 
seekers. These pass me not in rags or ' •—
with slow and leaden steps. They 
are dressed for the ball-rooms and 
the low dance halls. They move in 
regular step, not with the tramp, 
tramp, tramp of many soldiers, but 
with tho sliding and graceful step 
of the waltz, the two-step, the polka 

| and dances which we should not and 
will not mention.

"Are all dances bad?” asks some 
young girl. "Is every one a dance of 
death? Are all our young pepple cn- 

1 emies of Christ and bad who ever 
j visit dance halls?” This is a ques- 
| lion which is often honestly and an- 
| xiously put to mo by my young pco- 
j pie. Well, my young friend, you havo 

asked me a blunt question, and I will 
answer you in just the same way.

I First, I will say and emphatically 
say, that I do not believe all young 

| people who go to our dance halls are
I intentionally bad. I believe, yes, I - _ ...........—
1 know, some of them go there without Zoological Gardens in Regent’s Park, 
j one impure thought. They go for the London, are said to be showing re- 
I pleasure of meeting other young pco- nmrknble intelligence in learning tho 
I pip, and of passing an evening in each j°KSons which they are being daily 
I other’s company. In the next place ‘^ght in eating and drinking with

their hands and in manners generally. 
Dress has been provided for them, 
and it is amusing, says a Scotsman 
contributor, to note the anxiety 
they show to get. into clothes before 
taking their morning stroll or after­
noon tea in the Fellows’ Pavilion. 
They are both quite .young apes, so 
that there is no reason why in 
course of time they should not, in 
the hands of their painstaking men­
tors, rival in accomplishment tho fa- 
mous ape Consul.

Intelligent Chimpanzees.

The two young chimpanzees recent­
ly brought from West Africa for tho

I will emphatically state that I be- 
! lievc one of the most pernicious, one 

of the most awful causes of spiritual 
death in our cities to-day is tho 
dance hall. And in support of ,my 
second statement I will say that in 
all the United States you cannot find 
one minister or layman noted for 
spiritual or evangelistic power who 
is not an enemy of the dance hall, 
through and through, out and out. 
They all, without an exception, be-


