AUTUMN PAGEANTRY

REV. DR. TALMAGE D3LIVERS AN-
OTHER SEASONABLE SERMON.

“We All Do Fade as a LeaP’~The Glory
of the Woods—How lee the w Is’
Dur Life—4 Great Varisty of Dead
Leaves -From Youth to Age.

Washington, Nov. 1.—The season ‘of
the year adds much appositemess to-
Dr. Talmage's sermon, which we send
out to-day. His subject‘ig “The Pa-
geantry of the Woods,” and his text
Isaiah Ixiv, 6, “We all do fade as a
leaf.” B AR
It is so hard for us to undeérstand
religious truth that God = comstantly
reiterates. As the schoolmaster takes
a ‘blackboard and puts upon. it figures
and diagrams so that the scholar may
not only. get his lesson through  the
ear ‘but.also through. the) :eye, . 80
God takes all the truths of ‘His Bible
and draws them out in diagram on the

- natural, world. Champollion, the fam- |
cus Frenchman, went down into Egypt
to study the hieroglyphics' on monu-
ments and temples. After ‘'much labor
he deciphered them and amnounced to
the learned world the result of his in-
vestigations. The wisd ' goodness’
and power of God are written in. hiero-
glyphics all over the. earth and all
over. the heaven. God grant that we
may have understanding enough to’
decipher them. There ‘are Sgriptural
passages, like jy text, which need to
be studied in the very presence of the
natural world. : Lk

Habakkuk says: “Thou makest my
feet like hind’s feet,” a passage which
means nothing save to the man that.
knows that the feet of the red. deer,,
or hind, are peculiarly constructed, so'
that they can walk among - slippery
rocks without falling. * Knowing that
fact, we understand that when' abak-
kuk says, “Thou makest my fegt like
hind’s feet,” he sets foréthi . that  the

Christian can walk-®mid the most

dangerous and slippery places without
falling.  In Eamentations . we read
that *“the “daughter of my people is
cruel, like the ostriches of the wild-
erness,” a passage that has no mean-
ing save to the man who knows that
the ostrich leaves its egg in the sand
to be hatched out by the sun, and that
the young ostrich goes forth unattend-
ed by any maternal kindness. Know-
ing this, the passage is significant,

.‘The daughter of my.people is cruel,

like the ostriches of the 'wildérness.”

Those know bnt. little of ‘the mean-

ing of the natural world who have

. my hair is white.

decaying. | No sudden change. No
flerce cannonading of the batteries of
Life, biat a fading away—slowly—gradu-
ally. "As the leaf as the leaf!
Again, like the leaf,  we fade to
make room for others. Next .year's
forest . will be as grandly foliaged as
this. ' There are othér generations of
oak leaves to take the place of those
which this autumn perish! Next May
the cradle ‘'of the wind will rock the
young buds. | The woods: will be. all
a-hum with the chorus of leafy voices.
If the tree in front of your house; like
Elijah, takes' a chariot of fire, its
mantle will fall upon Elisha. If, in the
blast of these autumnal batteries so
many ranks fall,” there are reserve
forces to take their place to defend the
fortress of the hills.. The beaters of
gold leaf will have more gold leaf to
beat.  ‘The crown  that drops ’ to-day
from the head of the oak will be pick-
eéd up and handed down for other
kings to wear. .Let the blasts come.
They. only. make room for other life.
.80, when we go,. others take our
spheres.. We do not grudge the future
generations their places, We will have
had our good time. Let them come
on  and have their good time. There
is no sighing among these leaves to-
day because other leaves are to follow
them. After a lifetime of preaching,
doctering, selling, sewing or digging,
let us cheerfullygive way for those
Who come on to do the preaching, doc- y
toring, selling, sewing and digging.
God grant that their life may be :
brighter than ours has been. As we {
get older do not let us be affronted if :
young men and women crowd us a lit-
tle. We will have had our day, and
Wwe. must let them have theirs. When '
our 'vojices ' get cracked, et us not

| snarl at those who can warble. When

our knees' are tiffened, let us have
patience with“those who go fieet as the !
deer. Because-our leaf is fading do |
not let ‘us despise the  unfrosted. !
Autumn must not envy the spring. Ol |
men must be patient with boys. Dr. i
Guthrie stood up in Scotland and eaid: !
“You need not think I am old because |
I never ‘was so |
young as I &m now.” I look back to '
my childhood days and remember
Wwhen in winter nights in the sitting- :
room the children played. the blithest ;
and the gayest of all the company
were father and mother. Although
reaching fourscore years of age, thay .
never got old. ;

Do not be disturbed as you see good |
and great men die, People worry when i
some important: personage . passes off .
the stage and say, “His place will
never: be taken.” But neither " the |
church nor. the state will suffer for.it. i
There will be others to take the places.

looked at it through the eyes of others,
and from book or canvas ;taken their
impression. There are gome faces so
mobile that photographers cannot take
them, and the face of nature has su¢h
a flush and sparkle and life -that no
human description can gather ' them,
No one knows the pathos of a bird’s
toice unless he has sat at summer
evening tide at the edge of a wood
and listened to the .cry of the whip-
poorwill. 3 b TR
There is to-day more. glory in one
branch of sumac than a painter could
put on ‘& whole forest of ifaples. God
hath struck into’ the autiimnal leaf a
glance that none see but-those who
come face to face—the mountain look-

i 18 80 rich in resources that He could

i of h%nda—sqn_xe working on deck, some
; Bound asleep in their hammocks:

When 'God takes one man away,.He |
has enother right back of Him. God '

spare 5000 Summerfields and Saurins,
if there were 80 many. . There will be
other leaves as green, as.  exquisitely
veined, .as gracefully etched, as well
pointed. However prominent the place
we flll, our death will not jar the
world, One falling leaf does not shake
ihe Adirondacks.. A ship is not well
manned unless there be an extra supply

. God
has manned . this world very. well.
There will be other séamen on deck
when you and I are down in the cabin

ing upon the man, and the man look-
ing upon the mountain. )
For several autumns: T have made a
tour to the far west, and.one autumn, .
about this t{ime, saw .that which I
shall never forget. I have seen 'the
autumnal ‘sketches of “'Cropiéy @nd
other skillful pencils, but that week
I saw a pageant 2000 miles long. Let
artist stand back when God Stretches
is canvas! A grander spectacle: was
never kindled. before : ‘mortal eyes.
Along by the rivers, and up.and down
the sides of the great - hills, ‘and by
the banks of the lakes there was an
indescribable mingling. of gold  and
orange and crimson and-saffron, now
sobering into drab -and. maroon, now
flaming into solferino and searlet. Heré |
and there the trees looked: as 4f Just
their tips had blossomed into'fire. . In
the morning light the forests: seemed
as if they had .been transfigured, and
in the evening hour they looked ‘as if
the sunset had burst and dropped upon
the leaves. In more sequesteréd 8spots,
where the. frosts had been hindered in
their. work, we saw the first kindling
of the flames of color: in g lowly
€prig; then they "rushed. up from
branch to branch until -the glory of
the Lord submerged: the forest. Here
you would find a tree-just making up
its . mind -to change, .and .there' one
looked as if, wounded: at- every pore;
it stood bathed in.carnage. Along. the
banks of Lake Huron there were hilis
oVer which there seemed “pouring:cata-
racts of fire, tossed up and down and
every whither by the rocks. Through .
some, of ‘the ravines ‘we Baw, o¢casion:
ally a foaning stream;: as ‘though- it
were rushing to put out the conflagra-
ticn. If at one end of the woods ‘a
commanding . tree would 8et - up  its
crimson banner, the whole forest pre-
pared fo follow. If Glod’s urn of colors
were not infinite, one swamp that I
saw along the Maumee would ‘have
exhausted it forever. It seemed as if
the sea of divine glory liad dashed its
surf to the tiptop of the Alleghanies,
and then it had come drippitig dYwn to
the lowest leaf and deepest :cavern.
Most pérsons preaching from ° this
text find only in it a veln- of Badness.
I find that I have two strings fo. this
gospel harp—a string. of 'sadness and
. & string of joy infinite., .. ., 8
We all do fade as g..leaf.” i
First.—Like the foliage, ws ' fade
gradually. * The leaves 'which  week:
-before last felt the frost ‘have day by
day been changing in tint &nd. will: for
many days yet cling to the bough wait-
ing for the fist of the wind. te . strike
them. Suppose you that the pictured
leaf that you hold in your hand took
)n its color in an hour, or in a day,
or in a week? No; deeper and :deeper
the flush, till all the veins of its life
now seem opened and bleeding away.
After awhile. leaf after leaf, they fall.
Now those on the outer branches, then
those most hidden, until the last spark
of the gleaming forge shall have been .
quenched. R
So gradually we pass’ away. ¥From
day to day we hardly gee the change.
But the frosts have touched usg, The
work of decay is going -on. Now. ‘g
slight cold. NOW a season of over-
fatigue. Now a fever. Now a, stitoh
in the side. Now a neuralgic thryst
Now a rheumatic twinge. Now g fall
Little by little. Pain. by pain. ILess
steady of limb. Sight not 'eo clear.
Ear not so alert. After ‘awhile we
take a staff. Then, after much re-
sistance, we come to° spectaocles. In-
stead of bounding into.the wehicle. we
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, Bound asleep in the hammocks.
Again

“touch of the frost lose all their beauty.

y as with the leaves, we fade
and fall amid myriads of ‘others. One
cannot count the number “of plumes '
Which these. frosts are plucking from
the hills. They = will strew all the
streams, they will drift intothe cav-
erns, they will soften the. wild beast’s
lair and . fill the eagle’s eyrie.

" All the aisles of the forest will be
covered with their carpet and - the
steps of the hills glow with 'a wealth
of color and shape that will defy the
looms of Axminster. What urn could
hold the ashes of all these dead leaves?
‘Who could count the' hosts that burn
on this funeral pyre of the moun-
tains? ; y
" So we die in concert. The clock that
strikes the hour of our: going will
sound the going of many thousands. i
Keeping step. with -the feet of those
Who carry us out will be the tramp .of i
hundreds doing the same errand. Bes :
tween §0.and 70 people ‘every ‘day lie
down .in Greenwood.  That -place has |
over 200,000 of the dead! I said to the |
man at the.gate, “Then, if there are
80 many. here, you must have the larg-
€st cemetery.”  He said there are- two
Roman Catholic cemeteries in the city |
each of which had more than this, . We
are all dying. London and Peking are
mot the great. cities of the world. The
grave. is the gregt city.. It hath
mightier population, longer. streets, -
brighter lights, thicker darknesses, .
Caesar is there and all his subjects.
Nero is there and all his victims, City
of kings and paupers! It has swallow-"
ed up in its immigrations Thebes ‘and
‘Tyre and Babylon and will swallow ali :
our cities. Yet city of silence. . No
voice..' No hoof. No -wheel. No clash.
No smiting -of hammer. .No clack of
flying loom. No jar: . No. whisper.
Great city of . silence! Of all its mids
lion million thands not one of them is
lifted.. 'Of -all its million million eyes
not one of them sparkles. Oll all .its
million million hearts not one pulsates:
The lving are in small minerity, . -
. If, in the movement of time, some
great. question between the lving and
the dead sheuld be put and God called
up, all- the dead and the living to de-
cide.it, as-we lifted our ‘hands, and
from all the resting places of the dead
they lifted their hands, the dead would
outvote . us. Why, the multitude of
the dying and the dead are as these
autumnal leaves, drifting = under our
feet, to-day. We march on toward
eternity, mot by companies of 100, or
regiments of 1000, or Lrigades of 10,000,
but 1,600,000,000 abreast! Marching on!
Marching on!
. Apgain, as with variety of appearance
the leaves depart, so do we. You have
noticed that some trees at: the first

They stand withered and.uncomely
and ragged waiting for the northeast
storm to drive them into the mire.
The sun shining at noonday gilds them
with no beauty. Ragged leaves.. Dead
leavés. No one stands to study them
They are gathered in no vase. They
are hung on no wall. So death smites
many. 'There is no beauty. in their
departure. ‘- One sharp frost of ‘sick.
ness or one blast off ‘the cold waters
and they are gone. No tinge of ‘hope.
No prophecy of ‘heaven. «Théir spring
was all abloom with bright prospecta.
Their ‘'summer thick follaged with op-
portunities. - But October ' came, and
their  glory ‘went. ‘Frosted! In early
aeutumn the frests come, but do not
seem to damage vegetation. They are
light frosts. .But some morning you

i his' wrist, and then put your

:-over you, thought how

, gates of heaven are crowded with the

i They died not in gshame,but in triumph.

i our everlasting residence in such =

‘of the glories of the natural world and

: disaster, and we shall come again, He b

; ment and to victery.

' > 4
8 'a black frost last night,”
}d_you know- that from .that day
everything will wither. So men seem
to get along without religion armid the
annoyances and vexations of life that
nip ‘them slightly here and aip them
there. But after awhile death comes- |
1t is a black frost, and all is ended.

Oh, what withering and scattering
death makes among those not prepar-
ed to meet it! They leave everything
pPleasant behind them—their house, |
their families, their friends, their
books, their pictures, and stép out of
the sunshine into the shadow. They
quit the presence of bird and bloom
and wave to go unbeckoned and un-
Wwelcomed. The bower in which they
stood and samg and were chaplets and
‘made themselves merry  has gone
down under an awful equinoctical. No
bell can toll one-half the dolefulness
of their condition. Frosted! ;

But, thank God, that is not the way |-
Deople always die, 'Tell me on what
day of all the year the leaves of the
woodbine are as bright as they are
fo-day. So Christian charaeter is
never attractive as in the dying hour.
Such go into the grave, not as a' dog,
with frown and harsh voice, driven
into a kennel, but they pass away
calmly, sweetly, grandly. As the leaf!
As the leaf! .

Wihy go to the deathbed of distin-
zuished men when there is hardly a
house on this street but from it a
Christian has departed? When your
baby died, there were enough angels
in the room to have chanted a coro-
nation. 'When your father died, you
sat watching, and after awhile felt of
hand
upon ' his arm to see if there were any
warmth left and placed the mirror to
the mouth te see if there were any
sign of breathing, and when all was
grandly he
slept—a gilant resting after a battle.
Oh, there are many Christian death-
beds! The chariots of God, come to,
take His children home, are speeding
every whither. This one halts at the
gate of the almshouse, that ‘one at the
gate of princes. The shout of captives
breaking their chains comes on the
morning air. The heavens ring ‘again |’
and again with the coronation. The 12

and

ascending righteous. I see the  ac--
cumulated glories of a thousand Chris-
tian deathbeds—an autumnal forest
illuminated by an autumnal sunset.

As the leaf! As the leaf!

Lastly, as the leaves fade and fall
only to rise, so do we. All this golden
shower of the woods is making' the
ground richer, and. in the juice and sap
and life of the tree the leaves ‘will |
come up again. Next May the seuth
wind will blow the resurrection trum=
pet, and they will rise. So we fall \in
the dust only to rise again. ‘“The
hour is coming when all who are in
their graves shall hear His voice and
come forth.”
consideration to think that our bodies
were always to lie in  the ground.
However beautiful the flowers you
plant' there, we do not want to make

place,
I have with these eyes seen so niany

the radiant faces of my friends, ‘that

close them in death I shall-never open
them again. It is.sad enough to Mave
a hand or foot amputated. In & hospi- |
tal, after a soldier had had his Band | T
taken off, he said, “Goodby, dears old
hand, you have done me a great deal
of good service,” and burst into tears.
It is a.more awful thing to think .of
having the whole body .amputated
from the soul forever. I must have
my body again, to see with, to hear
with, to walk with.. With this hand | ©

I must clasp the hand of my loved | ly.
- “Don’t be harsh, mother,” said Ethel;

ones when I have passed clean over
Jordan and with it wave the triumphs | b

i

. “What
claimed Mrs. Fielding, gazing at her
daughter with wide opened eyes.

you everything.
know, at Merchant-Ma.inwa.ring‘s, and
after our first introduction saw him
almost every day during the following
month. The night Before T came home
he proposed to me, and I—well, you
know what I said. He then declared his

.

DEATH OF NELSON.

"I'was in Trafalgar Bay,
We saw the Frenchmen lay
Each heart was beunding then,
We scorned the forelgn yoke,
Our ships weré Briifsh ‘guk,
And hearts of . 0uk our wmen.

Our Nelson marked them eon the wave,
Three, cizeers our galiant seamen gave,
Nor thougzht of home and beauty,

Along the line this signal ran:
“Engiund expects that eVeLy man
This day will do his duty.”

And now the eannon roar
Along \he affrighted shove;
Beave Nelgon led the way,
His ship the Victery named,
Long be that victory famed,
For victory crowned the day.

But dearly was that conquest bovghs,
Too well the gallant hero fougnt
For England, home and baauty,
He cried, as midst the fire he ran,
“England shall find that every mam
This'day shall do ns duty 7’

At last the fatal wound,

‘Which spread dismay around,

The hero’s breast received;

‘“Heav'n fights en our side;
The day’s our own,” he erted;

“Now long emough I've lived.”

“In honor’s cause my life was passed,
In honor’'s cause I fail at last,

For England, home and beauty.”
Thus ending life as he began;
England confessed that every man

That day had done his duty.

MAN IN POSSESSION.

outrageous eonduct !” ex-

agreeable did he make himself,
!:gd. ‘that by bedtime he had quite
won Mrs, Fielding over to his side,

: Ethel kept very close to her mother all

‘he evening, he noticed, and would
neither play nor sing, although she
could do both very nicely. On the fol-
iowing day his clothes arrived, and on
the third day a letter, addressed to him
in & bold masculine hand. He appear-
3d- to peruBe this letter with much in-
‘erest, and the one he wrote in reply
ne delivered to the housemaid with
special instructions that it was to be
posted before six p.m., at which hour
the Market Norbury mail cart was de-
spatched. The housemalid told the cook
that, for a man in possession, the new
comer wrote a very elegant hand. This
letter, too, was addressed to that low
place, Friar's Court, Temple.

So,by the time Dick had been located
&t Pleasant View seven days he was
quite on friendly—nay, intimate—terms
with his 'hostess and her daughter.
BEvery morning when he met the latter
at’ the breakfast table (seizing an op-
portunity, of course, when Mrs. Field-
Ing was not present), he had asked:
“Wel 7’ and Ethel had shaken her
head very determinedly,and made the
most of the exceedingly dimpled chin,
which only represented one-third of
Mr. Waterbury’s. During the whele
of that week Dick had never once been
out. The kitchen commented severely
on this point. It savored more of the
“man -in possession’” tham anything
else he had done. :

‘“He’s been sent,and he's got to stop,
was the cook’s verdict. “And mistress

“Very extraordinary!” agreed Ethel.‘ls making the best of a bad job by

‘I' never heard of such a thing in my
life 1"

“I should hope not,” returned Mrs.

Fielding. *“What would your por, dear
father have said if during his lifetime
3 young man had come to propese for
your hand  and, oh being refused by
you, had expressed his intention of
staying in the house until you accepted
bim ? I've not even read in novels”
(with a fine touch of scorn, ‘‘of such .a
preposterous notion. Did—did—did he
seem firm about it, my dear ?”

“Frightfully !” Ethel assured her
‘frightfully firm, and you should just

see what a chin he has. It would make
three of mine!”

“What did you say ?” asked Mrs.

Fielding.

“What could I say? I've already told
I met him, as you

ntention of asking me again every six

months, and didn’t seem to care in the
least when I assured him that my an-~
swer would be just the same, however
many times he asked. Well, it is ex-
actly six months to-day since the—the
T ' Woukt ‘be- a -hotrible :lrst time I told him that I couldn't

hink of marrying.’”
“And he expressed his intention of

staying here in the house till you said
‘Yes 2’ ” put in Mrs, Fielding,

Ethel nodded.

‘“Then.” was Mrs. Fielding’s decision,
we must send for the police.”

“Oh, no—no—mo—no !"”  ejaculated

Ethel, springing up. Please don’t do
I do not want to think that when I | that.
2 gentlemanly, mother, and I'm sure he'll
behave himself if he does stop.

He’s sure to go. He—he's very

Be-
ides, if he fought the policeman (and
am sure he would fight them) there

would be such a scandal !”

Yes, Mrs. Fielding agreed that the

affair. would give Market Norbury a
month’s food for- tittle tattle, if the
strong arm of the law were to inter-
vene, g

“I will see the young man myself !"
xc.aimed the elderly lady, majestical-

lusiiing a little, “because after all,

of my King. Aha, we shall rise again! | you know he’s—"

We shall rise again! As the leaf! As
the leaf!’

Crossing the Atlantic the ship may | “
founder and our bodies be eaten. by
the sharks, but God tameth leviathan,
and we shall come again.- In awful
explesion of factory boller our bodies | n
may be shattered into a hundred frag-
ments in the air, but God watches the | h

will drag the deep and ransack the
tomb, and upturn the wilderness, and
torture the' mountain, but he will find
us ‘and fetch us out and up to judg-

We shall come up, with perfect eye, | >
with perfect hand, with perfect - foot
and with perfect body. All our weak-
nesses left behind.

We fall, but we rise, we die, but we
live again! We molder away, but we
come to higher unfolding! As the leaf!
As the ledf! e

For Women's Wear.

Of course,”

returned to her

aver.
may be in a more sensible frame of
mind in the morning. Do=’t

“Head over heels in love with you ?
rejoined Mrs. Fielding.
Of course he. is. If he weren’t I should

suspect him of having designs on the
plate. Leave him to me, Ethel !”

So saying, Mrs. Fielding swept mag-
ificently into the drawing-room. 4
But severe as was her tone and stern
er mien, Dick Waterbury declined to
udge. He apologized. for the gross

rudenes of his decision, but, neverthe-
less, refused to spike his guns and re-
tire. During the altercation Mrs. Field-
Ing discovered that

he was a young

entleman of twenty-five, with an

ample income, and a small country seat
that stodd sadly in need of some one to
look after it.

Twenty minutes later Mrs,
daughter,

‘“My reasoning had no effect what-
ver,”” she informed Ethel: “none what-
I suppose he must remain. He

Fielding

Irt. the

.Eton jackets of black, blue or dark | searvants know. anything about thereal

green trimmed with black braid. i

Chiffon frillings of different width,
black, white and colors,” for dress
trimmings,

3
Otter fur and velvet, embroidered in

§

state of things, and say his luggage
will arrive in due course.”

The result was: (1) That Mr. Rieh-
rd Waterbury gained his point and.
tayed at Pleasant View. (2) That only

PeRtie- S dewels, for ewebiag; Bown [y nyed. determination by win Ethel

trimmings.

Underwear of silk, batiste, - etc.,
either of black trimmed with white or
vice 'versa. .

Black: oloth gowns made up with a
waits nearly all of black velvet brocad-
ed with a color. £ 2

Black chiffon detted with turquoise
and rhinestones for vests in silk gowns
or odd waists. X
. Simple gowns in figured black goods,
with a black satin stock and ‘high
corselet belt, and white lineR collar
and cuffs.

Immense neck ruches 6f fluffy mous-

5

down 2
seline® or chiffon studded ‘with ribbon WA Gires Eoitie housemati i Bt 1)

That. he wired to another address for

bows, flowers or tiny tufts of ostrich
feathers.

s
Jewish Substitute for Butter.

The Jewish Chronicle of London de-
scribes a new Jewish product, to be
used as a substitute for butter, which
it calls nucoline. It is simply the fat
or butter of sweet cocoanuts. Cocoa-
nut butter, like that from cow’s milk,
rapidly becomes rancid and ‘this has
prevented its introduction into Europe
as an edible fat. This difficulty ig|8
overcome by a patented process of re-
fining which removes the characteris-
tic odor and taste of cocoanut oil and
transforms it into palatable fat or but-
ter of such remarkable stability that
it remains, odorless and sweet for
many months. t

by no means
judgment when she expressed he_rselt
indignantly about Dick and his resolu-
tion.
several time unthinkingly.)
it was
kitchen that the gentleman 'who had
come so suddenly—without any lug-
gage—was a ‘“man in possession.” (§)
That he seemed to the kitchen a very
well dressed man in possession. (6)
That the gentleman immediately sat

Fielding would have led him'to take

uch a desperate step. (3): That Ethel
deceived her maternal

(She let slip his name—“Dick”—
(4) That

the general opmnfon in the

and wrote a long letter which

ome clothes. (8) That the letter was

ressed to Mr., John Blunt, Friar's
g?}?n‘t, Temple, London. And (9) that
in the opinion of the Kkitcher i
Court sounded like anew place for any
gentleman’s friends to live in.

II1.
Dick Waterbury had been yith_the

Fieldings a week, and still showed no

igns of departing from his resolution.

He had soon made himself at home;
he had broken the ice over the dinner
table during the first night of his stay.
Mrs. Fielding and her daughter had
opened the ball by treating him with
rigid politenéss ; but Dick 'had pre-

ended not to notice their manner, and

7 rattled on so gaily that he effectually

Sarony’s Memory.

Sarony has a most remarkable me-
mory for faces. He will remember a |t
sitter a number of yvears after the
photograph is taken, and can even fell
what kind of a picture he turned Jout.

“Subscribe for THE WEBRKLY SUN.
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dispersed the cold barrier which the
ladies had attempted to place between

hemselves and their self-invited guest.
After dinner. he regaled, them with

comic sengs,anecdotes and news of the
day which had

ed to penetrate to

the fastnesses of Market Norbury. So

treating him as a gentleman guest.
I've always understood that the poor
master left her comf’able off, and I
can’t understand how she’s lost her
money. I suppose its & mine or some-
thing. Thank goedness'! I’'ve got all
my little savings wrapped up in a
stoeking and locked in my box !”’

Seven doys had gone—the seventh
night had come, and still Ethel re-
mained obdurate. But she paid, her
mother noticed, ‘considerable attention
to her toilet, and wore her prettiest
dresses. y

III.

What was that ?

Mrs. Fielding sat up; bathed in cold
perspiration..

‘What was—there it was again—a
scratching the window.. She listen-
ed—her heart beating a wild tattoo
against her ribs. Yes—there again—
somebody was trying to break in !

Only a sliding door separated Mrs.
Fielding’s room from her daughters.
Her teeth chattered in time with the
wild throbbing of her pulses, Mrs.
[ Fielding crept out of bed and,the slid-
ing door being partly open, into her

There was a hurried explanation in

the two women clutched each other
for comfort, stole into the outed bed-
room and once more listened. The
scratching had ceased, and only the
shufiling sound could be heard; then
there were footsteps on the gravel
walk, and then the scullery window
(which was immediately beneath) was
shot up with a force that denoted a
careless haste on the part of the mid
night intruder.

_“A burglar !” exclaimed Ethel, pale
to the lips, for she was only nineteen,
and an ordinary girl with ordinary
nerves.

“I'll wake Mr, Waterbury,” said Mrs.
Fielding. She tripped swiftly out of
the room, down the passage, and rap-
ped at her guest’s door.

at the door, in dressing gown and

Fielding, her daughter, the cook and
the housemaid—for Mrs, Fielding had
aroused the servants, there being com-
fort in numbers, even scared ones.

‘Stop here,” said Dick. “I’ll go down.

If he doesn’t use arms I can manage
him !”* :
/86 saying, he moved quietly down-
stairs, and the women, afraid to be left
by themselves, followed him at ‘a re-
Spectful'distance. A few moments, and
the darkness had swalloweéd up Dick’s
form. An anxious interval followed.g
during which nothing could be heard.
Suddenly there was a crash of crockery
and a savage exclamation. Then an-
other crash. Then a whole series of
crashes. ' The ocook and housemaid
shrieked with fright. Mrs. Fielding
grasped the bannisters and trembled.
Ethel trembled, too, for Dick. Yes,
for Dick. She loved him, she knew it,
now. His life was in peril.

A desperate fight was going on in the
passage leading to the kitchen. The
women could dimly discern the forms
of the two men,who,breathing in short,
quick gasps, were struggling furiously
for the mastery. Backward and for-
ward they swayed,with clenched teeth
and straining muscles. Still the wemen
dared not move. The couple had fought
their way down to the extreme end of
the passage and were close to the scul-
lery dor. Suddenly a pistol shet rang
out, there was a cry, a splintering of
wood and a crash of glass, and the two
vanished. :
A’ few seconds later Dick returned,

_ TEMPERANCE COLUNK,

By the Wemen’s Christ, 20 Tempey,
ance Union of St, J, 'hn.

Trust the e wise and \, D& ignor.
ant, the and the bad—with thy ' BTavest
questions, and in the enl you edus ¢ the

MRS. HARRISON LEE,

This Australian lady, now on a yig.
it to England, was born at Pouglag.
ford, Victoria. In 1884 ghe signed the
temperanse pledge. Expenience i,
Christian laber had opened hir oy..
to the need of such a step, and she 're;
solved ‘“‘to bind herself that otherg
miighit be free.”” Later she became ap
active worker for the ‘Women’s Chris-
tian Temper ance Wnion. Her visita-
tions among the slums also forced up-
on her the mecessity for social Durity
work, and by her Pen and speach she
aided the gause fn a thousand ways
Part of the temperance work has con-
sisted in organizing model meetingg
for the officers, secretaries, conduye.
tors: and members of Bands of Hope,
For the last six years Mrs, Lee hag
been . working under the auspices of
the Victorda Alliance, but has als,
ajded kindred organizations wherever
opportunities occurred. The Victoria
Ailiance is a union of every branch of
the temperance movement, therefore
moral suasion and educational linesg,
by means of lterature and other
‘methiods, have as large a share of o+t.
tention as fits political Propaganda,
though the latter is stoutly support.
ed. Thousands have signed the pledg.
at Mrs. Lee's meetings, where she, ad-
vocates legal suasion for the liquor
seller, and moral suasion for the
drinker:;

Much of ‘the"work has been done in
the power of simple faith in God. At

contest licenses,
with & railway ticket in her pocket to
take her the first part of the way, anq
half a crown in her pocket. A wilg
tract of forest had WBeen selected o

) bo clearad, and the liquor sellers were

petitioning the governor for a poll
where men might record votes in fa-
vor of the liquor supply. It was
thought that if Mrs: Tee coulld go am-
ong these men and persuade them to
do without lecenses fn South Gipps-
fand great good would result, In some
cases there were many miles of tra-
vel from’ section’ to section, and this
had to be done on horse back, as
there were no roads made. After
numberless difficulties the sight of
wents and bark huts’ would gladden
her eyes, and before long she would

daughter’s room. Ethel was slumber- :
ing peacefully, but a touch woke her. !

whisper from Mrs. Fielding, and then'! couragement and strength in combat-

In almost les time than it takes to !
relate it, Dick found himself standing i
i 3 struments. - The text of aill missions
trousers, trying to instill some ca.ln_l-;
ness into the troubled breasts of Mrs. !

have an aundiénce round her In many
parts men refrained from Vvoting for
the licenses, and so the evil was kept
cut. ”

From Mr. Lee she receives help, en-

ing the many difficulties which beset
her . path. His unselfish wiflingness
to spare her from ‘the home where
they are so united is, he says; “repaid
‘when he. sees the vast amount of good
Wwhich is being accomplished through
her, and amply repays him. for the
sacrifices he joyfully makes for ther
sake, and the sake of the WOork she
loves better than her life.”

Mrs.. Lee has no children of her
owmny so she claims aill Wittle children
as. specially her’s, seeing the need
evierywhere of children‘ who shall be
“Godmothers.”  1She desires that
through her efforts “many women

i may. be raised to holest hefights of
| consecrated -motherhood,

and that
this mation may learn what great
things God can do through weak in-

is, “Love much, work mach, trust
ruch.”—From The Christian.
L R AL A,
NONE NEED BE LEFT.

Girls! do you want to get married? It
you do, listen! v

J. G. Dewiin, the well known prospector,
who hes travelled all over British Columbia
for yearw, and is therefore familiar with fts
wants, observed to fthe Toronto World:
‘‘What we need most in British Columbia
is' women. Wiy don”t you easterners, who
are oversuppilied, send some. out?”’

‘“Wihialt,”” the scribe nepifed,. - ““well see
Wwhiat. can be dome for you. *Have the Brit-
fsh'- Columbians dny preferénces?”’

IMr. Devilin - thought of couree that pretty
ones would be most in demand, but main-
tained that amy good, healthy girl could
pick’ up a husband, Further, to
idea of the extent of th
weast, he asserted {1,600 nice girs
went out to Rossland aloWe, every one of
them could find a sturdy r or
miner with a ‘“swug,” who would be glad
S iy i 17202 (2
ford so many openi or g
maddens, the natwvral dedudtfon is that be-
fore all British Columbia is supplied, there
will be mo more oid maids in- Canada.

his dressing gown half torn off his
back.

“He got away,” he exclaimed; “but
he didn’'t take anything. I'l] get some
things on and be off to the police sta-
tion.” ;
The women gazed at their hero with
fond admiring eyes. Once again they
breathed freely. Slowly they moved up-

irs—all but Ethel.
Stf"'Are you hurt ?”” she asked him,with.
infinite tenderness in her voice.

:“Only a bruise or two,”” he replied.
“Pll soon set the police on his track.
But first—"

He took her hand in his.

“I said I would not leave the house,”
he began.

Ethel looked swiftly up the stairs to
make sure they two were unobserved.
Then she bent forward, quickly breath-
ed@ “Yes” in his ear, and fled to her
room.

The police never caught the burglar,
who got back to Friar's Court quite
safely, after catching the earliest train
from a roadside station six miles from
Market Norbury.

Ethel quite meant ‘“yes,” and ‘in due
time was married to the “man in pos-
sesison,” much to the cook’'s and
housemaid’s wonderment.

And Mr.John Blunt, reading the wed-

ding announcement, chuckled softly to
himself,

“It was a good idea of Dick’s!” was '
' 811 Be sald—Tit-Bits,  _ :
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