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"hThis di4v laalv*tiQa corne to

eue had mounted the sycamare
out QI mere inquisitiveneas. Hfe

to ses how. this strgnger looked
ecolor ef bis eyes, thé iength -of his
the Contour ao is i8features,' the
tof bis stature. «Corne down,"

4»gl ao, many peop-k. . this day, get
w* .thie troc of curiosity; ro pecu-
*».toaseChrist, They asic-a thon-

-,uqueer questiana' about, HiA divinity,
~~tGod'a sovereignty, and the eter-

IWs decres. Tbey apeculate, and criti-
and bang on ta the outsidé limb

a4~ great sycainore. But they muat
mpdown from that if they want te

kb. 1aved. Wp cannot be saved as phi-
-l-" osopbers, but as littie cbhjdren. Yeu

«uMW#g gô te hoaven by 'ay.of Athens,
bt hy way cfI fethlehem, Wliat mat-
tors it who are e'ected te be Balved,
vbcn. we know tha; .unIeBs we believe
an4 rop nt, we shah il be daxnned. Why
bi. p elxed about the way sin came
ita the world, .hen the great question

Io, ibow shali 7-v get si driven out of
oq hearts 1 - .ow ' many spend their

"1ne in cit .r and religious specula-
tiont They tal;oe the Rose of Sharan,.
or the Lily cf the Valley, pull ot the
sither, a3ettr the corolla, and say,
Oba tha>- c.beautiful flawer ai-religion
that yau arc talking about "' No
eiwer la, b 'tutif ni after yon have tom

it al t picas.The path ta heaven

aymiat'tke about 1t; and yot men
stop and eavil, Suppose that, going.
to*ard -the Paci#Ic alope, 1 bad resalved-
that I wou dl nt stop until I had ldlled
aIl« the gr zzly bears and the panthers
on ither ide'of 'theo way. 1Xwould
nover bave gt tea'the Pacille Coast.
When Y went ontta hunt'the' grizzly
bear, th-3 grizzly boar would have.corne
ou*taebunt me. Here is a 1 1i ad
ta heaven. Men say they wi not take
a steýp on it until thcy can make, game
cf ail the theories that- bark and growl
at them from the thiekets. They forget
thé fact thràt as they go ont te hunt
the theory, the tbeory Canes ont -ta
Iut tbem; and so they peritih. We
must receive the kingdomi of heaven in
simpicity. William Peunington was anc
of the wisest men of America; a
Governar af bis own State, and after-
wards a Speaker of the Hanse af Repre-
senr.tives. Yet when God callcd hlm
te be a Christian, ho went ln and sat
down among some eidren who wcre
applying for Cbnrch membership, and
said ta bis pastar, "Talk ta me just as
yon do te these children, for I know
nothing about it." There is na need
af bathering aurselves about mystenies
whcn there are sa many things that
are plain.

Deatb a Lifting Up
1 lave ta think. that what seerna ta

bc the in.stery af the silence ai dcath,
wlieh envelopasa many that we loved
on carth, is not really a mystery. Our
frieiids arc separatcd frarn us because
they are iftcd higher than aur faculties
can go. Our ehild dies. It is the last
that wt* sec of him bere. He is lifted so
far above us that we cannat, follow
him. lie was aur child; hie as cradled
in our arms; hie claînbered upon aur
knees.. But instantly, in the twinkling
of an eye, God took him, and lifted hirn
up'into-His own spherc. And wc sec
Ilim iiot. But it is because w-e are not
yet developed enough.- We cannot sec
tîrings spiritual witli camnai eycs. But
they wvho have walked with us here,
Who have gone beyond us, and whom
we cannot sec, are stili ours. Therare
more ours than thcy cvcr vere before.
We eaimot commune with thcm as we
Once could, because thev are infinitely
ifted above these conditions in which

we arc able to commune. Wc remain
here, and are subjeà tot thc laws ai
this realm. They have gone where thcy
speak, a higher language and ive in a
Iliglier sphiere. But this silence is not
the silencee of eacuity, and this mystery
is tot the mystery of darkness and
deati. Theirs is the glory; ours is the
Waiting- for it. Theirs *is the realiza-
tioli: ours is the hoping for i. Theirs

is ho erfctin;ours is the immatur-

ity striving ta be ripe. And wheu the
day conies that we-shali disappear fromn
these oarthly scenes, we ahali ha jained
to thein again; not as we werc-ior w.
shall noft thon be as we were-bnt as
they arc with God. We shall be like
theni and Him.-Beecher.

Lifoela oenony
I stood withinthie great cathedral door,

And heard a voice
That rose i sang, butemsed' almoat

befare
One could rejaice

1 listcncd; Ah 1 the .naR singers caught
Tho -melody,

.And 'the grand anthem, k*s by augela
tà.ught,-

Swelled funl and free.
And so I thougbl ai sweet livesa that

-but lent.
Their youtli ta earth-

Thefr liie-warkil l naummer days was
apent,

And aill i! 'a worth.
'Twas only that short strain we necded

here,
While up aboya

Jfte seraph sang la evor ince more cloar
And rich in love.

One Master guides the barmouy eti Mie
In earth aud heaven;

No pause uxlneodedfaflh, ne note toa
bni

la ever given.
Here, -but the suatches af the glariaus

Sang,.
. Our eaurceau trace;

-Therathe full chorus, pure, Mud deep,
and strong,

Iu endiama pralse.

Towaz'I Evning
By Nance.y Byrd Turner

Sing a gong oi ebildhood days, the nain
upon the roofs.

Ancient-swect moutany wberç the
cav es are- deep;

Bunden of the mclody nov near and

naw aloof,
Most and eaugt and lst again on

the brink of sleap.
Bain upon the. loping roof, and -fine

ebbing,, dirn,
Iu a little pulse of ffame beating very

low,
Like a faint accompanirnent to a tender

byrn-
musico if the long and long aga.

Sing a sang oi ch'ldbood days, the wind
. .Upon the corn:

HabM a breath and half a segb naking
wistful round;

Whispering,- whispering, each to eaeh,
aged folk ontwarrs

Of the old-gold tente. of reste t h
camping graunci.

Wind arnong the witbered corn, and a
. bob-white i the brush

Calling thricc and silven clear so bis
mate may kuow-

She a. bit af listening brawu by an
autumn bus-

Music oifthe long and long ago.

Sing a sang of childbood days, a
spring's first -wbippoorwill;

One gray shadow au theworld, one
Spale star alight;

Strange, a disembodied- cry ironi the
lone-tree hill,

Making sudden plaintive speech ta
an April night.

Whippoorwvill across the dusk, and co" -

beils up the lane,
Through the gate a truant filie, muffle-

iooted, slow;
Tircd bell by tircd bell tinkling borne

again-
Music af the long and long ago.

Sing the sangs af cildhood daYs, croon
tlieruevcry ane-

Keep no chord or cadence back, spare
no broken bar;

Youth may bold my baud again before
the singing's donc,

Though the years are mnany and the
distance stretches far;

Peace may touch rny brow again and
hush thc chant of strife-

Fretful notes ail meaningless, words
that weary s-

Ah, throw the*old'stops open wide and
loase& upon rny lufe

Music of the long and long aga!
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