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Miss Sheehan's case ls stiil fresh In the

memory of our readers, but certain de-
talls which were not pubilsbed, but which
Sfrs. Sheeban nartated L Our represcule,
tive, add greatly to the interest of the af-

falr:
-"%51 never expected Laura to Urve till this
Christmas,” sald Mrs, Sheeban. “When the
purse and the doctor in charge at the hos-
pital toid me thad ‘she could not last
fng.' and that ‘it would be hard for them
to tell what was wrong with ber; and when
{ saw the condition she .was in my heart
sank. Her tongue and cheeks were SWa-
len s» much that the Insides of the cheeks
and the edges of the tougue were all aw
and rogged and bleeding.'

“What caused that?” ‘queried the report-

or.

“‘Her teeth,' sanswered Mrs. Rheeban.
The tongue and insides of the cheek seem-
ed to get hetween her teeth. She was too
weak to chew bher food, and I had to ent
it into little -pieces. Even then she had
the greatest difficulty In swalowing it.
Al feeling had left ber flesh. She
aot move & muscle—only roll her eves.

““The doctor .1 called In last told me
Be conid do nothing for her, but, agree-

able to my entreaties. be consented to treat
Der for-a month. His medicioes failed te
y good’ When 1 _was adv

to trq Dr. Arnold's Englsh Toxin Pills 1
m,nrk of the ‘very paw.e of ‘pilla.’ 1 had
tried so mapy kinds of them ad actualiy
deprived my family of ordtu.? n

to buy them—and none be !

“Put ﬁslhdnjt been’ taking Dr. Ar
pold’s Kogish Toxing Phtls very ]01[ be-
fore she could talk, and after that her
gecovery was steady and uniform. 'e:xlo
who saw her when she ml. can bardly
pelieve it 18 herself when w see her. To-
Gwy a lady ren acrose the gtreet as we
passed ber house, to couvince herpelf, she
sald, that Janra was renily better. Dr.
Amold’s Enclish Tox!in Pills saved my
Geughter's life. after the Anctors bad given
ber np. At the hospital the Anctor asked
me If any of her ancestors bad been f»-
.sape, or dled of naralysis: 1 answered no

each y then asked If she!l
She never Bad.

they counldn’t tell what was wronk.

3 Arnoi’s Enelish Toxin Pis

her. Thai's the mmain polnt. 1 am

medieal ~ centory.
Dr. Arnold’'s FEnglish Toxia Pills. the
oaly medicine on earth that rnves Alseasr
by kMiine the gemme that cavee 19, ere
v 7 drugaists at 75c a box: sample
2% @or sent nrernid on receipt of
m by The Arnold Chemical Crmpany.
od, (snada Tife Bullding, 42 King
strest ~est, Jo.coto. 7
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New Golden Appricote, perlb... ....250
Now Apples.. .. .. cccoomnvrnrniienece

Large Silver Prunes .......... O,
Large Harvest Prunes....
Small Harvest Prunes....
Dried Apples.. ... «ovcvaennaiieisens se
Finest Hollovjw. S ibs, for,.... 25¢

China Department
pstairs

Crockery

J./A. Wilson
mw.zn Phone 73 s

Removed next door to Geo. E. Young’e

\‘R?‘MQY'S Drug Store

Grocery, opp, the Standard Bank.

.

Stomach
d

Liver Pills

The Best Antibilious Pills in Use, Cures Dyspep-
sia and sll Stomach and Liver Complsinte
Have you ever tried them 7

is nothing

: better,
RADLEY’S DRUG STORE

It's like Eating
at Home

b“‘l“ st Somerville’s Res-
taurgnb u--oa'm&-u.}
Oysters and Lunches..
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The Gospel sgng the“Theme of
Rev. Dr. Talmage.

CHRIST THE EVERLASTING SONG

The Talented Preacher Shows How He |

P

Brings Joy,. I"om. llamoiy and |
Melody Inte Every Life That He

i

Enter.

]

April 1. - In this
discourse Dr. Talmage shows how
Christ brings harmony ahd melody
into every life that he enters; texti,
Psalm cxviii, 14, ““The Lord is. my
strength and song.”’

The most fascinating theme for a

Washington,

heart properly attuned is th_e Sav-
four. There is somethijg 1In the
morning light to suggest him and

something in the evening shadow to
speak his praise. The flower
breathes him, the stars shine him,
the cascade proclaims him, all the
voices of nature chant him. What-
ever is grand, bright and beautiful

if you only listen to it will speak
his praise. So when- in the summer
time 1 plgck a flower 1 think of him

e Rose of Sharon and the
l.ily of the Valley.”’ When I see I1n
the ficlds a lamb, I say, “‘Behold the
l.amb of God that taketh away the.
sin of the world.”’

Over the old fashioned
there was a sounding board. 'The
vpice of the minister rose to the
sounding board and then was struck
back again upon the ears of the peo-
ple. And so the 10,000 voices of
earth irising up find  the: heavens a
sounding board W hich strikes back to
the ear of all nations the praises of
Christ. The heavens tell his glory,
and the earth shows his handiwork.
The Bible thrills with one great
story of redemption. * Upon a blast-
ed and faded paradise it poured a
light of glorious restoration. It
looked upon Abraham from the ram
caught in the thicket. It spoke in
the bleating of the herds driven down
to Jerusalem for sacrifice. It put
infinite pathos into the speech of un-
couth fishermen. It lifted Paul into
the third heaven, and it broke upon
the ear of St. John with the brdzen
trumpets and the doxology of the el-
ders ang the rushing wings of the
seraphim. ¥

Instead af waiting until you get
sick arid worn out before you sing
the praise of Christ, while your heart
is happiest and your step is lightest
and your fortunes smile and )our
pathway blossoms and, the overarch-
ing heavens drop upon, you their ben-
ediction, speak the praises of Jesus.

The old Greek orators, when they
saw their audiences inattentive and

whb i °

pulpits

slumbering, had one word with
which they would rouse them up to
the greatest enthusiasm. In the

midst of their orations they would
stop and cry out “Marathon!"’ and
the people’s enthusiasm would be un-
bounded. My hearers, though you
may hate been borne down with sin,
and though trouble and trials and
temptation may have come:pon you,
and you feel to-day hardly like look-
ing up, methinks. there is one grand,
royal, imperial word that ought to
rouse your soul to infinite rejoicing,
and that word is “*Jesus!’'’

Taking the suggestion of the text,
1 shall speak to you of Christ our
Song. I remark, in the first place,
that Christ ought to be the cradle
song. What our mothers sang to us
when they put us to sleep is singing
vet. We may have forgotten the
words: but they went into the fiber
of our soul and will forever be a
part of 'it. It is not so’much what
you formally teach your children as
what you sing to them. A bhymn
has wiggs ‘qnd can fly everywhither.
One hundred and  fifty years after
you are dead and ‘“Old Mortality’’
has worn out his chisel recutting
your namé on the tombstone your
great grandchildren will be singing
the song Wwhich last night you sang
to your little ones gathered about
your knee. There i8 a place in
Switzerland where, if you distinctly
utter your voice, therc come back ten
or 15 distinct echoes, and every
CHristian song sung by a mother in
the ear of her child shall have 10,-
000 echoes coming back from all the
gates of heaven. Oh. if mothers
only knew the power of this sacred
spell, how much oftener the little
ones would be gathcred, and all our
homes would chime with the songs of
Jesus!

We want some coungeracting influ-
ence upon our children.. The very
inbment your child steps into the
gtreet he steps into the path’ of tem-
ptation. There are foul mouthed
children who would like to besoil |
your little ones. It will not do to!
keep your boys and girls ‘n the Louse
and make them. house pldnts. They
must hiwe_fresh air and recreation.
God save your children from the
scathing, blasting, damning influence
of the street! 1 know of no coun-
teracting influence but the power of
Christian culture and example. Hold
before your little ones the pure life
of Jesus. Iet that name be the
word that shall exercise evil from
their hearts. Give to your instruc-
tion all the fascinations of music
morning, noon and night. ILet it be
Jesus, the cradle song. This is im-

portant if your children grow up,
but perhaps _they may not. ‘Their
pathway may be short. Jesus may

be wanting that child. Then there
will be a soundless ‘step in the dwel-
ling, and the youthful pulse will be-
gin futter, and little hands will
be lifted for help. You cannot help.
And a great agony will pinch at
your heart, and the cradle will be
empty, and the nursery will be emp-
ty, and the world will be empty, and
your soul will be empty. No 1ttle
feet standing on the stairs. No
toys scattered on’ carpet. No
lowing from room to room.

and wondering questions.

ughing blue
eyes come for a kiss, but only a
and & wreath of whito blos-

mdltulbuwd.-
sighing at

lamb safely anyhow, whether you
have been faithful or unfaithful, but
would it not havé been pleasanter if
muﬂdpwmmmoﬁlﬂn
the praises of Christ? I never read

this

ac-

anything more beautiful than

about a. child’s departure. The

count said, ‘‘She folded her hands,
kissed her mother goodby, sang her
hymn, turned her face to the | wall,
said her little prayer and then died.”
- 0f, if 1 could gather up in‘ one
paragraph the last words of the lit-
tle ones Who have gone out from all
these Christian circles, and I could
picture the calm looks and the folded
hands and sweet departure, methinks
jt would be grand and beautiful as
one of heaven's great doxologies! In
my parish in Philadelphia a little
child was departing. She had been
sick all her days and a cripple. It
was noonday when she went, and, as
the shadow of death gathered on her
eyelid she thought it was evening
and time to go to bed, and so she

said, ‘‘Good night, papa! Good
night, mamma!’’ And then she was
gone! It was ‘‘good night’’ to

pain and ‘‘good night” to tears and
“*good night’” to death and ‘‘good
night’’ to earth, but it was “‘good
morning’’  to Jesus—it was ‘‘good
morning’’ to heaven. ' I can think
of no cradle song mmgre beautiful than
Jesus. nf .

I next speak of Christ as the old
man’'s song. ' Quick music loses its
charm for the aged car. The school-
girl asks for a schottish of a glee,
but her grandmother asks for ‘‘DBaler-
ma’’ or the ‘‘Portuguese, Hymn."”
Fifty years of trouble have tamed
the spirit, and .the keys of the music
board must have a solemn tread.
Though the voice may be tremulous,
so that grandfather will’ not trust it
in church, still he has the psalm’

with his soul. He hums his grand-
child psleep with the same tunc he
sang 40 years ago in the oldicoun-
try meeting house. | Some day the
choir sings a tune so old that the
young people do not know it, but it.
starts the tears down the cheek of
the aged man, for it reminds him of
the revival scene in which he partici-
pated and of the radiant faces that
long since went to dust and of the
gray-haired minister leaning over the '
pulpit and sounding the good tidings
of great joy.

I was one Thanksglving day in my
pulpit in Syracuse, and Rev. Daniel
Waldo, at 08! years of age, stood be-
side me. Thé choir sang a tune. 1
said, ‘I am sorry they sang that
new tune; nobody seems to know .
“Bless you, my son,”’- said tne old
man, ‘I heard that 70 years ago."”’

There was a song to-day that
touched the life of the aged with
holy fire and kindled a glory on their
vision that Yyour younger eyesight
cannot see. Ii was the song -of sal-
vation—Jesus, Who fed them all their
lives long; Jesus, who wiped away
their tears; Jesus, who stood by them
when all else failed; Jesus, in'whose
name their marriage was consegrated
and whose resurrection has poured

light upon the graves of their de-
parted. “‘Do. you know me?'’ said
the wife to her aged husband Wwho

was dying, his mind already having
‘'gone out. He said, ‘““No.”’ And
the son said, ‘‘Father, do you know
me?’ He said, “No.”” The daugh-
ter said, ‘‘Father, do you know;me?"’
He said, ““‘No.”” The minister of the
gospel standing by said, ‘‘Do you
know Jesus?’’ ‘‘Oh, yes,” he said,
I know him, ‘chief among 10,000,
the one altogether lovely!" "’ Blessed
the Biblé in which spectacled old age
reads the promise, ‘I will never leave
you, never forsake you!”’  Blessed
the staff on which the wornout pil-
grim totters on toward the welcome
of his Redeemer! ¥

I speak to you again of Jests as
the night song. Job speaks of himn
who giveth songs in the night. John
Welch, the old Scotch minister, used
to put a plaid across his bed on
oold nights, and some one asked him
why he put that therc. He said,
“Qh, sometimes in the night I want
to sing the praise of Jcsus and to
get down and pray. Then 1 take
that plaid and wrap it around me to
keep myself from the cold.”” Soags
in the night! Night of trouble has
come down upon many of you. Com-~
mercial losses put out one star, slan-

out
1,000 lights, and gloom has been add-
ed to gloom and chill to chill and
sting to sting, and one midnight has
seemed to borrow the fold from an-
other midnight to wrap itself in more
unbearable darkness, but Christ has
spoken peace to your heart, and you
sing:
Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly,
While the billows near me roll,
While the tempest stiil is high.
Hide me, O my Saviour! Hide
flll the storm of life Is past,
Safe Into the haven gulde;
Oh, receive my soul at last.

Songs in the night! Songs in the
night! For the sick, who have no
one to turn the hot pillow, no one
to put the taper on the stand, no
one to put ice on the Lemples or pour
out the soothing anodyne or utter
one cheerful word. Yet songs in the
night! _ For the poor, who freeze in
the winter's cold and swelter ia the
summer's heat and munch the hard
crusts that bleed the sore gums and
shiver under blankets that cannot any
longer be p|atched and tremble be-
cause rent day is come ‘nd they may
be set out on the sidewalk and look-
ing into the starved face of the child
and seeing famine there and death
there, coming home from the bakery
and saying in the presence of the
little famished ome, ‘‘Oh, my God,
the night! Songs in the night! For
the widow who goes to get the back
pay of her husband, slain by
sharpshooters, and knows it is
of a comfortable home in desolation,
death turning back from the exhaust-
Justerless oye and refusing all re-
lief. Yet sopgs in the nightf

flour’ hds gone up!’® Yet songs in
Jast help she will have, moving out
ing cough and the pale cheek and the

For the soldier m

derous abuse puts out anbther star,
! domestic bereavement has put

book open before him, and he sings '
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others plowing up his own spirit, the

of dying away
strangers. Yet

whmmdﬂt! Songs in the
night! - “Ah,’”” said one dying sol-
dier, “tell my that last
nmtthqo‘umuodoud be-
tween my soul and Jesus.” Songs

sing the praises of Christ where w
will be weary You know
there are some songs that are espec-

the brazen tongue has ceased, keeps
throbbing on the air. Well, it will
be a home song ig heaven, all the

sweeter because th
us in the domestic

who sahg with
circle on earth

.shall join that great harmony.

Jerusalem, my happy home,
Name ever dear to me:

When shall my labors have an end
In joy and peace in thee?

On earth we sang harvest songs as
the wheat came into~the barnsand
the barracks were filled. You Know
there is no such time on a farm as
when they get the crops in, asd so
in heaven it will be a harvest song,
on the part of those who on earth
sowed in tears and reaped ‘im joy.
Lift up your healds, ye everlasting
gates, and let the sheaves come in!
Angels shout all xht’bugl{x the heavens,

-and multitudes come down the hills

crying: Harvest
home!"’ ) / f

There is nothing more bewitching
to one's ear than the song of sail-
ors far out at sea, whether in day
or night, as they pull away at the
ropes—not much sense often in the
words they utter, but the music is

‘‘Harvest home!

thrilling. So the song in heaven
will be a sailor's song. *‘They were
voyagers once and thought they

coulds never get to shore, and belore
they could get things snug and trim
the cyclone struck them. DBut now
they are safe. Once they went with
damaged rigging, guns .of
i:>oming thrcugh the storm, but tne

‘pilot came aboard, and he brought

them intot the harbor. Now: they,

sing of the breakers past, the light-}

houses, that showed them where to
sail, 7'the pilot that took them
through the straits, the eternal
shore on which they landed.

Aye, it will be the children’s song, |

You Know very well that the vast
:ﬁay’pﬂty of our race die in infancy,
and it is estimated that sixteen thou-
san1 millions of the little ones are
standing before God. When they
shall rise up about the throne to
sing, the millions and the millions of
the little ones—ah, that will be mu-
sic for you! These played in the
streels af Babylon and Thebes; these
plucked lilies from the foot of Olivet
while Christ was preaching about
them; these waded in Siloam; these
were victims of Herod’'s massacre;
these were thrown to crocodiles or
into the fire; these came up from
Christian homes, and these were foun-
dlings on the city commons—children
evervwhere in all that land, children
in the towers, children on the seas
of glass, children on the battle-
ments. Ah, if you do not like chil-
dren, do not go there!. They are
in vast majority. And what a song
when they lift it around about the
thromne! |

The Christian singers a:.d composecrs
of all ages will be thére to join n
that song. Thomas Flastings will be
there. Lowell Mason will be there.
Peethoven and Mozart will be there.
Thes who sounded tne cymbals and
the trumpets in the ancient temples
will be there. The 40,000 harpers
that stood at the ancient dedication
will be there. The 200 singers that
assisted ‘'on that day will be there.
Patriarchs who lived amid thrashing
floors, shepherds who watched amid
Chaldean hills, prophets who walk-
ed, with long beards and coarse ap-

‘parel, pronouncing woe against an-

cient abominations, will meet the
more recent martyrs who went up
with leaping cohorts of fire; and
some will speak of the Jesus of

’whom they |‘;ropt;esied. and others of

!
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the Jesus for whom they died.
what a_song!

Oh,
It came to John upon

Patmos, it came to Calvin in the
prison, it qromwd to Ridley in the
fire, and Sometimes that song has

come to your ear, perhaps, for I
really do think it sometimes breaks
over the battlements of heaven.

A Christain woman, the wife of a
minister, was dying in the par-
sonage near the old church, where on
Saturday night the choir. used to as-
semble and rehearse for the following
Sabbath, and she said: ‘““How strange-
ly sweet the choir rehearses to-night.
They have been rehearsing there for
an hour.” “No,” said :some one
about her, ‘‘the cholr is not rehears-
fng to-night.”’ “Yes," she said, *I
know they are. 1 hear them singing.
How very. sweetly they sing!’’ Now,
it was not a choir of earth that she
heard, but the choir
think that Jesus sometimes sets ajar
the door of heaven, and a passage of
that rapture greets our ears. The
minstrels of heaven strike such a
tremendous strain the walls of jasper
cannot hold it.

1 was reading of the battle of Agin-
eourt, in which Henry V. figured, and
it is said after the battle was ‘won,
gloriously won, the king wanted
acknowledge the; divine interposition,
and he ordered the chaplain to read
the Psalm of David, - and when he
came to the words ““Not unto us O

host,
selves on their faces, Oh, at the
story of the Sayiour's love and the

deliverance shall we mnot
oursclves before him to-day,
and hosts of heaven,

Saviour's

distress |

of heaven, I
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 Aperfect Remedy for Cons
l'lo'l’\e.‘SOIll' Stom_ach.Diur&.
Worms Convulsions Feverish-
pess and LOSS OF SLEEP.
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E are manufacturing the most com lete
line of vehicles to be found. hey
are all made of bonest material and by [honest
workmen, skilled in their trade. In every Sense
of th= word taey are *Built for Service” Hund-

- reds of satisfied cu:tomers can testify to their re-
liability in this regard The fact that we bave
been In the business so long and that each year
we ars making great strides should conviace you
that we ar¢ building vehicles to suit the people.
Do nct take any chances when buying a rig ; buy
one that you can rely upon, one that has a reputa-
tation back of it. We invite you to call and see

‘our work “In the white.”

You may have oue of our handsome catalogues for the askiog.

The Wm. Gray & Sons Co.
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Going to Paint

Are You

This Spring?

IF 50, GEL. STEPHENS & CO., HAVE EVERYTHING YOU
REQUIRE FOR THE PURPOSE.

tine.
The World. =i
g+ E!u: i
hich it 4 P ey, of Courch's

Our Read, lk-d‘r:l\ln;m‘ulwﬁmhu:;o:jv;wc sixty shades
u“{n-. man, or boy can use them o8 good wark as
an We bave -wzﬂmwcwum

of every description to do work with. Ask for one of our color cards.
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GEO. STEPHENS & CO.
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