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and original, but so stupendous, so sublime, as
plainly to transcend the bounds of merely human
conception. Observe what the purpose avowed by
Jesus Christ was : to establish a world-wide king-
dom on this earth in the minds and hearts of man-
kind. Alexander undertook to subdue all earthly
kingdoms in his own generation ; but Christ under
took to bring under His sceptre not only all the
peoples and kingdoms of one generation, but of all
generations, present and to come.

“King of Kings” and ‘“ Lord of Lords” is the
title He calmly assumes. He foresees His death,
but this will be no check to His power or to the
progress of His kingdom. This Carpenter of Naza-
reth, without any appearance of presumption,
speaks and plans and acts as one superior to death
(though He knows He is soon to die), as one to
Whom the ages belong, and Whose work will go
on from age to y, unto the ages of the ages —
and go on under His guidance, under His governing
hand. He is a man —
oh! never was such in- =
tense and sensitive hu-
manity as His—and yet |
He seems independent
of time and death and
change: He is the King
of the ages ; eternity is
his sphere of action. It
is not merely that He
founds akingdom which
He believes will endure, .
but that in spite of
death He will still be
the king of this king-
dom, the living ruler of
His church through all
time.

Is it thus that men
lay their plans? Did
any other man ever
dream of such an under-
taking ? If any liviog
man should dhold su(ig
lan to-day wou
he ?ﬁﬁaistened to?
Would he not be
laughed to scorn? Or
would he not be pitied
as a madman? Yet
Ohrist was listened to.
Men heard Him, fol-
lowed Him, obeyed
Him, gave up all for
Him. More wonderful
still, myriads who never
saw Him or heard His
voice have died for Him.
This is what so im-

ressed the Kmperor

apoleon, He said in
his conversations at St
Helena : * Alexander,
Osesar, Charlemagne,
I myself, have founded
great empires ; but upon what did these creations
of our genius depend? Upon force. Jesus alone
founded His empire upun love, and to this very day
millions would die for Him. . I think I
understand something of human nature, and T tell
you all these were men, and I am a man. None
else is like Him : Jesus Christ is more than man
‘ Ohrist alone has succeeded in so raising the
mind of man towards the unseen that it becomes
insensible to the barriers of time and space. Across
a chasm of eighteen hundred years Jesus makes a
demand which is beyond all others difficult to
satisfy He asks for the human heart: He
will have it entirely to Himself ; He demands it

unconditionally ; and forthwith the demand is
granted Wonderful ! In defiance of time and
space, the soul of man with all its powers and

faculties becomes an annexation to the empire of

Christ This phenomenon is unaccount
able ; it is altogether beyond the scope of man’s
creative powers. Time, the great destroyer, is
powerless to extinguish this sacred flame. Time
can neither exhaust its strength nor put a limit to
its range This it is which proves to me
juite convincingly the divinity of Jesus Christ
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the eternal Father but by Him. He bids all the
weary children of care and sorrow come unto Him
and He would give them rest. He boldly assumes
power to forgive sins, and even when nailed to the
cross He claims power to open the gates of Paradise
to the dying thief. When leaving the earth He
encourages the disciples by the extraordinary
promise of His perpetual presence: ‘Lo, I am
with you alway, even unto the end of the world.”
And as He pute nimself forward as theSaviour of the
world, so 1390 He advances the equally astounding
claim to be the final judge of quick and dead. Yes,
the judgment and t nal destiny of every indi-
vidual soul of all the generations of men, and of all
races and peoples and tribes of mankind, is to be
in the hands of this man Jesus of Nazareth. What
then is He? Whois He? Whence came He? Is
He a madman, or is He indeed the Christ, the Son
of the living God ? That is the inevitable dilemma.
[TO BE CONTINUED.]

‘SPOILS

OF WAR.”

¢« Unpossessed Possessions.”

Is not that condition of passive acquiescence in
their small present attainments, and of careless in
difference to the great stretch of the unattained,
the characteristic of the mass of professing Ohris
tians 7 They have got a foothold on a new con
tinent, and their possession of it is like the world’s
knowledge of the map of Africa when we were
children, which had a settlement dotted here and
there along the coast, and all the broad regions of
the interior undreamed of. The settlers huddle
together upon the fringe of barren sand by the
salt water, and never dream of pressing forward
into the heart of the land. And so too manv of
us are content with what we have got—a little bit
of God, when we might have Him all ; a settle
ment on the fringe and edge of the land, when we
might traverse the whole r»-‘ng%). and behold
it is all ours
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¢¢ Quiet Hearts.
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held by fair hands as they poured the refresh?g:

tea into dainty cups. The ornamental clock, tog
how many long years bas it ticked the hours and
minutes ? Then the guitar—is the hand that swept
its strings cold in death ? And where is the little
child who innocently played with that funny toy
dog on wheels ?

One soldier’s face looks a little sad ; he is look-
ing at a picture, which, possibly, brings back some
memory of home, of mother, wife, sweetheart—we
know not.

Some of the sombre-looking group in the right
background seem to be prisoners, and one can
imagine what is in their hearts, although they are
too proud to let their enemies see into them,

Alas! the “Spoils of War” mean untold misery
to so many that we may well afford to give some
sympathy to the vanquished, éven though they be

| our enemies, and try to imagine the shattered

homes and these griey-
ing ones, who mourn
their dead and their ab-
sent, even as we mourn
our dear ones

The Note of Thanks,

A WORD WITH GIRLS A-
BOUT THE ART OF
WRITING IT.

Just a word, ‘girls,
about the gentle art of
writing a graceful note
of thanks. Don’t be
chary with such notes,
Does somebody send
you a pretty gift, it goes
without saying that you
write a cordial note of
appreciation, but if
some act of courtesy is
done, or some little fav.
orrendered, the written
word of thanks is too
often neglected.

[t's an art, this art of
writing a brief word of
thanks, but it is one
which every gentlewo-
man should cultivate,
and it will, in the long
ran, be of far more ser-
vice to her than even
the mysteries of china
painting or mandolin
playing

You g0 oubof t,nwn,
perhaps, and stay over
night with a friend, and
if you wish as pleasant
a memory of your visib
to linger with your
hostess as with yourgelf
yvou should write a line
repeating to her your spoken thanks. Oh, that'sa
‘“ board and lodging letter,” you say Very true,
but it’s always appreciated by the woman whose

hospitality you have accepted, and, presumably,

enjoyed. Then, again, if a man sends you & book
or a clipping from a newspaper, or a card for a re
ception, write that word of thanks, even if you have
to get up in the middle of the night to do 80 Asa
matter of policy, if nothing else, you will find the
habit an expedient one, for people are much more

apt to do a kindness for a person from whom thein-
variable word of thanks juickly and spon-
taneously, than for that unpleasant and matter of-
fact member of society who takes all such courtesies
as her just due and does not trouble herself to send
the slightest acknowledgment of small social cour*
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