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e ho would neither rost or lot her rest,

tay
with her, “‘tla heh& clear up,

between whils plaints and nervous
fanoles. than nwee% until one day, as
she was getting dinner, Mrs. Greenleaf said to her husband,
as he s0 many times said to her, “I ain’t the woman I was,
Silas, and 1 wanted to tell you in case g{thlng happens to
me, what I—" but Mr. Greenleaf wai for no moré, but
with an exclamation started for the shed door and from there
to the woods, like a haunted man. **How beset I am,” he
said when he had ned the shelter of the tall trees. *“I
believe Marthy is about half crazy, talking so much about
herself and her nerves, a thing she never done before since we
were married, even when the boys were sick so much, and her
mother died, when Jim was toosmall for her togoto thefuneral;
and then there was the time that note fell due, and she had to
take the money she had been saving so. long to b‘l?o. carpet
for the feont room, to help pay it. hat a good wife she had
been! Visionsof her as a rosy young bride; as a fond young
mother bending over their firstborn ; as a pale, anxious wo-
man, who walked the floor with Charlie in her arms, or paused
bo:‘l‘llo the cradle where Bennie lay in his first sleep.
when all four children had the measles ; as the much-need
mother saved from the jaws of death, when their long-wished-
for daughter came late in life to complete their happiness.
Here many little scenes in their past came before him !
Here many evidences of her deep, though silent and unselfish
love! The unbidden tears rose slowly to Silas Greenleaf’s
eyes, as he thought, * What if Marthy has felt, as I do now,
while I've been complaining all this time, for more I think of
it, I have told her all my ad feelings lat.elli. and I've had a

many. Perhaps it's worn on her, but if she is spared to
me, I'll try to make it easier for her.” And nobly has he kept
this promise made with no witness save the murmurln%plnes,
and now. though Mrs. Greenleaf has almost forgotten how to
be nervous, when everything goes wrong, as everyhhinmwill
sometimes, she has been known to say. “I believe I'll get
nervous.”— Dorothy Richardson in Good Housekeeping.

—Pot‘ato Straws.

otatoes about two inches long and about one-
elgh(l):gto:a:; il:wh thick ; fry in boiling fat till a golden brown,
and crisp, drain well on a sieve before the fire and serve in the
center of a dish of cutlets.
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The Point of View.

| SOME OPINIONS AND COMPARISONS OVERHEARD
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it is perfectl
T
that er r they are
swallo should have to be kept apart before
they are eaten. I like to have everything in one
dish, and I know I couldn’t enjoy a meal otherwise,”
Said the Ass—*“Did ;Fu ever notice what absurd
little ears a Man has? To my mind they are quite

a deformity. And then when a Man or a Woman

undertakes to sing! It is tively ting 3
g0 different, ysngknow, fm a fine, meﬂow, efr

iring bray.

‘Amf then,” said the Horse, * the idea of hav-
ln{ to take one’s shoes off upon going to bed, and
pu

ting them on upon getting up! It would worry
me to death, I’'m sure.”

The Hen thought it must be very annoying to
have to pick up one's food with one’s hands and
carry it go the mouth, when it was so much easier
to take it in the mouth directly. Hands and arms,
she went on to say, were only rudimentng wings—
a fact which showed that Man was an undeveloped

al.

The Cow tossed up her head as she remarked
how dependent man was upon her ; the Sheep said
it amused him to see how the poor creature tried
to make a sheep of himself by masquerading in
, and ;.he Cat refenﬂi‘;l tot:hile

us_appearance: of a person. without a tail.
After listening to these remarks, and to what
the other anim had to say, the Man’s step be-
came less buoyant ; and as he hung down his head
in bumility, he murmured :
p “iAtts.r all, everything depends upon the point
of view.”

The Fairy’s Gifts.

Last night when I wassnug in bed,

A fairy came to me and said :

“ Dear child, three gifts to you I bring—
A box, a mirror, aring.

“*Each mornlnf use the mirror bright
To bring your little faults to light;

¢ When you have found them, every one,
Open this box, as I have done,

“And pack them guickly out of sight.
Remember ! shut the lit{ down tight.

“We call these, best of gifts to youth,

One, Self-control, the other, Truth.

**This golden ring, Sincerity,

‘Wins friends wherever you may be.”

I never spoke, I did not stir,

1 only lay and looked at her.

And where she went I do not know,—

She melted like,n flake of snow.

The door was barred, the window too—

How do you s'pose that she got through ?

I'm sure she came—so real it seemed, :

But Mamma says I must have dreamed.
—J. Torrey Connor.

The Bishop’s Knee Breeches.

It is told of a certain bishop that, while dinin
at the house of one of his friends, he was plea.seg
to observe that he was the object of marked atten-
tion from the son of his host, whose eyes were
firmly riveted upon him. After dinner the bishop
approached the boy, and asked :

“ Well, my young friend, you seem to be in-
terested in me. Do you find that I am all right ?”

“.Yes, sir,” replied the bov, with a glance at the
bishop’s knee-breeches. ‘You’re all right; only”
(hesitatingly) ‘“ won’t your mamma let you wear
trousers yet ?”

Errors of construction are common enough with
many of the most famous authors. Take the fol-
lowing from Thackeray: *He had his top-boots
in bis room in which he used to hunt in the holi-
days.” And this from George Eliot: ¢ She disen-
tangled her foot from her netting and wound it
up”’—surely a very surprising anatomical feat. One
og the most amusing blunders in syntax is to be
found in Morse’s old geography. According to it a
certain town contained * four hundred houses and
four thousand inhabitants all standing with their
gable ends to the streets.”

The Plan and the Teaching of Christ.
(Continued from page 388.)

Let us consider the teaching of Jesus in some
other aspects which equally exhibit its super-
bhuman character. Here let me interpose an ex-
planation. We refer to the New Testament as
our authority for what His teaching really was.
And we do so without assuming its inspiration or
its authority. For whatever we think of these
books, here they are. And even if it were not
true (as it is) that no competent or intelligent

al reflection of the teaching of Jesus, we should
still be confronted by the extraordinary phenom-
enon of the sublime practical and ethical teaching
which they contain, incomparably more exalted

any philosopher or sage of antiquity. And the
problem would remain, Who could be the author
of teaching so sublime? It is easier to believe
that Jesus taught thus than that any of His fol-
lowers invent:tf such discourses or such precepts.

To return, then. Here we are face to face with
the unique and wounderful utterances of Jesus
Christ. Open your New Testament and read the
Sermon on the Mount, for example, and then tell
me where you find another such discourse
among all the literatures of the world. What sage
or philosopher ever taught as this uneducated
young artisan out of an obscure Jewish village?
Notice the majesty, the moral breadth, the depth
of insight, the sublimity of tone, which breathe
througg the words. It been well said: *“If
dny one can doubt of the superior excellence of
this religion above all which preceded it, let him
but peruse with attentign those unparalleled writ-
ings in which it is transmitted to the present
times, and compare them-with the most: celebrated
productions of the pngau world ; and if he is not
sensible of their superior beauty, simplicity, and
originality, I will venture to pronounce that he
is as deficient in taste as in faith, and that he is
as bad a critic as a christian.”

But there is much more than this. There is
about the discourses of Christ an indescribable tone.
and perfume of another world. The voice that \

is felt in no other teacher or philosopher who ever
taught or wrote. It somehow commands xe, and
holds us, and impresses us, as mone other. He
does not argue with us; He simply - announces

authority. And our consciences yield obeisance
to the kingly sceptre which He wields in these
matchless discourses and parables and precepts.
“The spirit of man is the candle of the Lord,”
says the wise man of old. Yes, and this spirit of
man responds to the teaching of Jesus; recognizes
its truth, its authority. I speak now of moral
truth, and I affirm that we can and do perceive
the validity and the obtl:sation cf a moral precept
or principle when stated. It appeals to us. 1t
finds us. It arrests us, and we cannot challenge
its authority.

Now, the moral teaching of Jesus has just this
quality. It requires no credentials. It is its own
witness. It bears stamped upon it the image and
the supercription of the King. It is coin of the
realm and kingdom of the truth, and every son of
truth acknowledges its genuineness and its value.
* He that is of God heareth My words.”

I have not time to enter upon an analysis of
Christ’s teaching. Such an analysis would show,
among other things, its difference from all other
ethical systems, its spotless purity, its freedom from
any weakness, or local prejudice, or national nar-
rowness, or superstition. It would show how it
discredits many of the most boasted virtues of the
age in which it appeared, and exalts from the mire
of contempt to the throne of glory such qualities as
meekness, humility, tgurity. It would int out
how Jesus made love the basis and root of His entire
system of ethics and of social law. But I press the
question, What account are we to give of such
teaching? Isit thus that men have taught? Isit
a phenomenon that takes its place in the course of
natural development? Is it according to thelaw of
human development that a young, uneducated
Galilean youth, born of the narrowest and most
exclusive race in the world, and brought up in &
society the most unenlightened, in an age the m
corrupt, should suddenly rise to the sublimest
height of moral truth, as far outshining other great
teachers as the sun is brighter than the smallest
star, and that He should reign supreme in the
firmament for eighteen centuries l;)y the pure
brightness and effulgence of His own teaching and
example—is this, I say, a natural phenomenon? or
is it not rather an event altogether unprecedented,
altogether apart from natural development, plainl
supernatural ? In the words of Horace Bushnell,
“What human teacher ever came down thus:upon
the soul of the race, as a beam of light from the
skies, pure light, shining directly into the visual
orb of the mind, a light for all that live, a full
transparent day, in which truth bathes the spirit

as an element ? Is this humaun, or is it plainly
divine?

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

scholar would deny that they contain the historic-
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His precepts.or makes His demands as one having




