
and iB perhiips doiii^; !ts bi'fst work to-
day. Two greut men have, alieudy
been heard trom the same sacred plat-
form where Beecher stood—Lyman
Abbot and Xewell Invif,-ht ;ii:ii .

The remedy for the little worrien
v/hich wear Into shreds the fabiic of
the soul is in tlie enthronement or cer-
tain Breat thoughts which lilte the
snow-capped heights of Mount 1. ban-
on can be seen from every nook and
corner of life's broad domain. We
must find what Bishop Wescott de-
.••cribed as ; ••Rei)ose amonK eternal
things," we must pillow our heaUs on
*-"Uch words as those of the Hebrew
|joet: "Surely It shall be well with
them thut fear God." It is easy to die.
It Is hard to live. The secret of peace
Is in "the power of an endles.s life."
Remember, the soul is unsink ible.

For life or for death the se r -t of a
mind in perfect equli)oise is pr-'ceiful
relationships to all the powers unseen
ar.d spiritual. The church vi-itor.
flndlncr a Scotchman in a cit?/ hospital,
sick and nigh unto death, tried to com-
fort the poor fellow by saying: "Well,
you have one great comfort, you will
soon be in heaven and rid of thi.o poor,
afflicted body." The old mm looked
up and smiled and said, "Heaven! I

have been there ten years alreidv "

With that inward peace men have
lived gloriou.'-ly, even in baunts of
poverty, ar 1 died exultantly -n
spite of pain torture and d'-crea.'!-

ing strength. The immortal Cer-
vantes, creator of "Don Quixote," died,
eviaiming: "Good-bye, humors, good-
bye ,plea ant fancies: go id-bye, merry
friends, for a perceive I am dying, in
the wish to see you happy in the other
life."

I stood in an old Enoriish cathedral.
The dying glories of the setting sun
kindled myriad forms of fiery beautv
on every western window. For a thou-
sand years worshipping humanity had
stood beneath those arches. Beneath
the resounding marble floor there lav
the cofflne.l dust of bishops, rectors,
priests, curate, and choirmasters. One
generation after another had come and
gone and the shadows of decade.^, gen-
erations and epochs lingered darklv in
unfrequented cloisters and silent
nooks. And I stood and fhou'-ht «<'

the meaing of the years. What mishtv
throngs had irathered ht^-n, '''bnt
slender auriienres had sat In to-ieliness
when the enthusiasm o,f other dajs bad
passed awav. And thorp had been
broken-hearted , riest.« who had
mourned over the sad remnant of oth-
er days more g'orious and cho'-T- ist-
ers whose music had rotlerl thnfartt
emutv aisle.s anc" .nder eehoin-r arches
whi'h canopied out a faith<'iil fe<v—
but now all are Kone, anf' rremorv
reiirns. These faithful ones «l'e.) well.
Their bones rest silently. And centur-
ies have come an! gone—are cominsr
and going—Why worry? The clan hr<s
become a kingdom, the kin'"''?" in
empire, the empire a conquerintr rnoe
and the cross on the flag of a thou-
sand splendid conflicts floats ov- ill
and God Is in the heavens and a'l Is
well on earth. Why worry?


