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in rags ana unspog, OIS rgot arm
bandless and his left leg from the knee
gone, Valsin Moulllot hobbled back to
his old home, discharged as Incapable
of service. To eager listeners, many
of them weeping, he recited what of
the engagement he had seen, which
was little, for he was in the heat of It.
He told of the drought parched section
of Kentucky, dusty and waterless,
through which forced marches were
made; how, east of Perryville, his re-
treating division was halted and form-
ed for action under a broiling midday
sun; how the warriors of both sides
were famished for drink, while the
only spring on the field lay in an apple
orchard, on one side of which was a

.
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*What do you mean by that?

low stone wall protecting a battalion of
Illinois infantry. His wan face glow-
ed as he described the charges of his
company on this wall to uncover the
epring. The first was under Captain
Tailleur, who fell at the brink of the
pool with a minie Dball through his
forehead. Lieutenant Oakfell led the
second, received a murderous volley
within 40 feet of the wall and bit the
dust with Leon, the jockey, who had
joined him at Corinth and followed
him as body servant and cook of his
mess. The third charge was about to
be made under the leadership of Lieu-
tenant Brulleton when a shell exploded
in Valsin's face, and he knew no more
until he recovered consciousness in a
canvas covered wagon jolting through
the passes of the Cumberland moun-
tains to find himself minus a foot and a
band. He bad lingered about the camps
and Lospitals until he was formally re-
ported as unfit for duty, discharged
and ordered to return home as best he
could. His journay back was long, te-
dious and painful and now that it was
accomplished appeared to bim a hide-
ous dream.

When the doleful story of Valsin was
carried to Estelle, she looked with
streaming eyes far into the blue vault
wbove and wlispered:

“Horace, hear rie. Your voice called
my iove into being, and now my love
is dead. No other voice tban yours
shall ever recall it to life,”

CHAPTER XV.

THE OLOGRAPHIC TESTAMENT.
EVER had Evariste breathed

so deeply and freely, never

had his pulse beat so strong-
after hearing
‘witness, rehe
heroic fall of his brother. His spirit
bounded; he felt his powers expand;
he saw the path to the g cleared. It
was an effort to feign grief in the rep-
etition of the story to tearful Mrs. Wy-
ley, but his acting was superb, and it
sufficed to excuse hasty retirement to
the privacy of his room and the re-
quest that no one should be permitted
to disturb him. Tiptoeing steps past
the locked door and underneath the
curtained windows testified the respect
of the household for his sorrow.

With hands unsteadied by the ex-
treme of exultation he opened the small
brass ribbed box of ebony in which the
sealed envelope had lain since the day
he had received it from Iforace and
promised to defend Estelle from harm,
Drawing his chair into the subdued
light which filtered through the win-
dow curtain, he broke the seal, took
out the one sheet of paper and, unfold-
ing it, read:

Parisu or AvovenLrs, Lorisiaxa, May 6, 1861,

1, Horace Oakfell, of *‘L'Esperance” plantation,
in the parish and state above written, of lawlul age
and without forced heirs, being of sound health
both in mind and body, but knowing the cer-
tainty of death and the unc inty of the time
thereof and especially having in view the perils of
war, into which i am about to enter, do make this

my last will and testament in the olographic
form.

1 give and bequeath unto my brother, Evariste
Oalifell, gne-hall of all my estate of whatsoever
kind and wheresoever situated which 1 may pos-
sess at the moment of my death.

1 give and bequeath unto Estelle Latiolais,
granddanghter of Leonidas Latiolais of the parish
and state above written, the remainder of my es-
tate of whatsoever kind and wheresoever situated
which 1 may possess at the moment of my death,

I appoint my said brotlier, Evariste Oakfell, sole
executor of this testament and dispense him from
giving bond, and I direct him to make partition
of my estate by licitation within one year after
probate and deliver to said Fstelle Latiolais her
share in gold money or its equivalent in interest
bearing securities to be approved by the parish
fudge.

This testament has been dated, written ana
signed by me on one sheet of paper at one writ-
ing. Honrace OarveLl.

So intense was the shock he experi-
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enced from this perusal that ‘his head
fell forward, and for a moment his
state was one of semiconsciousness.
But rage, bitter, unspeakable rage, sent
the blood surging hot from his heart.
The veins of his neck and temples
gorged; his face grew livid. Had he
been of full physical babit he would
have died in the tempest of wrath
which burst within him. An hour he
sat motionless except for the twitch-
fngs of his countenance, like those of

an anwesthetized patient under the sur- |

geon's knife. But one thought was de-
fined in his dazed, cong
that took the form of an infinite, malig-
nant curse upon the brother who
thwarted him even from his undiscov-
erable grave. Exhausted, weak a

child coming out of a cataleptie spasm, |
fell |
The calmness '

he tottered across the room and
panting upon his bed.
of collapse eame upon him, bripging 2
gradual return of connected thought.
In his view Horace's malevolence to
him was manifest.

was so to burden the conscience of the
sentimental girl with a weight of grat-
itude to his memory that the bestowal

| of Ler band to another would to her
had |

scem the basest of crimes. IHe
sought to make her life one of virgin
widowhood or religious seclusion.
which he anticipated th Evariste
would pre: The latter would not ad-
mit that his passion was unknown tc
ITor ITcw was this s
parried? Now, if ever, v
out of which his boasted
gift of his Latin ancesto Liould beat
him victorious. What was this weapot
used against his life's life? What was
the character of an olographic will®
What was bis status without the will
no living person but himself having
seen jt?

He dared not consult a lawyer.

the crisia
mning, the

No

one of the craft known to him possess- |
ed the degree of secretiveness to in- |

vite his trust. Rising and borrowing
strength from a decanter of brandy, he
ok down the civil code of Louisiana
and, turning over the leaves, every one
of which bore the pen notes and thumb
marks of his brother, rested his eyes
upon these lines:

Article 1581. The olographic testament is that
which is written by the testator himse In or-
der to be valid it must be entirely written, dated
and signed by the testator. It is subject to no
other form and may be made anywhere, even out
of the state.

Article 1648. The olographic testament shall be
opened if it be sealed, and it must be acknowl-
edged and proved by the declaration of two cred-
ille persons, whc must attest that they recognize
the testument as being entirely written, dated
and signed in the testator's handwriting, as hav-
ing often scen him write and sign during his
lifetime.

“The perfection of simplicity,” Eva.
riste muttered, “and from all the forms
o’ testament allowed by the law be
has deliberately seclected this one for
my discomfiture. Shall 1 suffer it to
wreck my hopes? Shall 1 not strangle
it before it sces the light? What would
be the effect of that? Let me look fur-
ther.”

Delving again into the code, he found
that he, though only bhalf brother,
would have inberited the whole estate
to the exclusion of other collateral
beirs had Horace died intestate.

“Oh, Horace. you stupid American
dolt,” he soliloquized gloatingly, *to
leave in my bands this cursed instru-
ment of your ill will and expect me to
turn it upon myself—to commit suicide
with it! You mever .understood me.
You never tried to understand me. It
is too droll. Between me and snceess
stands only this flimsy barrier, erected
by a stolid miud, and away it vanishes
in smoke!"

He seized the will and struck a
match, when he was sturtled by &
sharp knock at his door.

Throwing away the match and
thrusting the will into his pocket, be
dnmanded:

¢ thera®
“It is I Mrs. Wyley answered. “A

letter has been brought by a messen-
ger, who says an immediate answer is
required.”

He opened the door and received the
following note:

Come to Dede's at once. Matters of importance
require consideration and action now.

QUILLEBERT,

“Tell the messenger, please, that 1
will come,” he said to Mrs. Wyley, and
then to bimself: “Perhaps this is for-
tunate. It may be well for me to
breathe fresh air and get back to the
normal, possibly to consult Quillebert,
before taking steps which could never
be retraced. He is an expert on all
matters of this complexion.”

He was soon at the cabaret and seat-
ed in the rear room with Quillebert,

“l have news for you,” said the lat-
ter.

“Tell it.”

“The Latiolais girl wants to become
a nun.”

“She will forego that wish when 1
make her realize the consequences to
ber grandfather,”

“You are still resolved on that?”

“More inflexibly than evar.”

“Then I have other news.”

“Tell it.”

“Yeur brother left a will.”

Evariste paled and exclaimed:

“Who says so?”

“Valsin Mouillot,”

“How does he know ?”

“Your brother told him he had left

sted mind, and |

The purpose of the |
bequest of half the estate to Istelle |

The |
plain animus was to bafile the suit |

ke to be |

his will with you,”

A cold moisture bathed Evariste's
brow,
“Moreover, he made the same state-

ment to the priest Grhe the day before
he went away. Jut neither of them
knows Its dispositions,” continued
Quillebert. “The people will expect
you to produce It goon.”

“My God!” sald Evariste, realizing
the futility of denying the existence of
the testament and his need of an ad-
viser. *“Your summons came in the
nick of time to save me from ruin,”

“How s0?” asked Quillebert,

“I was on the point of burning the
testament.”

“Why "

“Because it divides the estate evenly
between Estelle and me,”

“Hone!” grunted Quillebert. “Maybe
that is an intimation of his wish that
she should marry with you.”

“No. It was intended to make her
his widow and fortify her against the
duress 1 meant to apply through old
Leonidas. She will never consent to
become my wife if that will goes into
| effect.”
| *“You are right,” Quillebert sald after

a moment’s thought. *“Where is the
| document?”

“1 have it here,” replied Evariste.

“Let me see it Quillebert demand-
ed.

The testament was exhibited. Quille-
bert read it slowly and deliberately,
with half closed eyes and knit brows,

)
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For an hour he labored thus.
preof that his genius was actively
working. Looking up without raising
Lis head, be said:

“Who has seen this besides your-
self 7"

“No one but you.”

“Are you sure?’

“Yes. It has been locked in my desk
since Horace gave it to me, and the
key bas never been out of my posses-
sion.”

“Honce!”

Quillebert stretched himself to a half
reclining posftion, thrust his han.s
deep into his pocket and, with his eyes
riveted upon the will, plunged into a
cogitation so profound and apparently
=0 forceful that it seemed a bodily ac-
tion instead of an intellectual opera-
tion. This silent function was pro-
longed, and Evariste became impatient,
though he dared not disturb It. Sudden-

et a number of letters, and, tearing
from one a blank page of thin French
made paper, he took up the will, turned
the kev in the door and walked to the
rear end of the room. where a single
window let in the light from the west.
I"inding pen and ink on the wide man-
tel, be placed them on the window
ledge.

riste,

plied.

He spread the will against the dirty
window pane, illumined by the almost
vertical rays of the evening sun, and
over it the page of translucent paper.
With slow movement he plied the pen,
stopping at intervals to rest his hand
and wrist, and for an hour labored
thus, uttering never a word. Then,
emitting a satisfied snort, he removed
the two sheets from the glass and, lay-
ing them before Evariste, said:

“How does that strike you?"

Evariste was amazed and exclaimed
admiringly:

“You certainly are a master, Cen-
stant!”

“But you can improve on that. Your
finzers and wrist are more supple and

steady than mine. Only take time and
be careful.” And Quillebert drew the
thin sheet toward him and lit a mateh.

“Don’t do that. Give it to me,
riste cried.

“No, no,” his companion answered,
with a sapient grin. “This is mine.
You have the suggestion.” And, touch-
ing the flame to it, he turned the burn-
ing paper with his fingers until every

ava-

part was converted to ashes, which he
crumbled with his hand and stirred
with those in the huge fireplace.

For many days Evariste remained on
the plantation. His reticence and
thoughtful mien svere taken for sorrows-
ing. Much of this time was spent in
his room. He aged visibly. The
poignancy of his grief was attested.

A month later, wearing on his hat a
band of black, he sought audience of
Father Grhe, who received him with
courtesy, but not with warmth, briefly

speaking the expected words of condo-
lence.
[CONTINUED.]

Baluchistan Toebacco.

The tobacco grown in Baluchistan
is exceedingly strong and cannot be
smoked by any but the most vigorous
white men, The natives do not appear
to be in any way affected by it

Vermin In the Earth.
A teaspoonful of wmustard to a gallon
of water will destroy vermin in the

. earth.

1y Quillebert rose, drew from his pock- '

“What are you doing?’ asked Eva- !

“Stay where you are,” Quillebert re- the iconoclas

il

REST OF SABBATH DAY

HOW THE ICONOCLAST TWIST THE
TEXT'S MEANING.

UNDERMINING FOUNDATIONS

Anclent and Modern Ideas of Spending
the Day Which the Lord Has Hallowed
—Rev, Dr, Talnage's Plea For Chris-
tian Instead of Lazy Man's Rest On
That Day—A Timely Deliver.

Knlered according to Act of Puriiamentof Can- |

ada, in the your 1904, by William Baily, ot To-
ronto. atihe Lep't of Agricuiture. Vllawin.

Los Angeles, Cal., Oct. 2.—At this
time, when rencwed attempts are be-
ing made by the encmies ol religion
to undermine the old established
foundations of faith and to revolu-

tionize the Christian Sabbath, this
sermon makes a vivid  contrast  of
“the old time religion’” and the
new, The text is Psalm xi., 8, 'l
the foumdations be destroyed, what
can the righteous do?”’

We should hold sacred the dust of
our dead. That is true, but - we

should never build the hillock of the
grave so high that it will dam back
the onward flow of the ‘“‘waters of
knowledge' and change the ‘‘river of
progres into the *“‘stagnant pool of
jenorance and sloth.”” When the past
generations did their work they did

it well for the time and the cor
tions in  which they lived, but the
dead generations would not do ‘as

they did in the past il they were liv-
ing now. We would not cry ‘‘halt”
to the “forward march' of scientific
investigation; neither would we com-
pel the church of the Lord Jesus
Christ to “‘mark time'' by the grave
of a Justin Martyr, a Calvin, a Wes-
ley, a Luther, a Knox, or Dbivouac
with eternal somnolence in the cham-

bers of a Westminster Abbey, where
the honored ecclesiastical fathers ga-
thered July 1, 1643, and compc |

the Presbyterian Confession of Faith
and our Longer and Shorter Cate-
chisms.

But, though we would not consider
our ancestors infallible in their opin-

ions nor absolutely wise in  their
ways of living, yet, on the other
and, we must grant that our ances-
tors knew a great deal more than

some of us are willing to give them
credit for. Though our forefather’s
“lightning expresses’” were only ca-
nal boats and 1ge-conches and sail-
ing boats, in which most of us would
be afraid to cross Long Island
Sound, let alone the Atlantic Ocean,
that is no reason why they did not
know how to develop Christian men
and women as successfully as do we.
Though our ancestors for the most
part had no books save that of a
Bible, a *““Pilgrim’s P'rogress’” or a
Doddridge’s ‘‘Rise and Progress of
Religion in the Soul,”” that is no
proof that they did not know as
much of God and hold the truth in
its purity as thoroughly as do we
who have access to such vast modern
libraries, and yet to-day we find a
spirit of “‘exterminating iconoclasm’”
abroad. Man's profane hands
digging up the old foundations and
destroying the old altars and ridi-
culing the old ways mercly because
they are old. I would not have you
;ond the knee Lefore the hillock of a

ncestral grave us though it were a
shrine, but I would have you re-
snect and not destroy it, but use
that hillock of a grave as the step-
ping stone to a higher throne. The
living may in some things be right

where their Christian ancestors were
wrong, yet we have only to look
around at the modern innovations

and observe the effect they have on
the community to be convinced that
in some things our Christian ances-
tors were right and the modern in-
novators deplorably wrong.

In the first place, I protest against
m which is undermining
the foundation stones of our
tral Sabbath. Its desecrators have
been going up and down the length
and breadth of the land asserting
that religious worship can become
as much a form of dissipation as
drink or over-cating or over-exercis-
ing can be. They make a wrong ap-
plication of our Lord's words that
the *“‘Sabbath was made for man,
and not man for the Sabbath.”” They
aflirm that it is absurd for a busi-
ness man who has been at hard work
for at least six days of the week
from 7 o'clock in the morning some-
times until 10 or 11 or 12 o'clock

ances-

at night to be compelled to get up |

on Sunday in time for an carly Sun-

day school, then attend two long
church preaching services, and then |
perhaps to attend a Christian En-
deavor, Society besides.

They contend that Sunday should
be a day of rest and that what a
man needs upon the Sabbath day is
relaxation. He should go to bed

Saturday night after a hot bath with
his mind perfectly at case, As he
crawls igto bed he should be able to
say to himself: ““Now, I can lie here
just as long as I please. If I can

awake at 9\o'clock, all right. If I
can sleep to 12, better still.  Then
after I awake I will have a cup of

cofice and a roll brought to my bed-
side, and I will eat a little and then
stay in bed for another hour, read-
ing the newspaper. Then after dinner
I will take my children out to one of
the public parks or down by the
seaside and get a sun bath and a
view of God's trees and valleys and
hillsides, or I will go to one of our
great art galleries and look at the
pictures. It is impossible for me to
go and sce the painters’ and the
sculptors’ masterpieccs on any other
day. Therefore the city art galleries
should be opened on Sunday. Then in
the evening hour I will go to church
if I feel like it. If T do not desire
to do so I will go to bed again and
rest—yes, just rest. By such a sys-
tem of rest I shall be invigorated
and shall return to my work the
next Monday strong in body, clear
in mind, more loving to my family,
the human race at large, and to
God himself. That,” says our icono-
clast, ‘‘is my idea of the Sabbath
day. I do not think a hard-working
mav has a right to make his Sun-

are |

ll!n,v a day of hard work in church-

I going, so, that he works harder on hovering Detween life and death,
|the Sabbath than he does on any don’t you remcember how your fath-
| other day of the week.” | er and the neighbors took turns
| Sabbath iconoclasts, is that the plowing his ficlds and sowing his

| way you would have man spend his

grain and getting in his harvests?

Sabbaths? Well, already your mod- | They say that that sick man was
| e1n teaching in reference to the Sab- | once a strong athlete. However that
bath too well has taken root. Your | may be, when upon his sick bed he
premiscs are wrong, for you know | heard what his neighbors had done
not to what conclusions they tend. | and how they had kept the wolf of
(To see whether your grandfather's hunger from his door he cried like
Sabbath or your own is the better | a little child. He became just such a

!T would have you compare the two
side by side. Thirty, fifty years ago
the man who made Sunday a day of
! pleasure was looked upon as a blas-
| phemer, an out and out ecnemy of
God, of the church and of the better
elements of the social community.
When Sunday morning would come
even the horses and the stock of
the farm knew it was a day of rest.
| The family would arise a little later
llhan usual. Then they would linger
a little longer at the breakfast
table. Then the sweetest music of the
world would begin to sound. The old
| village bell would send its silvery
notes rolling down the valley. Then,
after morning prayers, the horses
were hitched up, and father and mo-
ther and all the children rode to
town in the same big wagon. Then
| the pew was a family pew, and all
the members were there. Then came
the sermon, then the journey home,
then the quiet yet bountiful dinner,
then the afternoon for reading or
restful quiet, then the singing of the

hymns around the old-fashioned pi-
ano. Then the evening church ser-
vice again or, if the farm was too
far away, the cvening prayers and
carly bed. You know, O man, that
old-fashioned Sabbath day meant
more than mere cessation  from
worldly work. It meant quiet com-
munion with God. It meant Bible

study and sacred readings as well as
mere rest. Do you wonder that such

sick man as Ralph Connor depicted
i in one of his backwoods tales.

I deplore also the iconoclasm which
is robbing this country of the sanc-
tity of home life. The icomoclast's
profane hands are ruthlessly laid
upon our ancestors’ Sabbath obser-
vance and our forefathers’ doctrine
of ‘Do to others as you would have
them do unto you.” They go furth-
er than this. Those same profane
hands are also snatching away our
ancestral home enjoyments as well.
They are saying to modern nian:
““Man, do not be an old fashioned
granny. Do not think because your
grandfathers found most of their en-
joyment in the society of your grand-
mothers and your uncles and aunts
that you have to find most of your
enjoyment in the society of your
wives and children. Do not forever
be a ‘stay at home.” Come; let us
build for you clubhouses, where you
can find nightly fellowship with
strong and briiliant men. Come out
of that little hencoop of yours. If
You want to give a reception to your
friends, do not give it in your home.
It is too small. Hire a big hall in
the centre of the town, where you
can reccive in better style. There, in-
, stead of having a few cakes baked by
| Your own hands and some ice cream
which you made in your own frecz-
ers, you can have a fine caterer fur-
nish an claborate supper; instcad of

a Sabbath as our fathers observed | having your own daughter sing a
was the very foundation of church | simple song or your little boy recite
life, of Christian Leme life, of Bible | a4 picce you can have the finest of
reading and of consecration to God? | grehestras furnish the music. 1i you

Alongside of this beautiful Sabbath | want ¢peaking, you can hire a pro-
day of rest I want you to place the | fogsional clocutionist to recite. This

modern Sabbath, with its so-called
liberal ideas. First, where do we find
the vestibule of the Sabbath? Name-
ly, Saturday night. To bed carly?
Oh. no! urday nizht has come. In
our large cities the street cars are
crowded. Where are the people going?
Some to the theatres; others, alas,
to places of still more evil resort !

{ is an age of progress.”’
Do you, my brother, think for one

instant that the advent of the mod-
ern  clubhouse and public ‘ption
{ hall and Delmonico banq is a
! moral improvement for modern men

over the old fashioned quilting par-
ties and merrymaking frolics which
once made the rafters of the old

Men and  women, tired from work < 5

now, are turning this Saturday night r“'_’""“'“"‘" creak like the beams ol a
| into the hardest Kind of work. They ship at sca and bend almost  like
are dissipating for pleasure’'s sake. “'”A““” Fell's bow? ‘vl’” you think
To the non-churchgoer, as a rule, this? 1 do not. I belicve that any

Saturday night is only too often a
time for free indulgence of every de-

enjoyment which a man is compelled
systematically to find outside of the

sire that is bad. society of his wife and children and

Sunday morning is here. Where do home is a depleting, enervating and
we now find most of the non-church- | ultimately degrading enjoyment. I
goers? Again crowding our railroad | believe that any enjoyment which
trains and cars; picnies, ball games, | Systematically makes a mother re-

outing partics, where the breweries
and the wine sellers get their  big-
gest revenues. The beautiful pictures
of the family Bible which we used to
study as a boy have given place to
the silly pictorials of the Sunday
newspaper. Everywhere on the Sab-
bath sin simply runs riot. In many
cities even the saloons and play-
houses are full. Instead of the quiet
family group going to the village
church, now almost every country
road near an adjacent city has its
velling rioters, half drunk or entirely
debauched, who are off for a day of
sin. Do you mean to tell me, sens-
ible man, that the modern way of

Jod as were the Sabbath days our
forefathers observed?

The rigid observance of God's day

was gloomy and was a weariness to
the children.

of others. Profane iconoclastic hands
have been
tion stones of our sacred Sabbath.
Ave, these encmies of God have been
doing more; they have been sneering
and ridiculing the beautiful parable
of the good Samaritan. They have

bor who has claims he would recog-
nize is the wife or child who lives
| within the four walls of his own
| house. He has been asserting that a
| man’s chiot duty in life is to him-
| self and his own. After the mem-
| bers of his immediate family have
ecaten cnough and have a well filled
wardrobe and a comfortable house to
live in, then a man has fulfilled his
chief end to society. His doctrine is,

“Care for yourself and, let others
care for themseglves in the same
way."”’

The Golden Rule with our ances-
tors was a practically and not a
mere theory. ‘“Where are you going
to-night, mother?’’ the father often

I am afraid she will not get well,
They have sent for me to come and
spend the night with her. 1 have
fixed everything for breakfast. If I
do not get back in time in the morn-
ing, why, you and the girls can get
along somehow. Goodby now. Make
the children go to bed carly.”

The daintiest delicacies ever cooked
in the mother’s stove were not for
the growing boys, with healthy,
vigorous appetities. They were for
the poor consumptive young girl who
used to sit day after day upon the
neighbor’s veranda in the noon sun,
smiling at us as we trudged away to
school. My, how we cast longing
eves at those jellies! We then at
times almost wished we could be
sick, at least for a little while, to
get a taste of them. And how warm
and comfortable the mittens looked
which mother knitted for the poor
child®en living over the hilll And
when the farmer who lived down in
the valley was prostrated with ty-
phoid fever and lay, for months,

spending the Sabbath is as profitable |
as a day of rest and communion with '

undermining the founda- |

legate the care of her children to
nurse girls and to hired hands is an
enjoyment which is poisoned through
and through by evil influences which
will ultimately bring forth harvest-
ings not for God, but for Satan.
But, lastly, I would state that the
iconoclasts of this day are trying to
sidetrack the chief purpose for
which our forefathers and foremoth-
ers lived in reference to their child-
ren. Instead of leading a parent to
the altar of Jesus and saying, ‘‘Oh
fathers and mothers, the chief desire
of your lives should be to consecrate
your children at these altars and
have them make a public coniession
of Christ here,”” they would break
these altars. They would say:
“‘Here is the statue of wisdom. De-
dicate your children here. Send your
boys to college and give them an in-

as a day consccrated to himself is hic S b ity -
the most important foundation stone ‘_‘““‘t"“l education.” ‘Here is the
of the church of Jesus Christ. With- | statue of Midas. Sacrifice here, that
out it no true gospel consccration ' YOU may leave them money “‘Here
can coxist 1 kno'wh that in some 15 the statue of fame. Make out of
homes the lines were too tightly | Your children great orators or paint-
drawn and in them the Lord’s day , ¢'S Or musicians or authors.” Thus

we sce scores and hundreds of parents
{ working by day and night to give

1 protest, in the second place, ' their‘ childrcn—whult‘.’ 'l'u“gi\'e them
against the iconoclasm which would to God and the higher life as their
climinate from our lives the divine Pparents tried to do? No. To give

| principle of concern for the welfare them to a worldly success, which

those parents in their hearts know
may only lead their children to mor-
i al ruin and perhaps to eternal death.
o man, I ask of you one question.
It is a blunt question. Will you an-
swer me?  What would you sooner
have had your father to be—a great

been declaring that a man’s neighbor speaker, a gl'vutv financier, a great
belongs not to the family which lives general or a simple, noble, pure
next door to him. The only neigh- hearted and devoted servant of

Christ as he was and is to-day in
heaven? You answer well. There is
but one right answer. Then, if the
noble, pure, gentle Christian life of
your father mecant so much to you,
can you not, will you not give to
your boy the same Christian hLeri-
tage? By the sacred altar of God's
love will you not follow their ex-
ample? Will you not carry out the
dying wishes of your now redeemed
and glorified parents and consccrate
yourself to your Divine Master? Will
you not here and now lead your boys
and girls to the feet of Christ and
consecrate them to the Master also?
Shall not the chief purpose of your
Christian parents in reference to

asked. ‘“‘You look tired You ought lhf’ir children be duplicated in the
not to be going out to-night” ‘I chiel purpose of your life, to bring
know it,”” she would say, ‘‘but lo' Uu"lst your children and your
must go. Our neighbor is very sick, children’s children?

To-day let us have some of the old
fashioned purposes and ways and
habits of our forefathers. When we
are dying may we never be ashamed
to utter the words which Dwight L.

Moody said to his children. You all
hn\'q F’(-ud them: “May we not be
ambitious to make money. May we

not be ambitious for worldly fame
and honors. May we simply be am-
bitious to find a consccrated, earnest
place to work in God's vineyard and
have in that vineyard our wives, our
children and all our friends working
by our side in the Master's name.’”’
That purpose is a noble purpose.
That purpose God will bless as he
has blessed that holy purpose in the
lives of the old fashioned folks who
are now in heaven awaiting the
home coming of their children. That
purpose forms the true foundation,
the maker and builder of which is
the living and truc and pardoning
and redeeming and ascended and
glorified Christ, May God answer

the fulfillment of this prayer for puls:
it and pew elike.




