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SUNDAY’'S SUBJECT.

dhe Gospel

lem, have started

way to Emmaus,
the place of their

with a sad heart.

" thelr admiration
and their joy, had been basely massa-

mnd broken heart they pass on their
way, a s ranger accosts them. They
@ell him their anxieties and bitterness
of soul. He in turn talks to them,
mightily expounding the Bcriptures.
He throws over them the fascination of
Intelligent conversation. They forget
the time, and netice not the objects
they pass, and before they are awhre,
have come up in front of their house.
They pause before the entrance and at-
tempt to persuade the stranger to tarry
with them. They press upon him their
bosapitalities. Night is coming on, and
Be may meet a prowling wild beast, or
be obliged to lie unsheltered from the
@ew, He cannot go much further now.
Why not stop there, and continue their
pleasant conversation? They take him
by the arm and they insist upon his
coming in, addressing him Ino the
words: “Ablde with us, for It is to-
ward evening.”

The candles are lighted, the table is
spread, pleasant soclalitles ars en-
Kiadled. They rejolce In the presence
of the stranger guest. He asks a bleas-
Ing upon the bread they eat, and he
hands a plece of It to each. Suddenly
mad with overwhelming power the
dhought flashes upon the astonlshed
@eople—it is the Lord! And as they sit

dn hyeathless wonder, looking upon the

wesurrecied body of Jesus, he vanished,
« The Interview ended. He was gone.

- Wrth many of us It Is a bright, sun-

shiny day of proaperity. There Is not

4 cloud jo the sky, not a leaf rusiling

tim gbe forest. No chill In the air. But
:-mnui expect all this to last. He
an intelligent man who expects

S.uaulj Jlﬂll!lt of Joy. The sun will

after awhile near the horizon. The

ahadows will lengthen. While I speak,
many of va atand in the very hour
described In ths text, “for It s toward
evening.” The request of the texi Ia
appropriate for some before me. For
with them it is toward the evnlug of
old age. They have passed the merid-
lan of life. They are sometimes startled
e think how old they are. They do
mot, however, like to have others re-
mark vpon . If others suggest thelr
approximation lowsrd venerable ap-
pearance, they say, "Why, I'm not so
ald, after all.” They do, Indeed, no-
foe that they cannot Lift quite so mach
- a8 onoe, They cannot read qulite so

\\—-ﬂ.l without spectacies. They cannot
: o ennily recover [romn a cough or any
eccaalonal allment. They have lost
(helr taste for merriment. They are
suprised at the quick passage of the
year. They say that it only scems a
Ritde while ago that they were boya
They are going a little down hill. There
fs something in their health, something
in their viglon, something In their walk,
something In their changing assocla-
tiona, something above, something be-
mpeath,' something within, to remind
3 them that It 1a toward evening.

The great want of all such ia to hare
Jeaus abide with them. It s a dis-
mal thing to be getting old without
the rejuvemating Influence of religion.
When we step on the down grade of
Mfe and mee that it dips to the verge
of the cold river, we want to behold
aame ane near who will help us across
#it. When the sight loses its power to
giance and gather up, we need the falth
that can {llumine. When we fee] the
failure of the ear, we need the clear
tonss of that volee which In olden
times broka ap the silence of the deaf
with cadence of mercy. When the axe-
men of death hew down whole foresta
of strength and beauty around us and
we are left in solitude, we need the
dove of divine mercy to sing In our
branches. When the shadows begin to
fall and we feel that the day s far
apent, we Eend most of all to suppli-
eate the strong, beneflcent Jesus In the
prayer of the villagere, “Abide with ns,
for it Is toward evening.”™

The request of the text s an appro-
priate exclamation for all those whe
are approached in the gloomy hour of
temptation. There I8 nothing easier
éhép to be good-natured whem every-
pleases, or t6 be humble when
thers In nothing to oppose us, or for-
giving when we have not been assalled,
@&r honest when we have no Indmnce-
ment te frand. But you have folt the
k. le of some temptation. Your na-
e at some time quaked and groaned
= . .amder the infernal force. Yon felt that
"~ *m wis after you. You saw your

#dred that you wonld fall in the aw-
Bl wrestle with sin and be thrown
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--;ngﬂ Jesus to abide with
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helmeted abomination!
Paul shake the brazen-gated heart of
Who acted llke a good sallor
when all the erew howled In the Med-
iterranean shipwreck?
the martyrs to be firm when one word
of recantation would have unfastened
the withes of the stake and put out the

§ TALMAGES SERMON.|

[} *THE GLOW OF SUNSET,” LAST

From the Text, "Ablde With Us for It
Is Towanrd Evenlng” —Loke 2Z4:29—
dightening of the Sorrows of Lifs by

soul came on and all the denizens of

darkness came riding upon the winds of

perdition—who gave stroength to the
soul? Who gave calmness to the heart? | minute. Then only seconds left; four

seconds, three seconds, two seconds,
chantment? He who heard the request | one gecond. Gone! The chapter of life
of the villagers, “Abide with us, for it | ended! The book closed! . The pulses
at rest! The feet through with the
The hands closed from all
work. No word on the lips. No breath
You | in the nostrils. Halr combed back to
lie undisheveled by any human hands.
Her presence has | The muscles still. The nerves still. The
been a perpetual bleasing in the house- | lungs still. The tongue still. All stilL
You might put the stethoscope to the
breast and hear no sound. You might
put a speaking-trumpet to the ear, but
You could not wake the deafness. No
motion; no throb; no life. Still! still!

So death comes to the disciple! What
if the sun of life is about to set? Jesus
Is the day-spring from on high; the per-
petual morning of every ransomed

v WO villagers, hav-
Ing concluded their
errand in Jerusa- | Who broke the spell of infernal en-

out at the city gate

and are on thelr |8 toward evening.”

You have long rejoiced in the care of | Journey!
@ mother, You have done everything
to make her last days happy.

have run with quick feet to walt upon

residence. They go

Jesus, who hid been | her every want.
hold, But the frult-gatherers are look-
Ing wistfully at that tree. Her soul is
The gates are ready
to flash open for her entrance. But
your soul sinks at the thought of a
You cannot bear to think
that soon you will be called to take the
last look at that face which from the
first hour has looked upon you with af-
fection unchangeable. But you see that | spirit. What If the darkness comes?
life 18 ebbing and the grave wlill soon
bide bher from your sight. You sit | heaven. What though this earthly
You feel heavy-hearted. The | house does crumble! Jesus hag pre-

light 1s fading from the sky. The alr | pared a house of many mansions.
is chill. It is toward evenlpg.
You had a comsiderable estate and

In five minutes on
one fair balance-sheet you could see | hausted. Jcsus Is the evening star, |

erod and entombed. As with sad face
ripe for heaven.

separation.

felt Independent.

that you

trated your credit.

Journey from Jerusalem to Emmans
will soon be ended. Our Bible, our
common-sense, our observation reitler-
Ala In tones that we cannot mistake,

ward evening.

the tempest.
flies to him for ahelter. Let the night | life.”
swoop and the enroclydon cross the sea
Lot the thunders roar—soon all will
Christ In the ship to soothe
hia frienda. Christ on the sea to stop
Christ In the grave to scat-

ter the darknesa. Christ In the heav-

bhe well.

ites tumulit

His arms will enclose them, his grace

his sacrifice froe them, his glory en-
It earthly estate takes | grace so transform your heart that no

chant them.
8in shall staln its purity? Be ye there- | front under a big buckle of antique

wings, he will be an Incorruptible treas.
If friends die, he will be thelr | fore perfect, even as your Father which
resurrection. Standing with we in the | s in Heaven ia perfect,

morning of our joay and In the noon-
day of our prosperity, he will not for-
saks us when the lustre has faded and
it & toward evening.

This ought not to be a depressing
Who wants to lilve here for-

The world has always treated
me well, and every day I feel lesg and

lesa like

theme.

my eternal residence.

diffarence,

S5 the dust. The gloom threkangd. the owl is hoaoting from the forest. It
may be apring, and your sonl may go

oy M in all the trembling of your soul: | out among the blossome, apple-or-
5%‘ ‘? i 4ha Infernal soggestions of Sa- | chards ewinging their cemsera In the

S : way. It may be winter and the earth

paskiond #nd excitéments, you felt | In & snow shroud. It may be autamn, [ S0 0 "ML VI hate something to do
- BWiul emphasis that it was to- | and the forests set :ﬁdﬂ“ BY | you like It or not. Being foreced to
I‘:" mn:ﬂ“: work, and foreed to do your best will
'n oK _ . breed in you temperance and self-con-
Y0 can Beat buck the monster | with your wife’s hand in your hand, | trq], diligence and strength of will,
B devonr you. You can na- | OF You may be in a strange hotgl with | sheerfulness and content, and a hun-

L fnthé tethpted hour | the retreating
laid omt

SR EDRt wonid. tide: you | & servant faitifful to the last. It may | dred virtues which the idle never kmsw.
Eharben th : thie tafl traln, shot off the switoh | —Charles Kingsley.
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with which youv eplit the head of | and twnbling In long reverberation
Who helped | down the embankment—crash! erash!
I know not the time; I know not the
mode; but the days of our life are be-
Ing eubtracted away and we shall come
Who helped [ down to the time when we have but
ten days left, then nine days, then
elght days, then seven days, skx days, |
five days, four days,' three days, two
kindling fire? When the night of the | days, one day. Then hours: three !

hours, two hours, one hour, Then only |
minutes left; five minutes, four min-
utes, three minutes, two minutes, one

Jesus Is the anchor that always holds.

just how you stood In the world. But | bung up amid the gloom of the gath- |
there came complications. Homething | ¢ring night!
Imagined Impossible hap-
pened. The best friend you had proved

You are almost through with the

It Is toward | as evening bour to the exhausted work-
man. The sky will take on its sunset

figured; delicate mista climbing the alr,

pulses will beat it; your Joya will ring

e =

Home's lnflusnon
The Christian Ouardian gives utter-

“A bank official, apeaking of the de-

e —

A Christtan's Misslon,

Gad's Plante
We are as yet only the roots of a fo-
Ara - ture beantiful plant. The best man or
| weman | sonly a shoot a little way out
of the ground. We are God's plants,
God’s flowera. Be sure that He will
help wa to unfold into something se-

Jesus is the light of the world and of

Jesus Is the light that is never eclipged.
Jesus ig the fountaln that is never ex- | rla (not at all good looking) in the same

abuge and backbiting of enemles. They
traitor to your |nterests. A sudden | will eall you no more by evil names,
crash of national misfortunes pros- | Your good deeds will no longer be mis-
You may today be | interpreted nor your honor fllched. The
going on in business, but you feel anx- | troubles of earth will end In the telicl- |
lous about where you are gtanding, and | tles! Toward evening! The bereave-
fear that the next turning of the wheel | ments of earth will soon be lifted. You
will bring you prostrate. You foreseo | will not much longer stand pouring
what you consider certaln defalcation. | your griet in the tomb, like Rachel
You think of the angulsh of telling | weeping for her children or David
your friends you are not worth a dollar, | mourning for Absalom. Broken heartas
You know not how you will ever bring | bound up. Wounds healed. Tears
your children home from school. You | wiped away. Sorrows terminated, No
wonder how you will stand the selling | more sounding of the dead march! To-
of your library or the moving Into a | ward evening. Death will come, aweol
plainer houss, The misfortunes of life | a8 slumber to the eyellds of the babe,
bave accumulated. You wonder what | aa full rations to a starving soldler,
makes the aky so dark.
evening.

Trouble Is an apothecary that mixes | Elow, every cloud a fire-psalm, every
a great many draughts, bitter and sour | /2ke a glassy mirror; the forests trans-
and naveeous, and you must drink
some one of them. Trouble puts up a | YOUr friends will announce It; your
great many packs, and you must carry
some one of them. There s no sandal | !t; Your lips will whisper it: “Toward
80 thick and well adjusted but some | *vening!”

thorn will strike throagh It. There la
no sound so aweet but the undertak-
er'n screw-driver grates through It. In

this ewift shuttle of the human heart
some of the threads must break. The :I?“:' the following excellent appli-

ATTEND ASCOT TRACK.

S i

(London Letter.)

England and that the majority of them

day and Friday of this week. To head

| lovely ag a fairy book princess in robes
| of shimmering gray silk with a small
ibunnet touched with pink and violet
on her graceful head, outlined sharply
' black and white chiffon-draped parasol.
' And then there was pretty little Prin-
, cesa Maud, in cool-looking black and
' white, and her sister, Princess Victo-

' combination. If you take the whole
. list of names from Debrett's Peerage,
@ good sprinkling of selections from
| the Almanach de Gotha, and a repre-
| sentative contingent from the lists of
| County Familles, and you will get an
excellent ldea of the brilllant gather-
Ing that assembled on each of the four
days to watch the running of the most
fashionable races of the year. One of
the prettiest gowns I saw in the royal
Inclosure was specially admirable be-
cause of Itg comparative simplicity,
| most of the tollettes I noticed erring on
 the side of over elaboration. The cos-
tume that earned my critical attention
| was a very flne grass lawn with ap-
| pliqued Renalssance lace over rose-
pink satin, the lace being deep and par-
|H-.':ullrlzr handsome at the foot of the
| skirt. The bodlce was accordeon-
F pleated chiffon, the applique grass lawn
:I’urml!: a smart little jacket with
| basque. Round the walst was a wide
| rose-pink mirolr velvet belt fastened
iwllh eight small paste butions. The
glecves were made tight of accordeon-

I‘ph-ltrd chiffon, and large bows of
' grass lawn caught with paste buckles
| falling over them. This particularly
 striking costume wan completed by an
enormous Leghorn hat with pink roses
lald around the brim and surmounted
by white feathers and Paradlse plumes,

Fortunately the girl upon whom this
pink and white excellence was ex-

falcation of one of the clerks, recently | LY. She carried, to complete the perfect
made this suggestive remark: ‘Had 1| eMect of the whole, A huge parasol of
known he had not a happy home I | rose-pink satin draped with grass lawn

And ought not to disregard. It is to- | would not have kept him In so respon- |

| and running over with little frills of

wible & position.’ There Is involved (n | lace and fringed with tiny rosebuds.
Oh, then, for Jesus to abide with us. | this remark a truth of widest applica- | The handle was of Ivory set with coral,
He sweetens the cup. He extracta the | tlon. The home Is the basis of all iife. | and a big bunch of pink roses was tled
He wipea the tear. He hushes | A bappy home |8 essential to urﬂr-"
He soothes the soul that [ and success in every department of |
| could have been more excellent than a
ltnil-rtm worn by a lady who waa In the

Duke and Duchesa of Marlborough's

In this world of evil, where sn many | party, It (the gown) waa of the palest

unholy influences breathe about us, it |
is the Christlans’ mission to be pure; |
to t“-p thomeelven “unmttﬂd from tha E A rather 'I'IHD""‘I' tone of the same color.
ens to lead the way. Bleased all such. world.” Do you ask. how is this pos- |
sible? Christ can keep you. If God ean |
comfort them, his light cheer them, | make a little plant so that no dast can |

stain its whiteness, can He not by His F lace, while the walsi was encircled by a

renely fair, nobly perfect, ifnot In this
life, then In another. If He temches na

seolding and complaining. |
not to be satisfied till we have fini hed
d not want to m "
But yet T wonl n ake this our work, He will not be satisfled until l

I love to wateh .
the clonds, and bathe my soml in the g:r:‘: finished His.—James Freemap |

bine sea of heaven; but I expect when
the firmament s rolled away as a scroll
to eee 4 new heaven, grander, higher
and more glorions, You ought to be
willing to exchange your body that has
headaches and sideaches
nesses innnmerable, that Hmps with
the stonebruise, or festers with the
thorn, or flames on the funeral pyre
of fevers, for an incorruptible body and
an eye that blinks not before the jas-
per gates and the great white throne.
But between that and this there f& an
hour about which no man should be
reckless or foolhardy. 1 doubt not your
courage, but [ tell you that yom will

want something better than a strong
arm, & good aim and a trusty sword | tific men will admit that there must be

when you come to your last battle | something bevond this present life of
You will need a better robe than any |ours. The theory of evolution s now
you have in your wardrobe to keep you | being accepted by all leaders of gcience,
warm in that place.
Cireumstanceas do not make so much | We see [t is that there must be another
It may be a bright day |!ife beyond for which we are being
when you push off from the planet, | prepared. The doctrine of immortality
or it may be a dark night and while | I now popularly accepted. —Rev, Henry

The Art of Lifte
Science has already done a vast
amount of detached work for the Im-
provement of life. But ahe s now be-
ginning to go to work m:tructlrelr-
on the life of man na a whole. She s
beginning to recognize that all the
sciences exist for the supreme scl-
ence, the sclence of life. Out of this
supreme science is to come some day
the supreme art, the art of life.—Rav. ,
W. R. Taylor, Preabyterian, Rochester,

and weak-

Evolntian.
The time must come when all selen.

and the only Imterpretation of life as

Blanchard, Universalist, Portland, Me.

The Gift of Reaponsibility.
Thank God every morning when yon

pended waa tall and exceedingly pret-

close Lo the end.
Then, In the way of gowns, nothing

tinge of mauve lawn, printed with tiny
black figures and worn over a lining of

Round the edge of the akirt were six
nairow flounces, all bunched together,
of the mauve lawn, edged with black

deep belt of black satin, fastening In

gilver get with great turquoises. The
bodice waa of the mauve lawn, hat the
whole front of it and a pointed yoke-
shaped plece Iin the back was heavily
embroidered with turqnoises, outlined
with aflver and jet.

Around the throat waa a broad haad
of bright blue satin ribbon, above
which was a full ruMe of black laee
The sleeves were quite tight from wrist
te shoulder, and were of the mauve

MIS8 ENID WILSON.

muslin, shirred and drawn up into a
slight puff on the sghoulders, from
which fell emall frills of the hlack lace.
Black gloves and a big black hat, in
which waved purple orchids and black
feathers, with a big buckle of silver
and turquoise defining the crown on
the laft gide, and holding a band of tar-
quoise blume miroir velvet. With thia
lovely gown was carried a large parasol
of black Ince closely frilled inside and
out, over a lining of brilliant blne silk.
The whole effect was as extraordinary
As it was harmonious. The Duchess of
Marlborough [ was able o see very dis-
tinetly, for she did not move about
much, but her gown was all bloe and
white, very frilly and diaphanous look-
Ing, with an immense ruffle about her
throat and a huge black hat tilted
rather far forward over heér quaint Iit-
tle face. The Duchess of Sutherland
waa much en evidence, as usual, look-
ing pretty and artistic in ecream-col-

BEAUTY AT THERACES

ENGLAND'S FAIREST WOMEN

Loadon Dressmakers Agitated — The
Frincess Maud to lHave Ier Trous-
sean Mades in Paris=—The Book of
Henuty —Gosslp of Fashlionable Women.

OME people claim
that Englishwomen
1 are the ugliest
"V iy women in the
e | @ ) world—taken, of
' - A course, im bulk.
%! Other authorities
F assert, on the other
hand, that they are
the prettlest. I will
take a fair medi-
um course and say

that there are many pretty women in

seem to have assombled on Ascot race
eourse on Tuesday, Wednesday, Thurs-

all the beautles there was, of course,
the Princesa of Wales, who looked as

. agalnst the cireling background of her

the danghter of the Marquis of Or.
monde, a perfect type of an Irish girl
tall, splendidly formed; with lmpid
gray-green eyes and a mass of curly
hair, brown in the shade and gold
where the sun seirikes it. And then
there la that other lovely voung dp-!
hutante, Miss Enid Wilson, the|
danghter of Mr. and Mra. Charles Wijl-
gon and the niece of Mr, and Mra. Ar-
thuar Wilson, of Tranby-Croft fame.
And then there (8 the Countess of
Huontingdon, who was also a Wlilson-
Miza Mand Wilson—but no relation te
Miss Enid Wileon. Lady Huntingdon
ia tall and slender, with blue eyes and
dark halr. She s remarkable more
fer her grace and charm of manner
than for her apeecial beanty of feature.
Mr. Anderson’s picture, without hav-
ing idealized her, gives the compilers
of the "beauty book™ every reason for
ineluding her in this colleotion of love-
ly women. Another lovely picture that
Mr. Anderzon has jnst completed is
that of Countess Eugene Kinaky, It
shows the shoulera of the pretty Hun-
garian enveloped In clouds of flmy
ganze, her head thrown back, the chin
alightly lifted. There la no coloring in
the composition, only the yellowish
tone of the hair, the red of the lips and
the soft pink of the cheeka giving re-
Hef to the almost neutral tint of the
rest of the picture., The effect s quite passes on the cable road.
tovely, and the face looks out from
ita ganzy, colorlesa surronndings like
a flower. But I might go on forever
about Mr. Anderson, hla studio and the
lovely women he painta, for they are
all attractive suhjects, and none more
80 than the artist himself,

There [s much weeping and gnash-
Ing oi teeth among many of the smart
dressmakers in London, for it s evl-
dent that Princess Maud Is not patron-
izing “home-mnade"” gowns, bonnets or
lingerie for her trousseau. She has a
distinct preference for Paris-made ar-
ticles, and so the orders from Marlbor-
ough house to the various establish-
ments have not been speclally gener-
ous. General consternation also pre-
vails In the newspaper world, eape-
elally in that portion of it where *illus-
trated articles” are a specianlty, It 18
sald that the Princess of Wales means
to adopt the game measures used by
the Duchess of Teck when “Princess
May" married the Duke of York. At
thut time all the royal trousseau was
made in London, and, as is usual under
the circumstances, two weeks before
the ceremony mnotificatlons were sent
around to the different illustrated pa-
pers by the various firms who were in-
trusted with the preparation of the cor-
beille that the royal trousseau was
ready for inspection.

It is said nuw’ that the Princess of
Wales means to adopt the same course
in reference to her daughter's trous-
seau, and the ladles’ papers are walt-
ing with bated breath for the issulng
of such an order. Of course to “dress"
royalty Is a great advertisement for a
dressmaker, and, therefore, when they
find that nothing in the way of illustra-
tion of their confections may appear
in any newspapers their joy is greatly f

COUNTESS HUNTINGTON,

damped, A royal order does not by .
any means Imply that royally Is going

WILD HORSES IN AUSTRALIA.

The Methods Employed to Capiure Theas
Anlmals.

As a rule the herds number Irom ten
to twelve, made up of mares and one
etulilon, rays Chambers’ Journal. No
stallion will allow another siallion in
Lis herd, and stubborn fights frequently
occur beiween horses owing to this.
The Leaten males, after being expelled,
joln herds exclusively of stallions. On
any herd being sighted by huniers, a
good idea can generally be formed by
the exnerlenced man as to which route
the animals will take in their way to
the rugged hills, for which they inva-
riably make when disrupted. A scheme
ls mapped out to cut them off, if possi-
ble, and the party scatters, each to taka
up his allotted poszition. Of course,
while doing this, every adviantage I8
taken of the natural inequalities of the
ground, 80 as to escape observation.
When the nlarm {8 given, however, all
need for caution is at an end, and each
hunter putg his steed to full gallop.
The stallion, the head of the herd,
boldly comes out to meet him and en-
deavors to distract attention from the
reat.

In eome rare Instances he is lassoed
and captured at once, but he generally
manages to rejoin his wives, which by
this time have trooped into single file,
with his favorite mare in the lead.
Should the herd be turned and get into
difficulties, the stallion takes up his po-
sitlon in the van, and the great ob-
Ject Ig to cut him off from the rest.
Should thls be accomplished, both he
and the mares become confused, and
the lassoers often manage to take two
or three per man, Instances have been
known where a horse has been thrown
to the ground by the hunter's giving a
violent jerk to the znimal’'s tail when
the horse was making an abrupt turn.
When this quarry Is brought down,
either by this method or the use of the
lasso, the rider jumps from his steed,
whipe a “blinder” (a handkerchief Is
used when there s nothing else pro-
curable) over the prostrate horse's eyes
and straps up one¢ of his forelegs se-
curely. If this ls properly done the
animal may safely Le left “until called
for,” for no horse thus eecured can
atray far,

Should a man be so unlucky as to
capture a branded horse or a foal run-

topay the biggest pricea for everything.
Princesses usually recognize their own |
vaiue very well, and a trousseau s fre- |

quently supplled to a princess at a

cheaper rate than it would be to an or- f
dipary person because of the advertise- |
ment thal is sure to accrue from such a I
distinetion. |
Naturally quite the lovellest thing
that hag been produced In recent years |
is “The Book of Heauty,” about which |
there has been auch a lot of :unﬂpli
lately, Bome of the pretilest women |
and most artistic pictures in the vol- |
ume have been painied by that junllri
well-known artist, Mr. Percy Anderson. |
whose portarilts in water colors have

come o be conaldered very much "“the |
thing™ among the moat f(ashionable
people In London, He has painted |
most of the most beautiful women ol

the day and his succesa as a portrail |
painter has been as rapld as It has |
heen well-deserved. He livea in A moail

attractive house close to Regent’s park |

and s, by the way, an earnest advo- |

cate of the bicyele. Hia atudlo In quite
unique and remarkably pretty. It was
originally the hrick-paved “yard” ol
the house, hut he has built It in with »
gElasa roofl and deep-windowed walla

and the result ia a spacions and well- |
lighted siudio. Here In a deep Ingle. |

nook s a great fireplace, the dark a:lullulrI
woodwork and erimson hangings form- |
ing an adimirable contrast to the wealth |
of light that poura throngh the llnrmi
paned celling. One of the walls Ia the |
original “garden wall,” and up its |
aide traverses the green luxariance of |
a fig tree, and the effect of color and
freahness Is as pretly as it is original
A fAight of stairs leads to a hllt!ﬂl,rl
overlooking this curlous room, In
which abound lovely pletures, rare
crrockery, masses of lowers and an en-
tire restfulnesa and reposafulness ol |
aspect that I3 conducive to an un-

raffled frame of mind.

Lady Beatrice Buller, for exampie

ANNE MORTON LANE.

ored muslin over white silk. J

ning with a branded mare, he cannot
keep It, but all others become the prop-
erty of the hunter, and after they un-
dergo a rough-and-ready process of
breaking in, are sold at prices ranging
from 258. to £25. The latter figure ls,
however, seldom reached, unless In the
case of  exceptionally fine stalllons.
Gireat numbers of these horses die from
sinrvatlon in the winter tlme, but stiil
the herds ahow no zigns of diminution.
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EURNS' LOVE FOR HIS WIFE. §

A Bad Waste of Fapular Bympathy for
“Mighland Mary.*™

“Burns has been hotly assalled be-
canse of his alleged Indifference to his
wife (Jean Armour), but the fact ia he
was ardently fondof her. Jean was true
to him, and his true affection neter
really turned from her, Jean wor-
shiped him-—Iiterally worshiped him.
And when we study her devoted Jile we
must agree that there must have boen
munch that was admirable In the char-
acter of a man who was adoresl by so
frue A& woman. Burna’  blographers

| have paid too scanty altention te all

this. There Ia no use In apologizing
of the defects of Bobhie's lite, bul there
Is such a thing as Insisting too heavily
upon them. * * * Too muwch has
been made in the thonsand stories of
Burns® life of the "Highland Mary’ epl-
scde, and too little of what he really
felt for Jean Armour, and of Jean's In-
tense loyalty to him and devoled care
of him. The real facts ahout Highland
Mary will never be known. They com-
prise the one eplsode of Burna' 1ife
which s velled In mystery. But one
can study the poet’sa life closely enough
to sea that the persecution which In the
early days seemed to hopelessly separ-
ate him from love drove him to High-
land Mary for solace, and that Mary's
sudden death idealized that Highland
lassie In his memory. There was not
much more to it, and Jean never trou-
bled herself about It. There has been
a sad wasie of popular sympathy over
Highland Mary. It ts to loyal Jean our
thoughta should turn. Burns’ love for
her and for her children wis very
greal. That |a a pleasing picture of
him handed down by one who saw him
‘'sitting ip the summer evening at his
door with als little danghter in his
arms, dangling her, and singing to her,
and trying to elicit her mental facul-
ties." The little girl died in the antumn
of 1795, when her father's health was
failing.”"—Arthur Warren, in Ladies’
Home Journal.

Holst by His Owa Patard, =

Casey (confidentially to the foreman)
—"“Of've bin afther watchin’ Kerrigan
fer th' lasht two hours, an’ divil a
shiroke ny wur-ruk hoz he done [n

all that tolme.” Foreman—"Be hivina'
Kerrigan wuz fust afther eomin® t* me
wi’ th’ same infermatiow abont yersiif.
Yez are bote discharged, fer watchin’
instid av wor-rkin"."—Puck.

Naver Baw Them.
Student of Human Natnre—You

come In contact with all kinds of peo-
ple, I suppose? “L" Chopper—Yes, sir:
all except one kind. Student of Hn-
man Nature (interested)—Indeed! Who
are they? "L Chopper—Them aa has

Nt Necowary.
Bighead—"Men didn’t commIit guleide

as frequently In olden times as they do
now.”

Cynicns—""No. The men who made

history relieved them of the nezessity.”
""'Tmth¢




