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I will calm its frensy. 1 will wash. off § It With jalbs, BCe

s pollution. I will become Incarnat- | He kug) | TWIRE NG -
ed. T will take on my shoulders and'f 8ot for axcharging ‘Seles
upen my brow and into my heart the Jfor B thiehen rRYRINET)
consequences of that world's misbe- | dared Tred all and ¢
bavior. I start now, and between my | |
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FOR THE WORLD'S DISEN-
THRALLMANT.
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A Sermon Repecially Appropriate lll!
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S0 imventory of

ki - New Year's K, and at home. This
g At ‘EEF @ a cozy littlen of mine, just as it

looks now, qui eclipses anything I

| _@ver see at the b; books, pipes, easy
._' ehairs, a cheer fire

In the grate;
plctures, busts, y well-beloved etch-
lngs all about t walls.

What's the tter with you, old
are you taking an
surroundings on
year? HEverybody
of them, don’t you
know, for you 8d very little time
in thelr mldst, s some provoking
little volce. (Wer If it's my com-

wclence.)

" this last night
thinks you are

g e “Bosethy 1s uppirs, the servants
¥,

e Oyil. as #00n she finishes the

g of a butf on Johnnle's re-
fractory trousers | will come down,
she says, and wa'the old year out,
being evidently W pleased over the
progpect of a clujght of our own,
s little “Home, 8t Home" sort of
an arrangement.

It seems that ynje is the only
member of our not & member of
a club, Dorothy ply holds on to
the little shaver Bye collar, tied to
I-'Iﬂ'ﬂllﬂlllﬁ_udlllll‘lld
of It

Can 1 ever forgep day when our

|

THIS 18 A COZY I'LE DEN,

» @aighborhood took odydden quiet?
The question aroee, s are those
boys? Dorothy and 1 |all about It,
for were we not Inv o become
honorary members of} clud, “The
Oliapodrida’™ We bhelto foot the
bills and evinced AR watl In the
affairs of the club; Wt them ten
eants to buy material gegt an old
worn-out chalr; another
Itemn; twenty-five lamber,
ots., and last, but not, and that
which ecanned Duntln suffering,
wers sundry pleces of 4o be fur-
aished with all the panpalia of a
trapese arrangement, patory to
meanderings aloft, all cased
a rush of blood to d, an 1
thought of these venly, boys
three of them at worki eypert.

Erarity,

menting with the cent
walking on their heads; the ob-

jective point apparently,

We are happlly rejoicling days,
Mowever, In A more rectiypant of
the family eradle, who 5 walks
fodt downward after hion of
mortads .

As time goes on, thjidren’s
pouthful exploits, with gscom-
panying worries of theiry fade
inte oblivion, as the morygy as.
pect confronta na

The Ollapodrida membt my
tamily dave taken unto \iyee

TRHT
:

'I sort of “We fellows at the club’

or—7? Here It Is under my forefinger:
“A Bhadow."” It reads:

I said to myself if I were dead,
What would befall these children?t
What would be
Their fate, who are now looking up
to me
help and furtherance? Thelr
lives,
I sald,
Would it be a volume wherein I have
read
But the first chapters, and no long-
er see
To read the rest of thelr dear history
8o full of beauty and so full of dresd.
Be comforted; the world is very old,
And generations pass, as they have
passed,
A troop of shadows moving with the
sun;
Thousands of times has the old tale
been told;
The world belongs to those who
" come the last,
They will find hope and strength as
we have done.

For

Was ever answer sent o » mortal
man more clearly?

| think 1I'm sent for; there's some-
thing old Father Time after
me, surely. Here Is the very aaswer
to my dismails as to those boys and
their doings. But here comes Dorothy,
slnging, apparently in a very cheerful
mood,

“This |Is perfectly lovely, George
Augustus.

“Johnnie's trousers are all right for

tomorrow, and I have been looking
Over my preclons tUn box, and | fad
such lovely bits of literature ard all
BOTEN, suppose we look them over to-
night.”

Perhaps Dorothy noticed an unusual
¢ipreasion on my manly countenance,
for she paused and sald: “What are
you thinking about? What has this
old year been saying to you? Are you
baving a retroapective sort of revival
meeting all by yourself™

“Only a fow |deas have struck me,
Dorothy. | rather like this den of
mine, especially tonight., and one or
two articles In these books here seem
to have been written especially for me,
and an uncomfortable |little
has beem guestioning me.

atrikes me that we, you |

driftad apart rather more

dreamed we could. Thers has

alr
And manner about me, that 1 really
think mow, as [ sit here, has been »
foolishness on my part that 1 ahal?
endeavor to discontinwe: a sort of
desire t0 be ‘in with the boys’ and
‘off with my wife' [ hope, Dorothy,

that you do not think my past s

upon.
"0, m0,” Dorothy replied, with some-

thing of a twinkle In her eyes; “bdut,
then, you know, you might be more
of a saint, If you tried, dear.”

“And perhapes, most noble and ador-
able (my temper rising) snd twen-
tieth century wite, If 1 shownid give up
my Sunday eveanings at the elub, pos-
sibly you may be willing to sacrifics a
few of thoss Insafferable ‘tens” and
bring an appetite uncontaminated with
Such diet as sipping frappes, Russianm

teas and chocolats t0 a respectable,
coxy dimner with your George Augns-
tos; and,” (pansing for breath) “dom’t
be angry; couldn’'t yon leave out that |
tiresome, quarrelsome card party and
AWAlt my return with anruffled nerves
for Instance, meet me at the door Joat

really a dreadfnl one to look hﬂ'

43 you used to do, little wife?™ (grow-
ing a little more tender).

“Why, whatever can be the matter
with yon. Georgs Angustus? It 1is
only a cpise of too many clubs In the
family, that

Send them wings, O guardian angels,
and give me sight,
I cannot read the all of their dear his-
tory,
Vanish old year;
Forward, the new!
~—Detroit Free Press.

Ghe Netw Year JSpirit.
The return of New Year's day in-

vites many people to the most somber
Undoubtedly most of us

reflections.

enter upon the new year fis
faith, faith in God and faith
selves through His help. It

as certain as anything can be
now year will bring us

ences. Our courage, our capaeity
endurance, our steadiness of
and-power of resistance is to
At the end of the year we

by the former. Let us belleve that we
are not golng to fall and we have taken
A long step towards success. When
another New Year's day comes around
We are golng to be able to reckon selld
galos In character won through the
mmmuum.m—'-
cles of the year's experisnce —Beston
Watchman.

We've journeyed om together many
daya,

_lll mow bebold the parting of our

ways
Is very near:
With thoughts of mingled gladnane
and of dread,
I see the winding way that | must
tread
To Future Lands;
For thes awaits the realm of shadows
deep -
Bllent land of years that lle

asleap
With folded handa.

Good-bye, old year!
lhmnmmnmm—-
A few more words that waks the

throbbing heart

To hope and fear;

A farewell amile, a lingering ciasp of
hand,

Ere thou shailt lis within the shadotw-
land

All slently;

The while 1 haste a glad sew year to

The

r

rreet,
The while 1 journey en with memories

swant
Old year, of thes

Good-bye, old year!
Alas, not haif I feit or knew i1l now
How kind and brave amd true a friend
wart thou;
For ah, twice dear
A loved oge reems when comes the
darkened day
lHpe all tremmlous
must sy
A last good-bye;
Yet, thoungh thy friendly face po mors
I ses,
The memoriea sweet my heart has kept

of thee
—Aliea Jean Cleator.
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Trage.
“1 shall not see you till another year

Has dawned,” he sald.
Oh, fickle mald! she tarned not pale

with fear— L

She langhed instead. LI
This seemsa a tragic lay, till we remem-
bet
it occurred the thirty-first day of De-
ecember,

the Christuns Senson—The WMlssion nf
the Bavigur of the World—¥Vroaof That
God s Love.

(Copyright, 1500, Louis XKlopsch, N. Y.)
- Washington, Dec. 28.—In this dis-
course Dr. Talmage describes In & new
way the sacrifices made for the world's
disenthralment and deliverance. His
text is I. John iv., 16, “God Is love.”

Perilous undertaking would it be to
attempt a comparison between the at-
tributes of God. They are not like a
mountain range, with here and there
a higher peak, nor like the ocean, with
here and there a profounder depth. We
cannot measure infinitles, We would
not dare to say whether his omnipo-
tence, or omniscience, or omnipresence,
or Immutability, or wisdom, or justice,
or love is the greater attribute, but
the one mentioned in my text makes
deeper impression upon us than any
other. It was evidently a very old
man who wrote the chapter from
which I take the text. John was not
In his dotage, as Prof, Eichhorn assert-
ed, but you can tell by the repetitions
In the epistle and the rambling style
and that he called grown people “little
children” that the author was probably
&n octogenarian. Yet Paul, in mid-
life mastering an audience of Athenfan
eritics on Mars hill, sald nothing
stronger or more important than did
the venerable John when he wrote the
three words of my text, “God s love.”

Indeed the older one gets the more
he appreciates this attribute. The
harshness and the combatlveness and
the severity have gome out of the old
man, and he Is more lenlent and aware
of his own faults, ls more disposed to
make excuses for the faults of others,
and he frequently ejaculates. “Poor
buman nature!” The young minister
preached three sermons on the justice
of (iod and one on the love of God. but
when he got old he preached three
sermons on the love of God and one on
the justice of God,

- CUhrist's Dessent is Earth,

If high intelligences looked down and
saw what was going on they must have
prophesied extermination, complete ex-
termination, of these offenders of Jeho-
vah. But no! Who Is that coming
out of the throne room of heaven?
Who s that coming ont of the palarns
of the eternal® It In the Son of the
Emperor of the universe. Down the
stalrs of the high heavena he comen
till he reaches the cold air of a Decem-

bleatings of sheep and (he lowing of
cattle and the moaning of camels and
the banter of the herdamen takes his
Arst aleep on earth and for 13 yrars
Invites the wandering raece to return
to God and happiness and heaven
They were the longest 33 years ever

Intelligences. what Impatience to get
him back! The Infinite Father looked
down and saw hils Son slapped and
&pit on and supperiess and homeloss,
And them, amid horrors that made the
noonday heavens turm black In (he
face, his body and soul parted. And
all for what? Why allow the Crown
Prince to come on such an errand and
endure such sorrows and dle snch a
death?

race to put down Its antipathies and
resistance. It was because "God Iy
love.”

Now, thers la nothing beantiful In a
shipwreek. We go down to look at
the battered and split hulk of an old
ehip on Long Mland or New Jerney
coaat. It exeltes our Intersst Wa
wonder when and how it came sshore
and whether it wag the recklessness

bar night In Palestine and amid the |

kmown Iin heaven. Among many high |
' the goddess of wisdom:

It waa to Invite the human |

| and Pekin.

arrival at Bethlehem and my ascent
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from Olivet I will weep their tears and | no:

suffer their griefs and dle thelr death.
Farewell, my throne, my crown, my
scepter, my angelic environment, my
heaven, till I have finished the work
and come back!™ God was never con-
quered but once, and that was when he
was conquered by his own love. “Ood
Is love™
Christ the Comforter.

If one paragraph of the creed seems
to take you, like a child, out of the
arms of a father, let the next para-
graph put you in the arms of a moth-
er. “As one whom hls mother com-
forteth, so will I comfort you.” Oh,
what a mother we have In God' And
my text Is the lullaby sung to us when
we are Ill, or when we are maltreated,
or when we are weary, or when we are
trying tq do better, or when we are be-
reft, or when we ourselves lle down to
the last sleep. We feel the warm cheek
of the mother against our cheek, and
there sounds in it the hush of many
mothers: “God Is love.”

This was the reason the Bible was
written. The world needs no inspired
page to tell it that God will chastise
sin, for that is proved In the life of
many an offender, You ecan look
through the wicket of any prison and
see the fact which the world under-
stood thoceands of years before Bolo-
mon wro.> (t—""The way of the trans-
Eressor s hard.” The world needed
no Bible to tell it that God i omnlpo-
tent, for any one who has seen Mont
Blanc or Niagara or the Atlantle ocean
in a cyclone knows that. The world
needed no Bible to tell it of God's wis-
dom, for everything, from a spider's
web to the upholstery of a summer's
sunset, from the globe of dewdrop to
the rounding of a world, declares that
But there was one secret about God
that was wrapped up In a seroll of
parchment, and It stald there untfl
apostollic hand unrolled that seroll,
and let out upon the world the start-
ling fact, which It could never have
surmised, never guessed, never expect-
ed, that he loved our human race 0
ardently that he will pardon sin and
subdue the offender with a divie kiss
and turn foaming malafactors Inte
worshipers before the throme. Oh, 1
am 0 glad that the secret s out and
thal It ean never agaln be velled' Tell
It to all the sinning, suffering. lying
race; tell It In song and sermon, on
canvas, and In marble, on arch and
plilar; tell It all around the sarth—
“God In love. ™

The Domisailen of Fear

Notlee that the wiseat men of the na-
tions for thousands of years did not
Amid their ldolatries, make something
to represent Lthis feeling, this emotion
They had a Jove, representing might:
Neptune, the god of the sen: Minerva,
Venus, the
goddess of base appetite: Ceres. the
goddess of corn, and an Odin, an an
Owiria, and & THan, and a Juggernaut,

| and whole pantheons of gods and god-

desses, but no shrine, no carved lmage,
no sculptured form has suggested a
god of pure love Thal waa heyond
human brain. It took a Ood to think
that, a God to project that, a God let
dgwn from heaven to achleve that
Fear Ia the dominant thought in all

| talse religions. For that the devotses

eut themeelves with lances and swing
on iromn hooks and fall under wheels
and hold np the right arm so long that
they cannot take it down. Fear, brut-
ish fear! Put love ia the §neen 1n our
religion. For that we bulld temples
For that we kneel at our altars. For
that we contribute our alma. For that
martyrs suffered at Brussels market-
place and at Lucknow and Cawnpur
That will yet bejewel the
round earth and put it an emerald om
the great, warm, throbbing heart of
Ood

FProof That Ged Is Lave.

Do you want more proof that “God
in love?" Yea, disintereated love No
compensation for {ts bestowal. No re-
ward for its sacrifices. But 1 call that
back. The world 4id pay Mm. It paid
him om Calvary, pald him with bram-

bles on' the brow and four spikesa two

for the hands afMl two for the feet, and
one spear for the side near the heart:
pald him In execration; pald him with
straw pillow in a barn and & c¢foss on
a bill; paid him with a third of & con-

scourging on the ok, a

mobs, but s R0
dors of soul, in true surrénder o BN
and love to the God thst miade SR
and the Christ who ransomed e, W
the eternal spirit who by regeRereting

L

out, clothed In whits, led on Sy N

high priest wearing s miter an Bsodil®

tering breast plate g




