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CHAPTER XVIII. -iConiliH...«l )
Mr. Parsons had |><-«*ii IlNtenliiK to tb 

Cdiivcr-ntlun, wit), a Niiprnilioiis Mii.-.-r 
hia fact*. “Ob, M r. Jerome is quite 

rlah t, he said, in In» usual draw ling  
iniiniHT. "Mb«. looked awfully frightened."

Htafford felt greatly Inclined to daub 
Ma liat in the ap««aki'r*w face. Hut the 
cold |e*ra|ilrn lIon w«» atnrting from every 
pore, and he felt sl«*k nt heart aa he aak 
e<| the question, “ Old you speak to her?”

Aa I told you,” continued Jerome, “I 
pressed forward na ««»on «a 1 maw her, hut 
the moment »lie aet her tyes upon me, 
ehe hurried into the carriage, and the old 
man after her. The servant hung<*d the 
door. I ran up to the window, hut It 
««« pulle«| down In my face, and the car­
riage started. Had I Ihmoi a little more 
prefiared for no suddenly meeting her, ahe 
Would not have eecajied me quil« so 
easily,"

“Hut what could you have «lone?** Bak­
ed Htafford.

Hhown her up la-fora all her s*r 
rants. ”

Hut If  »he Ik- really the person you I*- 
Here, I should suppose h«-r friends would 
I *  quite w illin g  to well remunerate you to 
hnah the matter up.”

" I t  la not money I want, hut revenge,*’ 
answered Jerome, savagely.

Well, we,|; |et ua drop the subject,” 
said Htafford. abruptly. “After all, it 1» 
nothing to me. Hut I wish to sjH-ak to 
you on a little matter of ,>u»lm-aa alone 
for a few minutes, ( ’an wo not go Into 
your bedroom?**

Aa soon aa they were closeted alone, 
Htafford gave way to the agitation that 
ever mastered him. “Jerome," ho said, 
with trembling voice and II;*«. “ I did not 
wish those fellows to know that I had 
any Interest In tlw affair, hut I have 
the dee|M*at. Jerome, we have tx -etl f r ie n d s  
now of some years standing, and I be­
lieve we have a sincere liking for each 
other at least, I «-an speak for myself. 
Let me, then conjure you. If you have the 
smallest particle of respect for tne, do 
not molest thia lady; leave the affair In 
toy hand». You do not know how much 
my happines« or mlaery depends upon 
the Issue."

“Why, tny dear fellow, what alia you?” 
cried Jerome. “You don’t mean to say 
that this woman has wound her toila 
round you? If so, the greatest fav«rr I 
could do you would I»* to unmask her, 
anU ewre you of such an Infatuation."

“Do not speak of her In that way; I 
cannot endure to hear It." eiclalmed Htsf 
ford, passionately. "If you knew her as 
1 do, a being so Utterly Opposed to the 
Vile etiquette by whom you Were deceived, 
you would Jierceive, like myerlf, how lm 
J» «a I hie It Is tbnt she should lie the same 
person. Now, listen to me. During the 
last two days I haw liecn using every 
means to trace the woman whom you 
knew as Katie iMran."

"You !” ejaculated Jerome,
“My motive lu doing m i I had intended 

to keep secret until, nt least, I had ob­
tained some «due; hut what I have heard 
In your studio renders such secrecy itni*<«« 
sihle." Then Htafford went «in to tell 
how he had discovered the picture of Clr«* 
to lie in the |H»sMe»»ion of Sir I,nun«s* 
Penrhyddyn ; how he had made a aketah 
of It. and traced the picture dealer who 
had sold It.

Jerome listened to every word with the 
most profound astonishment, never once 
Interrupting the s|»eaker.

“Thia mystery I was determined to 
Solve,” Htafford continued. “Even now 
there Is a strange, half defined Men float­
ing In my brain, at present too Inexplica­
ble to lie sj*oken o f ; hut it s a clue that 
1 shall follow up. Trust to inc, Jerome; 
you know I am not enslly turned naide 
from any undertaking I «nice engng«* In 
and I pledge you my houor that if she 
be (he delinquent, which I will stake my 
•oul she is not, you n«-ed not fear that I 
will shield her."

"There’s my hand upon the hargnln, 
cried Jerome. "I am heartily sorry that 
you should take any Interest In this worn 
an, who Is Katie Doran as sure am you 
stand there. Hut alnce you wlah It, the 
matter shall be put aside for a time; and 
now let ua go bach to the boya.”

"No, not now." replied Stafford. “Who 
Is that fellow, Parsons, you introduced me 
to? Where did you pick him up?”

"Oh, I haw met him In different places, 
nnd. of late, he has taken to coming 
here."

Htafford left the houee in a miserably 
depressed state of mind. There was some 
thing terrible In three ever-accumulating 
proofs. Bravely he fought Against and 
cast out every doubt ; but the struggle 
was a sore one.

CHAPTER X IX .
At eight o’clock that same evening Wy­

lie was sitting with Mrs. Wylie, Dinner 
bad Just been removed, and they were 
alone. The gentleman wore an air of su­
preme content ; hut the lady looked 
gloomy and ill at ease.

"Hannah, my dear,” said Mr. Wylie, 
after a pause, "I have made a great dis­
covery to-day.”

"Indeed!” ahe said, drearily, without 
lifting her gaze from the fire, whereon 
It had been fixed during the last ten min­
utes.

"Supposing I were to tell you that 
Constance la twenty next birthday, In­
stead of nineteen, aa everybody seems to 
suppose?"

"Impossible!” cried his wife, raising 
her «yes. “I have seen the date of her

birth over and over again In the family 
Bible,”

Ami I hnve seen the pariah register,’ 
aiiMwcr«-«! h«T husband, triumphantly. 
“Hhe was born on the first day of Decern 
her, 1H75; consequently, on the first day 
of D<-«-«-mlM-r, IHOo, she will be twenty 
years of ng«-."

I he Bible says she war born In 
INTO," persisted the lady.

“Hut If you remember, dear,” argued 
Mr. Wylie, in his softest tone, "the Hlhle 
now extant la not the original. When the 
fire broke out in Harley street the old 
Bible was among the things burned ; and 
r<»in Grierson did not replace it until 
some two or three years afterward. Con 
stance was then le-tween eleven and 
twelve years old. lie  himself inserted 
that and other dates in the new book 
from memory; and you know Tom had 
not much <»f a head for domestic matters. 
Home fancied coincidence probably mis 
le«l him.”

“Ami bow rain* you to discover tnls?” 
“ Well, the other day I was running 

back in my memory to trace certain 
«•vents, wh«-n an association of ideas ami 
<lenly obtruded the picture of Constance 
a baby In arms at a firm- that, according 
to received data, she could not have been 
born. Upon which, I traced hack the date 
of Arabella's marriage, ami tb«- time that 
elap*e«j before the child’s birth Finding 
all my memories at fault with the afore­
said data, I immediately adopted tin- sim­
plest means of putting the qu«*stion at r«-af 
by an examination of the registers, in 
which I found I was right.”

“Do you think her uncle knows of 
this?**

“I do not think so, or he would have 
been certain to h-t it out in amne tndirert 
way be never can keep anything. No, I 
hope to come down upon them with the 
news like an avalanche. Constance Grier­
son will certainly not be married to a 
tuan of family by the first of l>««cember, 
and a* certainly will «he forfeit her for- 
tune If she Is not. On the thirtieth of 
November, Penrhyddyn will virtually be 
ours. On the first of December, the day 
afterwards, our share of old Tom Grier­
son's fortune will drop into our mouths. 
Hut you do n«»t seem elated at thl« glo­
rious news.” he said, observing hl« wife’s 
somber looks.

"Because I cannot reconcile myself to 
the villainous means by which It will b«- 
gained." she »n»wrrw1, moodily.

"The whole affair is a pure buainess 
transaction,” he said. lmj»at ient ly. "I
am left by will ten thousand pounds, to 
I* paid out of the mortgage money of 
certain estates; if the mortgage money Is 
not paid. I have a fancy to fcrsy np those 
«-states. Where is the erhne In that? An­
other sum of money is left to me on con­
dition that n «-ertain young lady do«-« 
not marry by a certain age. la it Incum 
Iw-nt upon me to see that «he does fulfill 
these conditions for the sake of not hav­
ing the money? I did not make the pro­
visions for the foreclose of the mortgage 
I did not tie the young lady down to 

ranrry such and such kin«l of jierson, with­
in such and such period. Then, why i n  
I not entitled to seise upon the benefit 
which other« have devi-e-d for me?"

“All thia is mere sophistry,*' answered 
hia wife. “It may satisfy y«»u who hnve 
no time for thought, but it <l««es not sat­
isfy me, who sit brooding here the live­
long day, with only my own dark 
thoughts for companions. During the last 
few days I have been depressed with a 
gloom I cannot shake off. 1 feel as 
though something terrible were about to 
happen. What has become of that wom­
an Mrs. Castleton?” she asked, sudden­
ly.

“She was nt the offi«-e yesterday, to 
draw the last shilling of her money."

"Beware of that woman," she said, 
earnestly. "Break with her, If you can. 
before she works you mischief. I have 
never seen her. and never wish to a«* her 
but from what I have beard from your 
lips, I can well und«-rstand the dangerous 
woman she la. Ix*t her go her ways while 
you nre safe; above all, do not provoke 
her vindictiveness, for you tun never fell 
the lengths to which a woman’s revenge 
will carry her.”

“Well, the idiotic folly of some people 
la past all understanding,” he broke out, 
suddenly; "they are no more fit to be 
trusted with money than Infanta; indeed.
I think It is meritorious to take It away 
from them before they do themselves a 
mischief with it. Would you believe it? 
That girl Constance, after refusing Ar­
thur Penrhyddyn. actually wrote, or caus­
ed to be written, an anonymous letter to 
hitn, saying tbnt If nil els«' failed, be could 
obtain the money to pay off the mortgage 
by applying to Groom and Fry, in Bed­
ford Row.”

"If that is the case, you nre powerless," 
said his wife.

"Am I?” he exclaimed, snarling like a 
dog. "The letter Is in tny hands. Un­
fortunately, young Penrhyddyn has read 
It. But whatever extremities I resort to, 
that money shall not be forthcoming.”

Penrhyddyn ant alone, w atching beside* 
his fu t tier’s bed,

I hat strange, sudd«-n di-• tpp«-.irance of 
Mrs. < asth-ton bad been i terrible b low ;
It luid driven him almost into a delirium ; 
for never had he felt how omnipotent was 
her ititliK-nce until now that ah«- seemed 
lost to him forever. In vhhi he sought 
to trace h«-r; in vain he sought to account 
for her disapis-arance. At tines, a 
thought crossed his brain, too terrible to 
<Iw«-ll upon. Was ahe one of that race, 
ami did ahe t f ttr that her lov»- might work 
upon him only tie- fulfillment of a curse?
He r(-m<-rnl>«-r>*<| th<* extraordinary emotion 
sh«- manifested during the recital. And 
once or twice a yet wilder and toor* im­
probable id«-a row up amidst the phantas­
magoria of his mind, excited by a fancied 
resemblance that In- traced in the pale, ».-t 
features framed by tb»- black hair. Such 
thoughts inns: Is- a symptom of madness; 
he thought tie- grave could cot give back 
ita dead, and sh«- lay buried in Penrhyd­
dyn churchyard.

These thought«, for the hundredth 
time, were passing through his brain.
And brooding thus, there «-arm* into hia 
mind th<- thought to go and look at that )ow«ds. 
strange picture, which he had not a«*n 
since tie- day on which old Darib-1 had 
told him the legend. Fasting a glance at 
the sleeper, he crept out of the r«»om. He 
was not aware of the removal of the 
painting, hut his way to the western tur­
ret lay through the picture gallery. And 
upon entering it, one of the first object« 
hi« eye« fell upon was the portrait of 
Elonore de Koia«*ons.

It was a sudden «ho«k to we that pal*, 
dark face looking out from among the 
portraits of his ancestors. To his excited 
fancy, there was a look of triumph in his 
eyes that seemed to «ay, "At last.”

Most ominous to his fatali<tic creed was 
thia circumstance
years," h<- thought, "it has lain amongst 
«lust and rubbish, and now it is brought

» «
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GREAT NEED OF WORLD.
By Rev. H enry  M arsh W arren . 

“ Ye shall be witnesses unto Me. —
Acts I ;H.

While our Lord was upon ea rth  the 
disciple« were not asked to l»e w it­
nesses; they were simply to follow 
their M a-ter. to listen to llis  marvelous 
teachings ami to olmerve His wonder- 
ful works. “Ye are my witnesses. 
H ereafter you must stnnd In my pla<-e, 
take up my work, fight my battle«, 
m anifest my love and gather In my 

In other words, lie  then in­
trust««! to His dlselph-a and to Ills 
church both the honor of His nmne 
and the great work of redeeming the 
worhl for God.

A witness for God must live n Christ- 
like life. It Is fa r easier to stand up 
and proclaim that Jewua Is the light of 
the world than It is to live exem plify­
ing the saying. "Ye are the light of 
the world.” And by the C hrht-llke life 
we mean representing Christ a t all 
tlm«-s ami In all place«, not only In the
house of God on a Sunday, or In the 
prayer meeting, hut a Is«* In the home 

"For two hundred ami In business ami social life.
Another way by which we may be­

come faithful witnesses is by dire*! anddown and fix«-«I here in the position that , 
d u n .«  »11 that (,»..■ . . .  i l .  rlrht. W h.t «» ‘"•'I* »■- ' » W
run II port-od. but th- »jw*rdy d-.trurtion j tniinlr |»*<i(d** about us. I bolieve tbe 
<»f tin- race uj»on u horn she put b«-r male- > chun-fi fa ils in this respe*-t more than 
diet ion?”

II«- had no difficulty In guessing whose 
band« had placed th<- picture there; no 
one hut his father would have dared to 
tbu« brave Fate.

And now he fell to scrutinizing th«>ae J 
features. Although th«-y had le-en graven 
upon hia boyish m«-mory in unfading line«, 
he tri««l to clear hi« mind of fnneie«, and 
tla-n to endeavor to discover how true 
or how false «a« Ita supposed r«wmblance 
to Mrs. Ca«tleton. In expression, save 
the ls«t time he »aw her, there was no 
resemblance; there was a «tern melan­
choly upon the countenance of the por­
trait, which found no counterpart upon 
that of the living woman. Hut its con­
tour, it« dark eyes and hair, were’ llko—
•o like, that it <*all«*d up the dear image 
of hia love with painful force.

"Oh, where art thou, my beloved?" he 
-iH .im .d . • Why h . ,t  thou ia ltM u|
fled from me? Come ba«-k—come hack I
'l'hou art mjr (ate, my destiny, whether for I helping those who need help,
good or evil, and I am thin*; and were .T here are huudretls and thousand« of 
it the spirit of Eleoaore de Soissona her-
M*lf, returned to thia world of woe to 
avenge her wrongs, my love would be the 
Maine !”

A long, low wail swept through the gal­
lery as he spoke those worda. It was only 
the wind, but to his over excited imagina­
tion It sounded like the cry of a depart­
ing spirit. He shuddered at the thought.

any other. Church«-« provide well for 
the comfort of their member«, and our 
pr«-a« hers are able ami cotUM-crated men 
of (Hsl, hut Individual labor for the In­
dividual soul la lacking. It 1« a wrong 
ld«-a that personal labor and oral wlt- 
neaaing (or God are for m inisters only.

One verae In the Bible Is-autifully de­
scribes the life of Christ, vlx.: "He 
went ntsjut doing good."

Thia sliould characterize the life of 
II!« followers. We should "go about 
doing good.”

“ Hut how,” wmie one may ask. "are 
we to do It?" Let rue mention two or 
three very simple ami practical ways 
by which we rnay do gtsxl aud in ao 
doing bring the world to know and fol­
low <»od. and ao prove, th a t we are

opis>rt unit lea in this great city and 
over the world. W hat they need 1« the 
helping hand. If the church is to give 
salvation to the uianm-s who are ou t­
side and are living lives of sin and sor­
row, she must give her attention to 
m inistering to the needy.

2. By sym pathizing w ith those who
and walked softly back to his father's f Deed aympathy. Jesus was a man of 
morn. Sir Launce wns still sloping, and sorrows aud acquainted w ith grief. He

A

CHAPTER XX.
There was illness at Penrhyddyn Cas­

tle. Sir Ixiuncc, worn out, prostrated by 
anxieties, lay upon a sick l»ed and has 
son had been summoned to his side. The 
doctors said that there was no immedi­
ate danger, but he must be kept quiet, 
and his mind at ease.

The night was gathering in fast over 
the gray October sky, and the wdnd whis­
tled drearily through the large rooms and 
corridors of the old castle, aa Arthur

the nurse, whose place he had suppli«-d 
for a short time, having returned, he was 
relieved of hia watch.

He felt oppressed and feverish, and 
putting on his hat, went oat into the 
ojw-n air. The cool, fresh breese was in­
vigorating, and the damp, leafy smell 
of the woods was grateful to him after 
the close atmosphere of the sick chamber.

Scarcely heeding what dir«*ction he 
took, he walked on. deep in thought, until 
he approached the coast. Right in front 
of hitn stood John Trevethick’s cottage.

The sight of this spot recalled to his 
mind that he had not s«*en the old fisher­
man for some years. He would look in 
upon the old man ; he would la* sure to 
find him nt home, a« ng«» prevented him 
now from leaving his cottage.

It was now nearly dark ; the last dim 
twilight was fading fast out of the cold 
gray sky. The d«x»r of the cottage stood 
wide o|»en, but there was no light within, 
nor any sign or sound of human life. He 
stood upon the threshold, and called 
"John Trevethlck !"

There was no answer. But he heard a 
slight rustle, as of a woman’s dresa, and 
the sound of breathing. Again he called 
“John Trevethick. are you there?"

A low, terrified female voice answered, 
"Who is that?”

"It is I, Arthur Penrhyddyn,” he an­
swered, quickly. "Who are you?”

A faint cry was his answer. He sprang 
into the hut, saw a moving body before 
him, stretched out his arms, and the next 
moment a woman’s head was leaning up­
on his breast, and a soft voice whisper­
ing "Arthur.”

Even now he could not credit the evi­
dence of his senses, it was so marvelous, 
so beyond all belief. Yet she lay upon 
his bosom, clinging around him. her 
breath upon his cheek. Ah ! he saw’ it 
a l l ! She had repented of her flight—she 
had followed him down to Cornwall. He 
bore her out into the open air. that by 
the dim light he might feast his eyes upon 
her face. There wns still sufficient light 

“Even now,” he cried, fondly pressing 
her to hia heart, "I can scarcely believe 
that It Is you. I fear to loose you, lest 
you should fly away from me like some 
vision of the night. How came you here 
— was It to see me?”

"Yes,” she murmured, after a pause; 
to seek you. What else should bring 

me to this remote country? Do not qu«'a-

had a heart of great sympathy and 
never failed to express It when occa­
sion afford*«!. The world’s great heart 
to-day longs for expressions of C hris­
tian symi»athy. Uh, the opi>ortunities 
we have of doing good in the way of 
sympathy with those who need IL If 
we will put ourselves or our money a t 
His disposal, God will o{>eu some ¡»ortal 
through which we may eu ter aud tuue 
the heart-strings of some discordant 
life to play the music of heaven.

And then we may do good by en­
couraging those who n**ed encourage­
m en t A few years ago a big hotel 
was burning and a young womau in 
one of the upper stories would have 
perished hut for the cheers of eucour 
agement that went up from the crowd 
of lookers-on. When the brave fireman 
landed his prize safely he said : “You 
have no Idea how near I came re tu rn ­
ing w ithout her. I t was the cries of 
encoruagemeut th a t nerved me for the 
task.”

God only knows how many faltering, 
trembling weak souls there are  to-day 
who ueed Just such a cheer. How many 
times the clouds hang over us, w’lth no 
pillar of tire to guide. How’ mauy 
tlrnt-s we stand by the w aters of the 
Red Sea, where the angry waves roll 
and break, and there seems no way of 
estvqx». Oh, that some strong hand 
were then outstretched to suve us, and 
a kind, gentle voice to encourage and 
comfort us.

There are  so many who could be 
saved from great m istakes and from 
falling If the right thing were said and 
done lu the right way and a t the right 
time. God help us to be on the alert 
for such opportunities of doing good.

WHAT IS VIRTUE?
By Henry E. Cope.

"Adding on. your p art all diligence, 
In your faith  supply v irtue aud lu your 
rlrtu e  knowledge.”— IL Peter 1 :5 .

Who Is the virtuous person? W hat 
Is the virtuous life? Is he the bearer
of no more thau spotless life? Is vlr- 

tion me; do not ask for explanations lest ! ûe having undone of vice? Is It
I should again fly from you.* negation and denial? Then Is the pol-

A mist wns rising from the aea. Thera Ished marble more virtuous than the 
was damp in the atmosphere, and thq fairest saint. You cannot be measured 
wind blew sharply, and moaned dismally»lby the things you leave undone.

(To be continued.) Is virtue, then, the clamorous trec-

tlon of snrne standard  of living and  
the duly advertised attainm ent there to? 
Is it even the se ret, modest effort o f  
«•oiifonnlty to a fixed code or rule o f 
dally living the doing of ce rta iu  
things hi certain  ways nt eertuln tim es? 
Is the virtuous life the one th a t fol­
lows precisely the prescribed rules anil 
schedules of conduct?

The last is the notion most generally 
entertained. Yet how fallacious It hk 
It 1« the secret of priggishness; tinx 
standard  attained, we have the sin of 
self-Matlnfactlon. It converts the mar» 
Into a blind m achine; your mechanical 
m oralist is no more virtuous than any 
other machine. He lacks life and free­
dom of choice. Virtue is, first of nil, 
v i ta l ; It cannot be found with the eyets 
shut nor with the will atrophied.

Virtue Is s tren g th ; it Is moral and  
sp iritual health. It Is not in doing o r  
leaving undone; It is not In feeling 
eltla-r g'xxl or had ; It is not In senti­
ments or doctrines, either false or true. 
I t  Is that perfect entering, adjusting, 
and outflowing of the whole Inner life  
which In Its more m aterial and evi­
dent aspects we call health  an d  
strength. The doing, feeling aud th ink­
ing flow from th is right Inner, deter­
m inating tone.

The morally healthy man will lov*» 
the thing» that are g«»od and p u re ; lie 
will loathe the base and defiling. Only 
a depraved appetite turns to the garb­
age can when there Is a well sprea<l 
table waiting. Did we hut understand) 
it we would despise and fear still won* 
th a t vicious inner appetite th a t tu rn »  
the whole life tow ard things co rru p t 
and rotten when there aw aits on every  
hand in this fa ir world so much th a t is  
beautiful aud wholesome.

Have you ever thought how largely  
health and strength depend on ta s te s  
and appetite«? Who can he healthy 
with a perverted craving to which 1m» 
yields? Such tastes dejiend on tra in ­
ing and cultivation. So It Is w ith v ir­
tu e ; strength of the soul, health of th s  
heart lies on the road of the choice o f 
things th a t are best, is acquired by 
the deliberate and constant choosing o f  
things th a t are right, pure, elevating.

Virtue, then, rests on faith, not blind 
belief In certain dogmatic statem ent«, 
but the upward look, the noble asp lra- 
lon, the high-inindedness th a t lifts u p  
the heart. I t takes this spirit, th is  
faith , th is Confidence in things unseen 
to enable us to choose the best to cul­
tivate  the taste  for the tru e  food of  
life. Otherwise the heart th a t w as 
m eant to feed on the Invisible b read  
snatches the evident busks of e a r th  
and It dies.

There Is no v irtue  w ithout th is  faith  
In high ideals, lu things not seen. A  
man may be Just, be may be honest 
and uprlgbt for policy, because It ix ty^  
but be cannot find virtue as a m a tte r  
of policy. It Is not in the m arket to  
be bought. I t  Is acquired only as w® 
set the heart on character, as we learn  
to love the good and true for its ow u 
sake.

This heulthfulness of soul comes also 
through struggle. Vice is made to  
serve virtue as we strive against IL 
Using moral muscles, we find and h ard ­
en them. He who flees tem ptation, 
who shrinks from the soul searching 
Crist's of life, misses the best th a t life  
has to give. In the gymnasium o f  
tem ptation and tria ls  the full s treng th  
of character is won. T hat does not 
mean th a t one must seek out vice; It 
means we must meet ever}’ foe to hits 
face.

Count him virtuous whose fa te  is se t 
tow ard the light; who lives on a grad® 
th a t leads up ; who is strong to serve 
his fellows, to make a better world, to  
face and tight all things that spoil and  
m ar; who lives not for meat or money, 
but for manhood, for tru th  aud beauty. 
For v irtue Is th a t habit of the soul, 
th a t health  th a t comes from steadily  
seeking things good and true, th a t  
strength th a t comes from struggle an d  
service; it Is the Inner life victorious 
over the outer tem ptation.

Short Meter Sermons.
Kindness is a seed th a t never finds a  

barren soil.
Virtue for profit will become vice foe  

more profit
The best friendship Is that whlcU 

brings out the best In us.
What we call destiny often Is only 

a m atter of determ ination.
If  you would lose all force think 

alw ays of your own feelings.
The true man fears the power o f  

sin more than Its punishment.
Mending your ways Is the best way 

of inourulu& over them.
If you cannot hate hypocrisies and! 

evil you are not likely to love virtue.
Many a man who is proud of being 

wicked Is really only weak In the head.
It will not give you wings to hare 

your name on the fly leaf of the Blble^
Au abnormal sense of your own 

rights soon will hide your neighbor's 
righteousness.

You can never meet the needs of a 
thirsty world by packing water ox» 
both shoulders.

It Is a good deal eaaler to preach 
things heroic and divine than It la to  
practice things ordinarily human and  
decant

i


