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COMING TO-MORROW.

“My dear,” said I to my wife, as we
walked home, “sometimes it seems to
me as if our life were unreal. We go
" to church, and the things that we hear
are true or false. For instance, the Ad-
vent ‘'sermons our rector preaches. .Do
we really believe what we hear in
church? Or is it only a dream?” »
“I do believe,” said my wife earnestly
~(the is a gaod woman, my wife).
“Yes, I do believe, b 1S just as you
say,. Oh, dea
workldly—I havé
of,” and she’ sighe
So did I; for I knew that I’ too, w:s
very worldly.

should really comeé—suppose it should
he authoritatively 'announced
would be here tomorrow!” '

“I think,” said my wife, “there wou]d
be some embarrassment on the part of
cur great men, legislators and chief
- councillors, in anticipation of a personal
interview, Fancy a meeting of the city

council to arrange a reception forfthe -

Lord’ Jesus Christ.” :
“Perhaps,” said- I, “he would refuse
all offers of the rich and great. Perhaps
our fashionible churches would plead
for his presence in vain. He would not
be in palaces :
: e ‘Oh” said my wife, earnestly, “If I
thought ‘our money separated us from

~ him, I would give it all—yes, all—

‘might I only see him.” 5

She spoke from the bottom of her
“heart, and for a mommt her face was
glonﬁed. .

“You will see him some day,” said I,

‘and the money we are willing to give
up at a word for him will not keep him
~fiom us.”

_That eveéning the thoughts of the wak,
ing hours mirrored themselves in: a
dream. 1 seemed to be walking in: the
stf&ts and conscious of a strange,
vaghe ' sense of something just declared,
of whtch all were speakmg with sup-
pressed air of mysterious voices.

1 ‘heard ome say to another, “Really
commg? What! tomorrow?” And the
others said, “ch, tomorrow he will' be
, here.”

It was night. The stars were gl!tter—
ing down with a keen and frosty lt‘ht'

; the&hbps glistened in their bright “ar-,
.ray; but the same sense of hyshed ex-
_ pegtaney pervaded everything. - There
seemed to be nothing  doing, and each

~person looked wistfully on his neighbor -

asdf to say, ¥Have you heard?”

Suddenly, as I walked, an angel-
Aform' was with me, gliding sofdy by my
= side, The face was solemn, serene and

“calm. ' Above the forehead was a pale,
: tremulous, phosphorous  radiance ' of
: lgﬁt, purer than any on earth—a lnght
o guality. so different from that o{ the
" street lamps that my celestial attendant
- . seemed to move in a sphere alone.

Yet though I felt a sense of awe, 1
felt also a oonﬁdmg love as I- said,
“Tell me, is it really true? Is Christ
commg?”

*He is,” said the ‘angel,
he ‘will be here.”

“What joy!” I cried.

: ‘?s it joy?” said the angel. “Alas
“ many in this cnty it is only terror!

with me.”

in a momeat I seemed to be standmg
. with m mone ofthe chief palaces of

 the “florid, bald-headed
& A 5 ' “

“Tomorrow

After a pause, I said, “Suppose Christ

that he _
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man- was seated at a table covered with
papers, which he was sorting over with
rervous anxiety, muttering: to himself
as he did so. On‘a sofa lay a sad-look-
ing, delicate woman, her emaciated
Lands clasped over a little book. ‘

The room was, in all its apxiointments
a witness of boundless wealth,' yet the
man himself seemed to have ‘been nei-
ther: elevated nor refined by the confli-
ence of all these treasures. He seemed
rervous and uneasy. He ' wiped” the
sweat from his brow and sb‘oke" :

i o dont know, wife, How you fecl,
but I don’t like this news. 1 don’t un-

derstand it. It puts a stop to everythmg
1 know anything .about,”

“Oh, John,” said the: woman: turnmg

toward him a face pale and fervent, and

clasping her hands “how can you suy
so?”

“Well,~ Mary, it’s the trath, ‘T don’t
care if I say it. T don’t want t6 meet-—
well, I wish he WOuld put xt off. What

does he want of me? T’d be willing to -

.make over—well, tbree mnllnons to found
a hospital, if he’d ‘be satisfied, and let:
me go on. Yes, I'd give three: mﬂhbns
tc buy off from tomerrow.”
Shccasﬁohhhnalookfu}lofphy
“Cannot 1 make' ‘you see?” sheé'said. '
7 “No, huufc:esd you Lcan’'t. Why, lo‘ok
ere,” he , pointing to the p’@ets,
- “here is what stands x»mllm To-
mglxnsanae,mdm:mowuwﬂlau
be so much paper; &nd ﬂlen what have

have hnm

years.” _She stretohied ‘out her ‘hand- to-
wands him, buthépnéhedﬁ&ck. "
“Do you see?” said the

solemnly, “between: him and et there .
is a great gulf fixed. They have lived
monehouse wtthﬁutgiﬁtb!twaeh
them for years, She: ‘cannot go to him;
he cannot go to her Tmnmmw she hfﬂ
rise to Christ as a .dew dfoﬁ)
and ‘lie will -call on the mount
rocks to fall'on him—not | écause
Lates hun but because hg ates

———

Azam the scene was cHafged: '
" We stood together in f tle low 3
t:c,lnghtédbyone smiall lamp—how.
it wasl—a broken chair, a ri

a bed in the corner where the. mﬂ&anu In
were. cuddlms close to ome another for ~ ioned “dame schiool,”

warmth. Poor, hings! ‘The air- was so
frosty that their breath congealed
the bed clothes, as-

baby voices: “When mother comes she
wxll ‘bring ng us

I'm so cOfd_'.”;"
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They hid heard of the

Jesus, - He
Had bBeen their mofther's

only friend

- through many a cold and hungry day,

and they doubted not he was coming,
“Oh, mother, will he take us! He will,
won't he?”
“Yes, my little ones,” she said softly,
smiling 10 herself. “He shall gather

the lambs with his arms, and carry them
in his bosom.”

Again I stood in a brilliant room, full
of luxuries; Three or four fair women
were standing pensively talking with
each other. Their apartment was be-
strewn with Jewelry, laces, silks, velvets
and every faneiful elegance of fashnon'
but they looked troubled.

“This seems to me really awful,” saxd
one ‘with 2 - shppressed _sigh. “What
troubles me is; I know so little about it.”

“Yes,” said another, “and puts a “stop
s¢ to everything ! .Of what use will all
these things be tomorrow ?”

There was a poor seamstress in the :

: _corhé "of the’ room, who 'now spoke.
“We. sha!l be ever w:th the Lord " she

said.
“I'm sure.1- don’t know ‘what that can |
mean,” : said the first speaker, with a
kind of shudder ;. “lt seems rather fear-
o

“Well,” said the other; “1t seems 50
*uddew-wtm one neveradreamed of any
such_ thing—to change all at once,;fnmn
thts to that other life.” -

o L 5 enotgh to be with him,” said

" the poor woman, “Oh ‘I have. longed
for it.” A

.

“The gm gjulf 4 satd t‘he angel,

agam, wc stoodonthedmof

Mot ity 'hori:list e alk

“comethese three hundred _Eimd hand.in hand,

4

- "t is no m&l%tmw about_these old

icsues,” they said. “He is. coming, He
Ordmathas mi ordin-
and ;teeds are but
the scaffolding of the edlﬁce They are
‘the s!wdow, the  subs ’ :s Christ.

And hand in hand thcy tumed ﬁlelr
‘faces where the morning Tight
ginning famtly to- glow and I heard

_them saymg togedtér thh one heart
;v‘an one voice:

tWSs be-

Come rd Jesus! oomg,,gm;kly S
M —-C'hmmm Wi;m&r ’
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the 'wmay mis-

tress bﬂ‘ered mstr‘umod in needle-

work, penmanship, and Variots useful |

‘they talked hﬂ Ms. Al fértﬁe"lbb*sm of two shill-
ings per week,_andv d&é&
““Mariners" iwopenc ’fﬁmﬁ’!"

atﬂleclope,

As we lovkzhbut us in these busy,
xti;o!tcnmr‘iotb

‘ T o “who, while well -
#ﬂ“ Vemad mam and sciences, did not have

‘Mother pmmmeq she w'mg m.m the neeouaav’ twomee extra for man..

“What a bad man he is 1 auu oad..'

est-boy, “he never pays W{f ae»eh
help it”

Just then the door
thin woman came in, laden -

rpture. iy JRY

“Joy! joy! chxldrm! Oh. ioy oy!
Christ is commg! i1 is- comirig Ao:
row.”

Every little bird in thé'ﬁéf(
and the ittle arms a

at once,

‘opened Mgm m-.m indwm J

W;’»

entrenched |
wiﬂr ~Dewspapers, in ndi oc'muent w
She laid al i child:::wk b&ﬁa
aid all. down md qm,g ﬁn
children’s , bed, - clasping’ be&«m in or the “old lady,”
that old-fashioned ehiulry and polite-
ness have become obsolete.
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Small or Trm .
" Endoucd by sli who h%

affection for ~his - wife,
negléctful' of the
cnee showed her.”
late Max O’Rell "ht dpﬁ
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The fault too, may Tie v
In the courtship: days, she
in dressing to please the
lover, but ‘when he became
ch of her regard for her




