
MATERNITY.

Sbhold two da'nat little feet
Cia6ped in my warm and loving band;

U. soft and p:nk they sure must be
Two rose leaves blown from fairy lead.

I bold a wee and helpless form
Pressed Cosely to my happy beart-Whby. baby:-mane br- right divine-
The r ght of pa.n-a mothers part.

Oh! beauteous life! so far and new.
That yesterday was blent w tb miel!

Obt wondron. soul! so lately sprung
A sparklet from the Source Divine!

God's pricelem gfttsr you come to me
Embodied in this l.ttle form;

Myr soul accepts Its happ ness
As flowers the sunshine, soft and warm.

My brow seems decked by coronetThe ta rest earth has ever seen-
The diadem of mnotherbood -

'Tis Iature's band that crowns meque•a.
What realms are opened to my sight!

I trend the rer one of the blest;
And all because this I'ttle form

Lea fair and nelpless on my breast.
A tiny bud. whose flower comp'ete

May bloom to bless my waning years,
O: motherhood: you hold a bliss

That best mar be expressed in tears.
Carrie Stevens Walter. the Inoid.

OLD PAUL.

The Mysterious Room, and What
Its Opening Revealed.

Old Paul is dead, and who cares? No-
body. For Old Paul was a sloven, a
glutton and a drunkard, and when he
died the world said good riddance from
poor rubbish. Still, Old Paul made a
most respectable appearance as he
passed through the village on his way
to the graveyard, the most respectable
he had made in it for twenty years.
For, instead of his broken-down horse.
in a harness tied together with strings,
Old Paul was drawn by stately white
horses in rich trappings, and instead of
his crasy old wagon, with rickety
wheels and splinteredshafts, Old-Paul's
carriage, theough for some reason few
like to ride in at, was in every way re-
soectable. Nor was the poor old 'man
visible, with his slovenly dress and
bloodshot eyes and burning face, and
grizzled, shaggy beard, for Old Paul
hada driver, and rode inside, and in-
stead of the crowd of rascally boys that
were west to follow him, deening it
rare sport d see humanity sunk so low,
Old Paul was followed by a long and
most respectable funeral train, for he
had many relations, though no friends,
and they were all most respectably
dressed in mourning, though in all the
sable crowd that stood around the
open grave I saw not one quivering lip
or falling tear as the first earth elods
fell upon the coffin's lid.

Old Paul's wife left him near twenty
Wears ago, and the world excused her
for it, for how, said the world, could
any woman live with such a brute?
But old Aunt Prudence shook her head
at this cff-hand verdict of the world.
For she remembered that he was once
young, dashing Paul, and Polly Jones,
proud and handsome as she was, met
him more than half way, as the gossips
said fifty years ago, for he was rich and
she was poor.

"And if the truth must be known,"
said Aunt Prudence, knocking the
ashes from her pipe and lowering her
voice to a confidential tone, as if
afraid of being overheard by some ten-
ant of the graveyard, "they du say,"
forgetting that the tongues once busy
with such gossip, all except her own,
had long been silent in the grave,
"tHey du say that Paul married for
beauty and Polly for money, and you
know, as old Billy Rain down at the
poorhouse says, life's wagon Will go
hard when there is no love to grease
the wheels."

'es, gold had dazzled and blinded
thu one and beauty had dazzled and
blinded the other, but they soon waked
un, the one to the fact that for gold
she had bound her life to a coarse and
brutal nature, and the other to the fact
that beauty. like frostwork glittering
in moonlight, may be brilliant and alt
the same time freezing cold.

"How shookigly they have abased
them pans," said Old Paul's wife the
day after he was buried, on returning
to the house that had been her home
for more than thirty years, where her
ehildren had all been born and most of
them had died.

Old Paul was, indeed, a brate, and
he was we[ mated with oee who,
undersuech creumstances, could think
of such petty trash.

But three short weeks had passed
when I heard that Old Pail's wife was
sick, the next day worse and the third
day d•d, and she passed over the same
road drawn by the same richly capari-
soned horses in the same much dreaded
carriage, to be laid bw Old Paul's side.

One day I chanced to take a walk
down by Old Paal's house. The spring
was in its glory. The forests were
clad in richest verdure. The apple
trees were ip fullbloom amd filed the
air with agramee, whil the bees
feeding upon their bloseeoms lled it
with a dreamy murmur The corn
was just peeping freom the greound and
the rve felds began to wawv-L the
passing breezes. The meadows were
wocal with

e bobollak'selser trlBil staml
orfqu weest

The ground birds were siinga in the
hedges and the robins from se trees
that overhang the road.
As I approached the house 1 noticed

horses tied to the posts and groups of
men standing about the doors, and
heaps of old furniture scattered here
and there, which reminded me that it
was auction day.

It wAs a large, old-fashoned square
house. with two ancient elms growing
before t5 spreading theirgiant branches~tr~ snd wada

In their thick, damp shade the moss
had accumulated year after year until
the whole front had grown quite green.
There was everywhere an air of dilapi-
dation and neglect. On all sides there
were broken boards, rag-stuffed win-
dows, rickety fences and fallen gates,
proclaiming the habitation of the
drunkard.

On looking around I found every-
thing in conformity with the first view
from the road. Fields half cultivated.
fruit trees unpruned, fences that had
caught the habits of their master and
had fallen or were staggering to their
fall. gates hanging by one hinge, plows
with broken handles and carts with
broken wheels, manure accumulated
about the barns instead of making the
crops looks "lush and lusty." The
barns themselv-es, ventilated by loss of
boards, in the shed Old Paul's wagon,
and tied to a post his old horse, appar-
ently looking mournfully forward to
his future prospects in the hands of the
jockey who had bought him for ten dol-
lars on speculation.

"Going, going at ten cents," I heard
in a harsh. husky voice, "all this lot of
pans, once the pride of Aunt Polly's
heart, bran new only twenty years ago,
going, going and gone to Natrick cR-
Fadden for ten cents."

Ten cents, then, was the public valu-
ation of what had occupied the thoughts
of Old Paul's wife, to the exel-ision of
all the tender memories of fifty years, as
she returned to her old home.

At length the house was all cleared
except one room.

This room Old Paul had kept locked
for twenty years, never permitting any
one to enter it but himself. A jury of
neighboring gossips had more than
once had the subject under advisement,
and had brought a unanimous verdict
of "strange and very mysterious."

As no one knew anything about it,
every one felt free to say just what her
busy fancy sugoested. Some said it
was haunted, an one cadaverous old
maid, who had dried up in single bless-
edaess, threw out dark hints about a
peddler who had mysteriously disap-
peared. Some said lights had been
seen and straungly sweet music heard
there more than once at the dead of
night

The children caught the infection,
and, if possible, avoided passing Old
Paul's house in the night, but, if at any
time benighted, their fear would add
wings to their feet and eyes to their
imaginations, and a ghost story was
sure to be the result, especially if Old
Paul's white horse was feeding near
the house. This room also seemed to
possess a strange power over Old Paul
himself. He seldom visited it, and al-
ways left it greatly agitated and com-
monly in tears, and after such visits he
had been known to be sober for weeks
together.

This mystery, whatever it might be,
was now about to be cleared up. A
group of eager gossips had already
gathered about the door, which had to
be forced, as the key could not be found.
One of the shutters, which Old Paul
always kept closed, was opened to let
in the light of day, and with it all that
mystery vanished. Instead of a haunt
for the revels of spirits of darkness or
murder spots that "would not out," we
saw only a large square room, furnished
with an air of gentility and taste that
the dust of twenty years could not hide,
and in strange contrast with the rest
of the houme.

The mystery had vanished, and with
it all that coarse hilarity. Even the
rollicking auctioneer stood mate, his
coarse features covered with a shade of
thoughtful sadness.

More than one lip quivered, and more
than one hard hand brushed away an
obtrusive tear, as this dusty old room
called up from its oblivious slumber
some touching memory of the past.

There was one old woman who, in
the midst of the bustle, had seemed
busy with her own thoughts, and more
than once her heart had seemed full as
some little article was sold. I had no-
ticed her, and inquired who she was;
and they told me that her husband had
once been a drunkard worse even than
Old Paul, but that he had -suddenly re-
formed and became a respectable man;
that they had been miserably'poor,
with a large family, but after his
reformation became quite comfortable
livers, and all agreed that she was as
good a woman as lived this side of
heaven.

As she entered the room her feelings
quite overcamq her. The tears coursed
each other down the deep furrows on
her cheeks.

"Yes," at length she said, -"this is
Nelly's room, just as she left it. What
a sweet creature that was! 8he was
an angel to me in my poverty and

luffering. Hardly a day passed with-
out her oringing over some nice little
things for poor little Wi ly, who was
sick so long. But he is well now,
thank God, and they are both in heaven
together. And then she had such a
kind way to give anything that it would
make a brown erust taste good. It was
different times in this house when she
was in it. I always hoped she would
be able to save poor Paul, for she could
do anything with him; but she saved
my poor husband, for he never drank a
drop after she talked to him-so like
an angel as she was just before she
died. He could never speak of her to
the day of his death without crying.
She wasn't quite eighteen when she
went away. I always told him she
didn't belong in this world, but was
only here on a visit. What a time that
was the day she was buried! Every-
body semed to feea just as if they had
lost one of their own family. I didn't
see but our children felt just as bad as
when our Katy died.

"Poor Willie cried till it seemed as if4s heart would break, though she told
him but the daybefore she left us--fr,

poor child, suffering as she was she
seemed to be thinking of everybody
but herself-to be patient and ood-
natured, and not to mind if he did suf-
fer a good deal, and he would see her
agsin before long.

"It is enough to make one want to
die just to see the dear child again.
But never mind, children, I shall be
be with von soon." As she said this
she looke l steadily upward and spoke
in a confidential tone, as if she saw
those dear ones on the very border of
the spiritual world, waiting impatient-
ly for her to join them.

During this simple talk of the loving
old woman, if there was a dry eve in
that a-minute-before careless, jovial
crowd, mine were so blinded that I
could not see it, and I felt convinced,
more than I should have been by vol-
umes of panegyrics, that from that
dusty room more than twenty years
ago an angel had taken her homeward
flight, and that she had since been per-
mitted occasionally to flit across Old
Paul's degraded soul, if, perchance,
she might yet win him from the error
of his ways.

But how, thought L could such an
one grow up under such circumstances
and with such surroundings? How?
Why, in the same way the most beauti-
ful flower can "row and shed its fra-
grance under the cold droppings of the
glacier.

The Divine goodness is so prodigal-
no, not prodigal, but profuse-in the
bestowal of its gifts that, as there js no
place in nature without its beauty, so
there is none so morally waste and
desolate that it does not produce some
flower of Paradise; there is no thick
mantling pool of depravity so stag-
nating that its waters are not some-
times stirred by the rustling of an an-

' wings.-Henry T. Nils, in Toledo

AN ODD VIEW.

What Dama Woald Have Dose With the
Ducats of the Dead Vanderbilt.

Hard it is, indeed, to see how Mr.
Vanderbilt was the better for his
money. Perhaps he had 40,000,000
pounds, there or thereabouts. What
can a man do with forty millions? He
can do nothing, unless he has the im-
agination of a Dumas or the tastes of a
Beekford. Mr. Beckford collected a
truly delightful and marvellous library
of books. Mr. Vanderbilt did nothing
of the sort. He had no particular crav-
ing for rare editions, and the master-
pieces of Dusenil and Le Gascon. Dn-
mas, again, would have run through
the money like a man. He would have
presented Italy to the Italians and
Rome to Victor Emmanuel. Perhaps
he would have annexed India; very
probably, at least, he would have made
the attempt, He would have carried
Duchesses captive, and his dramas
would have been magnificently per-
formed in Timbucto. He would have
cut a canal throuoh the Isthmus of
Corinth; he would lave carved Mount
Athos into a statue of Athos, Comte de
la Fere. He would have seen to it that
flying became a practical art, and
France's navies would have pounced
from the central blue on Birmingham
and carried of the Liberal Seven to
chains and slavery. Dumas would
have released convicts and imprisoned
Princes. He would have fitted up in
palatial style as many caves as Shelley
ever dreamed of, and would have filled
them with the most magnificent and
most magnanimous brigands, many of
them cardinals in disguise. O, grea:
and glorious Alexander, exclaims the
dazzled fancy, why hadst not thou the
forty millions, while the tame Vander-
bilt` starved on a pittance of a few
yearly thomuands?-Saturday Review.

HOW TO AVOID SCARS.

A Phylmtaa Shows How a Little Cane
Will U>Set Their Removal.

Soars are always unsightly, and are
often painful or inconvenient on ac-
count of their propensity to contract as
they become older. Dr. Ward, of New
York, asserts that they may be removed
by manipulation, which he directs to
be employed as follows: Place the ends
of two or three fingers on a scar itf it be
a small one, and on the margin if it be
large, and vibrate the surface on the
tissues beneath. The surface itself is
not to be subjected to any friction; all
the motion must be between the integu-
ment and the deeper parts. The loca-
tion of the vibratile motion should be
changed every ten or fifteen seconds
until the whole scar has been treated,
if it be of moderate sise. If the sear be
the result of a large scald or burn, the
margin only should be treated at first;
the advances toward the center should
be deferred until the nutrition of the
margins has been decidedly improved.
Only a little treatment should be ap.
plied to any one spot at the same time,
but the vibrations should be repeated
as many as .twenty times a day, but
never with sufficient frequency or se-
verity to cause pain. If the soar be-
comes irritable suspend treatment until
it subsides. In the course or two or
three weeks of faithful treatment the
surface of the sears of moderate mise
becomes more movable and will begin
to form wrinkles like new skin when
pressed from side to side. All these
changes are due to improved nutrition,
consequent on better blood circulation
-the development of entirely new sets
of blood in the cicatrical tissue.-
SPriajedd (Mats.) Republican.

-A weary world-At the club: De
Jones yawns and st-r thes himself.
Van Brown-"Tire', gear boy?" De
Jones-"Aw-beastly." Van $.-"Up
late, eh?" De J.-'Naw. Been think
ing."-N. Y. 2b.dsw.

OLD JUNK.

Wew Uses to Wheis Diseardea Imes am
an Are Put.

Small boys with their arms heaped
fall of scraps of old tin, bits of iron and
similar pieces of rit raft gathered in
the streets amid men and women, lag-
ging big baskets piled full of the same
kind of freight, Kept traversing Goerek
Street all day yesterday, bearing their
strange burdens to the door of the ua-
couth two-story brick building at No.
57 Goerck Street. At the doorway
stood a shaggy-haired man in working
clothes, who took in all the miscellane
ous stuff that came, and paid cash for
it on the spot.

"What are you buying all this old
stuff for?" a reporter asked of the old
man, who was steadily depleting his
old-fashioned pocket-book.

"Dunno, can't say. Couldn't give it
to you straight," the old man said,
pulling his old felt hat over his left eye.
"'You'll have ter go down ter the Wan-
derbilt building if yer want ter find out
exactly what fur I'm doin' it."

An affable young man on the third
story of the big building on Nassau
Street, said that he knew the secret of
the old man's purchase.

"Great idea," he cried," and lots of
cash in it. It is a new scheme.to utilizae
all the waste metal of Gotham that
formerly used to go to the dogs be-
cause nobody was smart enough to find
out that they could save the United
States $2.000,000 a year outlay. That's
what it has cost to import Taggard
iron and tin from England and Ger-
many. We have discovered that we
can make this sort of iron and tin out
of old cans and other things just as
well and very much cheaper than it can
be made out of the original ore."

"And how do you do it?" was asked.
"Nothing easier." the affable young

man said. "We put the waste material
in an oven or grate heated by a fur-
nace. and beat it with rollers until all
the extraneous material is removed. It
is allowed to cool after that, and the
scraps are sorted out according to the
uses to which they are to be put. The
metal sheet remnants are passed nnder
a rubber-coated roller and flattened out.
Then they are piled in packs and slid
b.tween chilled iron rollers to reduce
their thickness. After that they are
annealed, shot through the rollers
again, and then trimmed and finished
off and packed ready for shipment any-
where. The sheets can be japanned,
or tinned or galvanized or treated in
any way that the material made from
the original ore is treated."

"What is it used for after it is fin-
ished?"

"Lots of things. Out of the iron we
make buttons, lye cans, umbrella tips,
shoe lace ends, show cards, telephones,
electric lights, and letter boxes. You
can't get the English or German iron
for this use for less than $7.50 for a box
of 112 poundss. We can make it for S$
a box, and sell it for $5. Of the tin we
make butter dishes, tops of paint and
milk cans, and similar small ware. It
costs $10 a box to import the tin, which
is just double what we can make it for.
The tin can also be made up for ferro-
types at a selling price of $15 a box of

12 pounds. The kind that comes from
England costs from $35 to $50 a box,
and before this photographers had to
go to England for it because there was
not any body here that would make it.
We weren't able to compete with En-
gland and Germany and the original
ore, because it cost us more than double
to manufacture than it did on the other
side of the water. There is a bonanza
in it. and the proof is the profit, after
paying the expense of manufacture, is
$227,000 on 30,000 boxes of the iron
when made from the waste material,
and sold at an average of $5 a box.--
V. Y. Sun.

JAPANESE TEMPL.ES.

Colossal structures with Immeose Bel-
fries ame ells.

There were no temples in Japan until
thirty years before Christ. Sacred cere-
monies and religious rites were cele-
brated in the open air. The sacred
symbols were kept in the Mikado's
palace, and their presence was believed
to invest that dignitary with godlike
powers. At this date, a rebellion having
appeared among his subjects, the Mi-
kado feared that he had displeased the
gods by keeping the emblems too near
his person. so he resolved to build and
dedicate a temple inviolate to their use.
He then appointed his daughter priest-
ess of the shrine and keeper of the
symbols. This custom has ever since
prevailed; that is, the shrines which
contain the relies of the 'divine age"
are always in charge of a vir-
gin priestess of imperial blood.
tefore the advent of Buddhism,
which came with the conquest of Cores,
the temples were of great simplicity.
Now they are colossal in style, with
immense belfries and bells, surrounded
with court-yard adorned with stone
carvings, bronze portals, lofty palms
and floral magnificence. In the days
of pure Sointoo worship no idols decked
the altars, no gaudy vestments minis-
tered its ritual. Now huge portals of
stone open the path to sacred in-
closures,and peeping out from camphor-
groves or tall ranks of fire are crimson
pagodas, wayside images. and costly
shrines. These tsmples and shrines
dot the valleys and hilhsides alike and
crown the mountain-top. On Mount
Hiyevan alone, overlooking Lake Biws
and the most beauliful valley in the
world. are five hundred temples in
different stages of disuse and deev,,-

A FUTURE CATACLYSM.

The siakats the Lsatss Ceat ae tMe
Beestem ft INgara Fails.

The scientists have again unfolded ti
the public their views to the efect that
the Atlantic coast line of the United
States is settling away, and will be at
length submerged by the ocem. The
rate at which it Is sinking is nac snh as
to create immediate alarm. The most
that is claimed is that the erest of the
earth is falling in at the rate of a quar-
ter of an inch a year, or about a foot in
fifty years. At this rate the Atlantic
Ocean will submerge New York City
about the time when by thorecession of
Niagara Falls to the outlet of Lake Erie
at Buffalo. the chain of great lakes will
be drained of a large portion of their
contents. This generation will hardly
take an interest in either event. which
will occur at a period in the future so
very remote as to lose much of its in-
terest as a study.

The sinking of the Atlantic coast
has long been a theme of scientific con-
jecture and calculation. By what sys-
tem of measurement the fact has been
ascertained we are not informed. In-
struments of a very delicate character
which measure with considerable ac-
curacy almost infinitesimal distances
have been invented for scientific cal-
culation, and the results which they
produce are sometimes very striking.
It is not impossible that, as the earth

9
s

internal fires are still cooling, the
process of shrinkage also continues
and that the shell falls in as a vacuum is
created by the decrease in the size of
the central fiery core. But there are
grave reasons why it may be doubted
whether any uniform rate of sinking is
perceptible by any means of mesuare-
ment either along the Atlantic sea-
coast or elsewhere.

But that the Falls are receding there
can be no doubt. That they were for-
merly located near the outlet of Niag-
ara River is an established fact, and
that they have receded within a recent
era seven miles from Lewiston to their
present locality ls equally certain.
When they shall back up so far that
the dam across the outlet of Lake Erie
shall give way, the outpour from the
basin of the lakes will sweep down
through the valley of the Ontario and
out through the channel of the St
Lawrence in a flood that will de-
vastate the entire East. Lake Michi-
gan, owing to its great depth, will not.
however, be drained dry, but will re-
cede to some distance from its present
shore. This, while apparently leaving
Chl•ago an inland city, will merely
provide it more ground over which to
spread to the eastward, and will sap-
ply a long-felt want. As it is not pos-
sible, however, that this event can oc-
cur within the next two hundred and
fifty thousand years, there will be am-
pie time for future generations to make
such preparations to meet it as may
appear advisable under the circum-
stanees.--Chicago Joraewt.

A SURE GUIDE.

Better mea a Tran Upon the ea•iresIn a Buiaiag 8moewterem.
Two travelers were lost on a far

western prairie during a driving snow-
storm. Night was comingon, the trail
was obscured by the swift-falling lakes
and it seemed as if they were destined
to perish far away from home and
friends. But suddenly one of them
turned his face to the north, whence
the ice-laden wind came in eutting
blasts, and bidding his comrade follow,
walked with swiftness and confidence
against the storm. Miles onward they
pressed, the one who had first faced the
storm les 'mg always, with a step that
was strom', and steady and an expresm
sion that told of hope in his heart.

Darkness came down upon the tree.
less plain and the storm increased in
fury. Directly a light twinkled in the
distance, and, quickening their pace,
the travelers were soon receiving the
hearty welcome of an old settler and
his kindly wife. When his guests were
enjoying their pipes before the roaring
blaze in the big freplaee the old settler
said:

"The t:ail you were following runs
full five miles to the south of us. What
good piece of fortune brought you
trough this terrible storm to our
cabin door?"

"It must have been the hand of Prov-
idence," said the old settler's good
wife, who was removing the remains
of the supper.

-"Well, very likely it was," answered
the traveler who had led the way
through the snow and darkness to the
rude but cheerful prairie home. "Very
likely it was the hand of Providence,
but you, good madam, were the instru-
meat which that hand used to bring us
numbed and weary wahderers to your
hospitable door. You were boiling
cabbag you know, and we were lee
ward, od onee I got your bearings
with my nose, which I think a very re-
liable one, I had no difficulty in reach.
ing the human habitation I knew to be
somewhere in the dark and mysterloor
beyond."--bedo Blade.

-Two illage worthies met on the
street one day. "Jamnie," says the
richer of the two, "are ye never gand
to pay me that account? I'm ill of for
the siler the noo." "0." says Jamie,
"I havens seen you, this long time.
Could ye eheengge a twenty-pound
CnotP" "Ay, eould I," ays the laird,

drawing out his pocket-book. "Ak
weel," says Jamie, "you're no needin'
.iler then." and walked on.-Norris
tow Beerald.

-Ai exchange remarks: "..Penrs
Ips very partal to maidens with marital
proelvties. Accordingtoa law of that
country a woman can marry aywhso
• betwen a sad ninety ye"rs.

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

-An Indian high hchool is to be o
tablished in San -Berrdi CouPty,'
California.

-There are more "eolieges" in Ohio
than in France and Germasy clned.
-01melad Ledsr.

-Mrs. Talmage, wife of the Brook-
lyn preacher. leeteres every Sunday to
aclass of three hundred wommn anad
men.

-Pablic alght.sho4s are now a
fixsed fact in New York City. On the
openiiyls~trecently, ,15.0 pupils
were u onethird. or more of
whom would probably hae been at
barl, billiard tables or theaters but
for these.-N. Y. eal.

-The Japanese Goverment pro-

nstrumetlon a isdial aelse by di-
viding the country into ix secticls, in
each of which will be established a
coles or a traintago osinr ae phy.
sician and surgons.

-A Chinese merchant ia New YTe
has received a letter stating that not
longagothe little villages ot Io and
J, f-five miles from Bong Kong.

uarreled about the site or a tempe.
dimculty culmiasted in the bura-

ing of both villages sad the killing of
nearly one thousand people.

-At the fellowship met o native
Christians held in Kioto, Japan, the.
subject of one session was revivals,
and during the discussion it beeame
known that the patriarch of the meet-
ing, the white haired pastor of one of
the Toko churches, was spending the
day, in company with some sdents
at the training school, upon one o the
mountains near the city, in fasting ad
prayer for God's blessing upon the
meeting.

-The Samoans of Mantantu have
opened a chapel whicbh is bilt of wood
from a forest which used to be tabooed
as the dwelling place of an anelent Sa-

bandety. Long alter the peopl
had•eased to believe in the deity they
entertained a superstitious awe f the
grove, and it was considered a great
triumph when the missionaries were
ablesoto overcome the feeling of dread
as to induee the people to attack the
grove and acut down its secred trees.

-The country schools are far ler-
ior to the town or eity schools, but this
is far more than coaunterbalaned by
the fact that the country boy s trained
to work from the time he aen pick up
corn cobs to run the kitchen stove.
ti he goes out to his own home. The
chaps who had plent" money st ed-

ge,_ and the y r eld lows, have
not been as a rule heard from much
sine, while the country boys who were

ain clothes and kept elose to their
books in the old colleges are leading
the thought of lowa and other States
today -b"s Hosad.

--Bev. Dr. Coyler says: "The barn-
ng_ problem of the day is how to evan-

e the great tiies, whib are to rule
or ruin the nation. From this uarter
comes the menace. There is butmo
way to conquer darkness-carry in the
light. There is oly one way to hana
the lamp-read esaven. Terek
one e tnal way to arrest the earrup-
tion, and that is to take the Lord's salt
out of the silve hooped easks sad sest-
tar it where it is needed."-NZ. .
2Vses

PUNGENT PARAGRAPH•.
-Second thoughts are always the

best Woman was an afterthought of
emation-Boston 2 srip

-If it took cofee as long to settle as
some men, a good may t as would
drink water.-- C Derrick

-There are some things harder to
than a diary. A three.dollar

poqet-knie , for instance.
-The most extreme sr to whish a

chicken can live under favorable coa-
ditio is said to be nine years.bt ay-
body ever boarded knows better.
-Cakx bad Ledog.r

-English entomnologists are exited
over the addition of anew buttersy to
the British fauna, maktag a total do
sixty-ave speces Wh Ameican
belle is over there now?-BJDssbm An.

-"No," said the landlady, ilang
her eyes with a stony gees upon the
ewboarder atthe foot of the tasbb;

"no, its not what I eat, Lbt what
somebody else eats thatdireesm e."
-BEaNto 2eafrSIip.

-No matter f a wemsa bhm't but
three lines to writ m a M pGdE letter
paper, se as't resist tn tmptaion
to write two of them m the aids margin
and thaen sign her name upide down
over thedate.-Pelnsar (Mas.)hre sL

--A to pplsd w

mn account of his ees the Judge
aid: "Could yoa not hear my charge

to the Jur air' "'es, I heard yoar
honor's car ." mad the Jurera, but
I oaldna't make a mm cd it" Be
was "ezcused."-- l s lsR.

-A Chanee Shot-Mr. to
Mrs. Soieate, as b calls her
to a young couple uaer bye-JinuiLs
evidant I notarL eIrySClrr s
pears eummd witbyligl ulir --
does she cr' Mrs Un (cmiling
brlghtly)--"O . e, nea t tU ll

by wya m sae a s w, on es
thon to b, o•n -b s' r
being twribly bocei. -Oe8 Us *

Ptient-Ae.- u do--.
Zoaug Phyean--eet Bsave!t Yea
didn't tke them otar than thet
Psatieat-I dida'ttss any. My bltle
b y Nhold st o belia ti >!w&

Sth tm eard of hiZ l w

is the back-yad aemn eas0&-J F.
Tlimm

t. namman. farmer.
"The Blessings of Government, Like the Dews from Heaven, Should Descend Alike upon the BRih and the Poor."
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