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MATERNITY.

1 hold two da’nty little fest

Clasped in mv warm and loving hand;
Bo sofi and pnk they 80re must be

Two rose leaves blown from fairy land.

I hold & wee and helpless form
Pressed closely to my havpy heart=—

Why. baby '—mi:ne by right givine-—
The r ght of pa.n—a mother s part.

0Oh! beautenus life! o fa'r and new,
That resterdar was bi=nt w th mina!

Obt wundrous soul! so lately sprung
A sparklet from the Bource Divine!

- ¥0u come to me
Embodied in tois Lttle form;

Mr soul accepta its happ neas
As tiowers the sunshing, suft and warm.

My brow seems decked by coronet
e fa rest eprth has ever seen—
Tiae dindem of wotherhood —
"Tis Nature's band that crowns me quesh.

What realms are opened to my sight!
1 tread the ree ons of the hlest;
And ali because thi= | ttle form
Lies fair and nelpless on my breast.

God's priceless g {ts.

A tiny bud. whoe flower comp’ete
May bloom to biess my wanimg vears,
Oh: motherhood’ vou hold a bliss
That best mav be exprested in tenrs.
ric Stecens Walter, in the Ingleside.
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OLD PAUL.

The Mys=zterious Room, and Whet
Its Opening Revoealed.

Old Paul is dead, and who cares? No-
body. For Old Paul was a sloven, a
giutton and a drunkard, and when he
died the world said good riddance from
poor rubbish. Still. Old Paul made a
mo&t respectable appearance as he
passed through the village on his way
to the graverard, the most respectable
he had made in it for twenty yvears.
For, instead of his broken-down horse,
in a harness tied together with sirings,
Old Paul was drawn by stately white
horses in rich trappings, and instead of
his crazy old wagon, with rickety
wheels and splintered shafts, Old-Paunl's
esrriage, thenzh for some reason few
like to ride in it, was in evervy way re-
socctable. Nor was the poor old ‘man
wisible, with his slovenly dress and
blondshot eyes and burning face, and
Eriuled, shaggy beard, for Old Paul

ad a driver, and rode inside, and in-
stead of the crowd of rascally boys that
were wont to foliow him, deeming it
rare sport &0 see humanity sunk so low,
Old Paul was followed by a long and
most respectable funeral train, for he
had many relations, thouch no friends,
and they were all most respectably
dressed in mourning, though iun all the
sable erowd that stood around the
open grave [ saw not one quivering li
or falling tear as the first earth slods
fell upon the coffin’s lid.

Old Paul's wife left him near twenty
¥ears ago, and the world excused her
for it, for how, said the world, conld
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 fifiy vears ago, for he was rich and
sbe was poor. !

‘“And if the truth must be known,”
said Aunt Prudence, knocking the
ashes from her pipe and lowering her
voice to s confidential tone, as if
afraid of heing overheard by some ten-
ant of the graveyard, “they du say,”
Inr{ettinv that the tongues once busy
with such ssip, all except her own,
had long been silent in the grave,
“they du say that Paul married for
beanty and Polly for money, and yon
know, as old Billy Bain down at the
noothonse says, life’s wagon will go
nard when there is no love to grease
the wheels.”

Tes, gzold had dazzled and blinded
the one and beauty had dazzled and
blinded the other, but they scon waked
up, the one to the fact that for gold
she had bound her life to a coarse and
bratal nature, and the other to the fact
that beanty. like frostwork glitterin
in moonlight, may be brilliant and
the same time freezing cold.

“How shockingly they have abusad
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 vears, where her
children had all besn born and most of
them had died.

Old Paul was, indeed, a brute, and
he was well mated with ome who,
under such circumstances, could think
of such Eetty trash.

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

Oune day I chan to take a walk
down by Old Paul's house. Thespring
was in its glory. The forests were
clad in richest verdure. The apple
trees were in full bloom and filled the
air with fragrance, while the bees
feeding upon their blossoms filled it
with a dreamy mwrmur The corn
was just peeping from the and
the rye fields began to wave in the
passing breezes. The meadows were
vocal with

The boboli
OIFk‘i elenr thrilling straim

The ground birds were singing in the
hedges and the robins tro:El ge trees
that overhung the road.

As I approached the house 1 noticed
horses tied to the posts and gronps of
men standing about the doors, and
heaps of old furniture scattered here
and there, which reminded me that it
was auction day.

It wis a large, old-fashomed square
house. with two ancient elms growing

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 negiect. 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 ealtivated.
fruit trees unpruned, fences that had
cauht 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, manunre accumulated
about the barns instead of making the
crops look, lush and lusty.” The
barns themselves, ventilated by loss of
boards, in the shed Old Paul’s wagzon,
aud tied to a po=t his old horse, appar-
ently looking mournfully forward to

i‘ockay who had bought him for ten dol-
ars on speculation.

“Going, going at ten cents,” I heard
in a harsh. husky voice, “‘all this lot of
panz, once the pride of Aunt Polly’s
heart, bran new only twenty vears agro,
oing, going and gone to Patrick Me-
Fadden for ten cents.”

Ten cents, then, was the public valu-
ation of what had oceunied the thouzhts
of Old Paul’s wife, to the exciision 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 jory of
neighboring gossips had more than
once had the subject under advisement,
and had brought s unanimons verdiet
of “strange and very mysterious.”

As ro one knew anything about ig,
every one felt free to say just what her
busy fancy suggested. Some s=aid it
was hannted, and one ecadaverous old
maid, who had dried up in single bless-
edaess, threw out dark hints about a
peddler who had mysteriously disan-
pearsd. Some said lights had been
seen and strangely sweet music heard
there more than once at the dead of

ht.

mﬁ‘he children eaunght 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
FPaul's white horse was feeding near
the house. This room also seemed to
possess a strange power over Old Paunl
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
tozether.

This mystery, whatever it might be,
was now about to be cleared up. A
zroup of eager gossips had already
gatherad about the door, which had to

: 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 house.

The mystery had vanished, and with
it all that coarse hilarity. Even the
rollicking auctioneer stood mute, his
coarse featnres covere:d with a shade of
thoughtful sadness,

More than one lip guivered, and more
taan 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 inguired 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 overcame 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! She was
an_angel to me in my poverty and
suffering. Hardly a day passed with-
out her oringing over some nice little
things for poor little Willy, 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 alwayas 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 see to fee: jugt 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 if
¥ls heart would break, though she told

before it, spreading their giant b
m'&e‘ g their giant branches

£y
.

him but the day before she left us—for,

his futore prospects in the hands of the |

poor child, suffering as she was she
seemed to be thinking of evervbod
but herself—to be patient and good-
natured, and not to mind if he did suf-
fer a good deal, and he would see her
again 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 vou soon.” Asshe said this
she looked steadily upward and spoke
in a confidential tone, as if she saw
those dear ones on the very border of
the spiritnal world. waiting impatient-
Iy 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 ecareless, jovial
ecrowd, mine were so blinded that I
could not see it, and I felt convineed,
more than I should have been by vol-
umes of panegyries, that from that
dusty room more than twenty years
azo an angel had taken her homeward
flizht, and that she had since been per-
mitted oeceasionally to flit across Old
Panl’s degraded soul, if, perchance,
she might vet win him from the error
of his ways.

But how, thoueht I, eounld such an
one grow up ander such cireumstances
and with such sarroundings? How?
Why, in the same way the most beauti-
fui flower can erow and sied its ira-
grance under the cold droppings of the
glacier.

The Divine goodness is so prodizal—
no, not prodigal, but profuse—in the
bestowal of its gifts that, as there js no
place in nature without its beauty, so
there ia none =0 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-
gﬁ;‘ wings.—Henry T. Niles, in Toledo

AN QDD VIEW.

What Dumas Woald Have Done With the
Duacats 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 thereabomts. What
can 8 man do with forty millions? Heo
can do nothing, unless he has the im-
agination of a Dumas or the tastes of a
Beckford. Mr. Beckford coliceted a
truly delightful and marvellous library
of books. Mr. Vanderbilt did nothing
of the sort. He had no particular erav-
ing for rare editions, and the master-
pieces of Duseunil and Le Gascon. Du-
mas, again, would have run through
the money like a2 man. He wounld have
resented Italy to the [Italians and
me to Victor Emmanuel. Perhaps
he would have annexed India; very
probably, at least. he would have made
the attempt, He would have carried
Duchesses ecaptive, and his dramas
would have been magnificently per-
formed in Timbucto. He would have
cut & eanal through the Isthmns of
Corinth; he would have 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 biue on Birmingham
and carried off the Liberal Seven to
chains and slavery. Dumas would
have released conviets 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 eardinals in disguise. O, grea’,
and glorious Alexander, exclaims the
dazzled faney, why hadst not thou the
forty millions, while the tame Vander-
bilt starved on a pittance of a few
yearly thousands?—Salurday Review.
— e ——

HOW TO AVOID SCARS.

A Physlclan Shows How a Littls Care
Will Effect Thelr Removal.

Scars 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 asear if it be
a small one, and on the margin if it be
large, and vibrate the surface on the
tissnes 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 size. If the sear be
the resnlt of a large scald or burn, the
margin only sheuld be treated at first;
the advances toward the aenter should
be deferred until the nutrition of the
margins has been decidedly improved.
Only a little treatment should be ap-
Elied to any one spot at the same time,

ut the vibrations should be re
as many as twenty times a day, bat
never with sufficient frequency or se-
verity to cause pain. If the scar be-
irritable d treatment until
it subsides. In the course or two or
three weeks of faithful treatment the
surface of the scars of moderate size
becomes more movable and will begin
to form wrinkles like new skiu when
pressed from side to side. All these
changes are due to improved nutrition,
consequent on better blood eirculation
—the development of entirely new sets
of blood in the cieatrical tissue.—
Springfield (Mass.) Republican.

—A weary world—At the elub: D«
Jones yawns and str-tches himself.
Van Brown—*Tired, vear bov?" De
Jones—**‘Aw—beastly.” Van B.—Up
late, eh?' DeJ.—‘‘Naw. Been think
ing."=-N. ¥. To-dav.

OLD JUNK.

Wew Uses to Which Discarded Iroa and
Tin Are Put.

Small boys with their arms heaped
full of seraps of old tin, bits of iron and
similar pieces of riff raff, gathered in
the strects amid men and women, lug-
ging biz 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 un-
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 ecash for
it on the spot.

“What are yon 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
exaetly what fur I'm doin’ it.””

An affable young man on the third
story of the hig building on Nassau
Street. said that he knew the secret of
the old man’s parchase.

“‘Great idea,” he eried,”” and lots ot
eash in it. It is a newscheme to utilize
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 discoverad that we
can make this sort of iron and tin out
of old eans 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 1t with rollers until all
the extranzous 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 under
arubber-coated roller and fattened out.
Then they ave piled in paeks and slid
batween chilled iron rollers to reduee
their thickness. After that they are
annealed, shot through tho rollers
a=ain, 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 origlnal ore is treated.”

“What isit used for afterit is fin.
ished?™”

*‘Lots of things. Out of the iron we
make buttons, Iye eans, 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 ean make it for §2
a bax, and sell it for 85. Of the tin we
make butter dishes, tops of paint and
milk cans, and similar small ware. It
costs 810 a box to import the tin, which
is just donble what we can make it for.
The tin ean also be made up for ferro-
tvpes at a selling price of 215 a box of
112 pounds. The kind that comes from
England costs from $35 to $50 = box,
and before this photographers had to
go to England for it becanse there was
not any body here that would make it
We weren't able to mmlaete 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

aving the expense of manufacture, is

E‘zir,ouo on 30,000 boxes of the iron
when made from the waste material,
and sold at an average of £5 a box.—
N. Y. Sun.
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JAPANESE TEMPLES.

Colossal Structures with Tmmemse Bel-
fries and Bells.

There were no temples in Japan until
thirty years before Christ. Sacred eere-
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. Atthisdate, arebellion having
appeared among his subjects, the Mi-
katlo feared that e had displeased the
gods by keeping the emblems too near
his person. so he resoived to build and
dedieate a temple inviolate to their use.
He then appointed his dnughter 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-
in priestess of imperial blood.
efore the mdvent of Buddhism,

which came with the conquest of Corea,
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 gaug;‘ vestments minis-
tered its ritnal. ow huge portals of
stone open the path to sscred in-
closures,and f)eeping out fram camphor-
groves or tall ranks of fitx are erimsom
pagodas, wayside images, and costly
ghrines. These templeés and shrines
dot the valleys and hlksides alike and
crown the mountain-fop. On Mount
Hivevan alone, overlooking Lake Biwa
and the most beaufiful valley in the
world. are five hundred temples in
different stages of disnse and decav,—
Chicaga Times

A FUTURE CATACLYSM.

The Sinking of the Atlantie Coast and the
Hecesslon of Niagara Falls.

The scientists have again unfolded to
the public their views to the effect that
the Atlantic coast line of the United
States is settling away, and will be at
length submerged by the ocean. The
rate at which it is sinking is not suchas
to create immediate alarm. The most
that is claimed is that the erust 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 Atlantie
Ocean will submerge New York City
about the time when by the recession 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 hardl
take an interest in either event, whic
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 ealculation. 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

roduce are sometimes very striking.

t is not impossible that, as the earth’s
internal fires are still eooling, the
process of shrink 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 measure-
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 locased near the ontlet of - Niag-
ara River is an established fact, and
that they have receded within a recent
era seven miles from Lewiston to their
preseat  locality 15 equally certain.
When they shall back up so far that
the dam across the outlet of Lake Erie
shall give way, the :I_:{Ponr 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, buot will re-
cede to some distance from its present
shore. This, while apparently leaving
Chicago an inland city, will merely
provide it more ground over which to
spread to the eastward, and will sup-
ply a long-felt want. As it is not pos-
gible, however, ithat this event can oo-
cur within the next two hundred and
fifty thousand years, there will be am-
ple time for future generations to make
such preparations to meet it as may
appear advisable under the circum-
stances.— Chicago Journal.

A SURE GUIDE.

Better Than a Trail Upon the Prairies
in » Blinding Snowstorm.

Two travelers were lost on a far
western prairie during a driving snow-
storm. Night was coming on, the trail
was obscured by the swift-falling flakes
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 cutting
blasts, and bidding his comrade follow,
walked with swiftness and confidence
aguinsi the storm. Miles onward they
pressed, the one who had first faced the
stoirm lea mg always, with a step that
was strong and steady and an expres-
sion that told of hope in his heart.

Dzrkness came down upon the tree-

less plain and the storm increased in
fury. Directly 2 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 pH;es before the roaring
blaze in the big fireplace the old settler
said:
«“The ¢ -ail you were following runs
full five miles to the south of us. What
good ﬁieca of fortune brought yom
througn this terrible storm to our
cabin door?"

[t must have been the hand of Prov.
idence,”” said the old settler's guo
wife, who was removing the remains
of the supper.

“Well, l:r’:ery 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, madam, were the instrne
ment which that hand used to bring us
numbed and weary wanderers to your
hospitable door. You were boiling
cabbage, you know, and we were lee-
ward, and once I got yvonr bearings
with my nose, which I think a very re-
liable one, I had no difficulty in reache
ing the human habitation I knew to be
somewhere in the dark and mysterions
beyond.""—Toledo Blade.

—Two village worthies met on the
street one day. ‘‘Jamie,” says the
richer of the two, “are ye never ﬁv“d
to pay me that account? 1'm ill off for
the siller thenoo.”” *0,"" says Jamie,
“I havens sgeen vou, this long iime.
Could ye cheen a twenty-ponnd
“Ay, could [, says the laird,
drawing out his pocket-book. *Ah
weel,"® says Jamie, ““you’'re no needin’
siller then.” and walked on.—Norris
town Herald. -

—An exchange .remrks: ‘‘Persia
artial to maidens with marital

is very p ¢
procliwities. Accordingtoalaw ofthat
country a WOIman can marry l?Iwhm ;

between one and ninety years.

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

—An Indian high school is to be es-
tablished in San Bernardine County,’
Californis.

—There are more “‘colleges” in Ohio
than in France and Germany combined.
—Cleveland

Leader.
—Mrs. Talmage, wife of the Brook-
Iyn preacher, lectures every Sunday to
aclass of three hundred women and

viding the country into six sections, in
each of which will be established =
college for the training of future phy-
sicians and surgeons.

—A Chinese merchant in New York
has received a leiter stating that not
long ago the little villages of Ko and
Ju, fifty-five miles from Hong Kong,

reled about the site for a temple.

difficulty enlminated in the burn-

ing of both es and the killing of
nearly one thousand people.

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

—The Samoans of Mantantn have
opened a chapel which is built of wood
from a forest which used to be tabooed
as the dwelling place of an ancient Sa-
whan deity. iﬂng after the people
had ce to believe in the deity they
entertained a superstitions awe of the
grove, and it was considered & grest
trinmph when the missionaries wera
able so to overcome the feeling of dread
a8 to induce the people to attack the
grove and cut down its sacred trees.

—The country schools are far infer-
ior to the town or eity schools, but this
is far more than counter 3
the fact that the mtrz‘boy is train
to work from the time can pick up
corn cobs to run the kitchen stove,
till he goes out to his own home. The
chaps who had plenty of money at col-
lege, and the city bred fellows, have
not been as a3 rule heard from much
since, while the country boys who wore
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the thought of Iowa and other States
to-day.—Jowa Homestead.

—Rev. Dr. Cayler says: ““The burn-

ing problem of the day is how to evan-
the great cities, which are to rule

or ruin the nation. From this quarter
comes the menace. There is but one
way to conquer darkness in the
light. There is only one way to c
the lum, the leaven. Thereis
one effectual way to arrest the
tion, and thatis to take the Lord’s Et
out of the silver hooped casks and scat-
ter it where it is needed.”—N. ¥.
Times.

i .
PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—Second thoughts are always the
best. Woman was an aﬁarthon’g.it of
creation.— Boslon Transcript.

—If it took coffee as long to settle as
some men, & many of us would
drink water.—0il Cily Derrick.

—There are some things harder to
kouE than a diary. A three-dollar
pocket-knife, for instance.

—The most extreme to which a
chicken can live under favarable con-
ditions is said to benine years, bat any-
body who ever boarded knows better.

—English entomologists are excited
over the addition of a new butterfly to
the British fauna, making a total "of
sixty-five species. What Ameriean
belle is over there now?—Bestos Post.
e e ik b

eyes with a stony ['] t
new boarder at the foot of thep(:ble;
“no, it is nol what I eat, but what
somebody else eats that distresses me."”
— Boston Transcripl.

—No matter if a woman hasn't but
three lines to write on a of letter
paper, she can't resist temptation
to write two of them on the side margin
and then sign her name uopside down
over the date.— Pulmer ( Mass.) Journal.

—A nd Erm- having applied to
the Judge to be excussd gn‘m serving
on acconnt of his deafness, the Judge
said: “‘Could not hear my charge
to the j sir?’ Yes, I heard your
honor's ¢ " said the juror, “but
1 counldn’t any sense of it" He
was “‘excused. " — Mail.

—A Chance Shot.—Mr. Augnr (to
Mrs. Societe, a8 he calls her attemtion

to & young couple nesr by)—*Thereis
evident enjoyment. Miss ap-
charﬁed with Ultradude—
she not?’ Mrs. (smiling

mgm;’y)_--o. one csn not tell a;g;
in a womsn's

hmEs ow to look MM%
being terribly bored.—Harper’s Busar.

~Young Physician (to patient)—
Didﬁw L nydhw&mlh hkmu.
the little every thrae bours:
Patient—Well—er—yon see, doo—-.
Young Physician—Great Heavens! You
didn’t take them oftener than thatf
| Patient—I didn't take any. My little
' boy got hold of the bottle in the

and ate them all np. Young
- ﬂ;-m “ﬁ;hbg!“ out
s cste.—N. .

in the back-yard stoning
Times. £
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