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"I want to praise Hood's Batasprlla.
My health run dowa, sad I had the grip.
Alter that, my heart and nervous system
wer headly scted, so that I could not do
my own work. Our physicansm ave me
some help, but did not cae. I decided to
try Hood's Sarsaperilla. oon I could do
all my own homsework. I have takes
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Rev. T. De Witt Talmage delivered
the following sermon, apropos of the
advent tr spring Sewers, before his
Washinto congregation, taking for
histxt:
TbI slt mbe lie a watere gardeL--Isa

vt0., L.,
The Bible is a great poem. We have

in it faultless rhythm and bold im-
agery sad startling antithesis and
rapturous lyric sad sweet pastoraland
nstrauctive narrative and devotional

psalm; thoughts expressed in style
more solemn than that of Montgom-
ery, or old than that of Milton,
more than that of Dante, more
natural athat of Wordsworth,
more im e than that of Pol-
lock, moe tender than that of Cow-
per, more" weired than that of Spen-
ser.

This great poem brings all the gems
of the earth into its coronet, and it
weaves the fames of judgment into its
garlands, and pours eternal harmonies
in its rhythm. Everything this book
touches it makes beautiful, from the
plain stones of the summer threshing
loor to the daughters of Nahor flling
the trough for the camels; from the
fish-pools of Heshbon up to the psalm-
ist praising God with the diapason of
storm and whirlwind, and Job's
Imagery of Orion, Arcturus and the
Pleiades

My text leads us into a sene of sum-
mer redolence. The world has had a
great many beautiful gardens. Cbarle-
magne added to the glory of his reign
by decreeing that they be established
all through the realm-deciding even
the names of the flowers to be planted
there. Henry IV., at Montpelier, es-
tablished gardens of bewitching
beauty and luxuriance, gathering into
them Alpine, Pyrenean and French
plants. One of the sweetest spots on
earth was the garden of Shenstone,
the poet. His writings have made but
little impression on the world; but his
garden, "The Leasowes," will be ita
mortal To the natural advantage
of that place was brought the per-
feetion of art Arbor and terrace and
slope, and rustie temple, and reservoir,
and urn, and fountain here had their
erowning. Oak and yew and hazel put
forth richest foliage. There was no
life more diligent, no soul more in-
genious, than that of Shenstone, and
all that diligence and genius be
brought to the adornment of that one
tteasured spot. He gave 300 for it;
he sold it for 17,000. And yet I am
to tell you to-day of a richer garden
than any I have mentioned. It is the
garden of the church, which belongs
to Christ He bought it, He planted
it, He owns it, and He shall have it.
Walter Scott, in his outlay at Abbots-
ford, rained his fortune; and now, in
the cromson flowers of those gardens,
you ean almost think or imagine that
you see the blood of that old man's
broken heart. The payment of the
last 100,000 sacriflced him. But I
have to tell you that Christ's death
were the outlay of this beautiful
garden of the church, of which my
text speaks, Oh, hew many sigh and
tears and pangs and agonies! Tell me,
ye women who saw Him hang! Tell
me ye executioners who lifted Him
and let Him down! Tell me, thou sun
that didst hide; ye rocks that felli
Christ loved the church and gave Him-
self for it. If the garden of the
church belongs to Christ, certainly He
has a right to walk in it. Come, then,
O blessed Jess, to-day; walk up and
down these aisles, and pluck what
Thou wilt of sweetness for ThyselL

The church in my text, is appropri-
ately compared to a garden, because it
is the place of choice flowers, of select
fruits, mad of thorough irrigation.
That wouald be a strange garden in
which there were no flowers. It no-
where else, they would be along the
borders or at the gateway. The home-
Best taste will1 dictste something, if it
be only the old-fashioned hollyhock,
or dahlia, or daefodil; but if there be
larger means, then you will find the
Mexica caetus, and blaing zTales,
and elusterindg oleander. Well, now,
Christ eomes to His garden and He
plants there some of the brightest
spirits that- ever flowered upon the
world. Some of them are violets, in-
conspiceuous, but as sweet as IIeaven.
You have to search and finad
them. Yaou do not see them very
often, perhaps, but you find
where they have been by the bright-
emed face of the invralid, and the sprig
of gerusnium on the stand, and the new
window curtains keepin out the glare
of the sunliht. They are, perhaps,
more like the ranuuneuls, creeping
sweetly along amid the thors and
briars of life, giving kises for stinag;,
andmany a man who has had in bhis
way some great black rock of trouble,
has founad that they have covered Itall
over with flowery jasmine, ruanning tin
and out amid the erevices. Thesefow-
er in Christ's garden ae not, like the
saunlower, gaudy in the light, but
whereever darkness hovers over a soul
that needs to be comfarted, there they
stand, nilght-bloom g cereuses.

But in Christ' gden there are
plants that may be better compared to
the Mexican eacetus-thors without,
lovellaess within; men with sharp
points of character. They wound al-
most everyone that touches them.
They are hard to handla Mena pro-
noaase them nothing but thorns, but
Chrit leves them notwithstadind all
their sharpes. Many a man has had
a very hard gond to altivate, and it
has only been through severe trial he
bras raised even the smallest erop of
grace. A very bharsh minister was
talkin to a very piscid elder, sad the
placi eldr msid to the harsh minis-
ter: "Doctor, I do wish you waould
control eyor temper." "AB," d e
mabster to the elder: "I control
mre tamper ia frve mlnuat than yoa

fhiv e wars."
It is harder for sUe'ia Si4do right

thal hor other mna to do right The
gre that would d levat you to the
eureath hemes might noa~lep your
breter eesr knoelag a man dowa.
I had a frind who aesm to me aad
sae; " dare not jla the ebareb." I
saltL "Why? "Oh," he m, "I have
am a voidet tempr. Yesterday
aoraIs I wae ersiarg very early at
the Bersey O erary, ad I eawamilk-

ua p a large qatty at water
tot he ak ema, ead I amld to hi
als thas wE dog' ad he hulted

Sught a i ,a. the are -
pae ftha ry emainea,who

ws- te h ,b his iehaiir, losed
mte t ~ow a me
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"Why do't ydw have more of them ha
the churchn' I m. "Why d•g' youa
have in the werd more Humbeldbssp
Wellingtcs?' God gives t somer ten
talesti4t another aone.

In lisdrle of the church which
Christ har ted Ialo nad the snow-
drops, beautiful, but cold-ooknlag
seemingly another phase ot winter. I
mean those Christians whoare peaise
in their tastes, unaimpassioned'pPse as
snowdrops and as cold. They J
shed any tears, they never get edqi
they never msay anything rashly, they
never do anythingpreelpitately. Their
pulses never futter, their nerves never
twitch, their indignation never bolla
over. They live longer than most peo-
ple, but their life is in a minor key.
They never run up to "C" above the
staff. In their music of lifq they have
go staccato passages. Christ planted
them in the church, and they must be
of some service or they would not be
there; snowdrops, always snowdrops.

But I have not told you of the most
beautiful Sower of all this gardeq
spoken of in the text. If you see a
ceentury plant your emotions are start-
ed. You say: "Why, this fower has
been a hundred years gathering up for
one bloom, and it will be a hundred
years more before other petals wil
come out." But. I have to tell you
of a plant that was gathering
up from -all eternity, and that 1,900
years ago put forth its bloom never to
wither. It is the passion plant of the
Cross! Prophets foretold it; Bethlehem
shepherds looked upon it in the bud;
rocks spook at its bursting, and the
dead got up in their winding-sheets to
see its full bloom. It is a crimson
Sfower-blood at the roots, blood on
the branches, blood on all the leaves.
Its perfume is to fill all the nations.
Its breath is in Heaven. Come, 0
winds from the north and winds from
the south and winds from the east and
winds from the west, and bear teall
the earth the sweet-smelling savor of
Christ, my Lord!
His worth if all the natltos knew,
Sars the whole earth would love itm. too
Again, the church may be appropri-

ately compared to a garden, because
it is a place of fruits. That would be
a strange garden which had in it no
berries, no plums, or peaches, or apri-
cots. The coarser fruits are planted
in the orchard, or they are set out on
the sunny hillside; but the choicest
fruits are kept in the garden. So in
the world outside the church. Christ
has planted a great many beautiful
things-patience, charity, generosity,
integrity; but He intends the choicest
fruits to be in the garden, and if they
are not there, then shame on the
church.

Religion is not a more son tlmentall-
ty; it is a practical, life-giving, health-
ful fruit-not posies,but apples. "Oh,"
says somebody, "I don't see what your
garden of the church has yielded." In
reply, I ask where did your asylums
come from? and your hospitals? and
your institutions of mercy? Christ
planted every one of them; He planted
them in His garden. When Christgave
sight to Bartimeus He laid the eorner
stone to every blind asylum that has
ever been built. When Christ soothed
the demoniac of Otsilbe d e laid the
corner'stone of every lunatic asylum
that has ever been established. When
Christ said. to the sick man, "Take up
thy bed and wri," He laid the corner
stone of every hospital the world has
ever seen. When Christ said, "I was
in prison and ye visited me," He laid
the corner stone of every prison reform
association that has ever been organ-
ised. The church of Christ is a glo-
rious garden, and it is full of fruit.

I know there is some poor fruit in t.
I know there are some weeds that
ought to be thrown over the fence. I
know there are some crab apple trees
that ought to be cut down. I know
there are some wild grapes that ought
to be uprooted; but are you going to
destroy the whole gairden because of a
little gnarled fruit? You will find
worm-eaten leaves in Fontaine-
bleau, and insects' that sting in
the fairy groves -of the Champs
Elyses. You do not tear
down and destroy the whole garden
because there are a few specimens of
gnarled fruit. I admit there are men
and women in the church who ought
not to be there; but let us be just as
frank and admit that there hundreds
and thousands and tens of thousands
of 'glorious Christian men and women
holy, blessed, useful, consecrated and
triumphant. There is no grander,
nobler collection in all the earth than
the collection of Christians.

There are Christian men in thishouse
whose religion isnot amatter of psalm-
sruging and church-going. To-morrow
morning that religion 1ill keep them
just as consistent and consecrated in
their worldly occupation as it ever kept
them at the communion table. There
are women here to-day of a higher type
of character than Mary of Bethany.
They not only sit at the feet of Christ,
but they go out.into the kitchen .to
help Martha in her work that she may
sit there, too. There is a woman who
has a drunkard husband, who has ex-
hibited more faith and patience and
courage than Ridley in the fire. He
was consumed m bt minutes . Hers
has been a 20 years' martyrdom. Yon-
der is a man who has been 15 years on
his back, unable to feed himself, yet
calm and peseoful as though he lay an
one of the green banks of Heaven,
watching the orsamen dip their pad-
die in the crystal river! Why, it seams
to me this moment as if St. Paul
threw to us a pomologlast eatalogue
of the fruits growing in this great
garden of Christ-love, joy, peace,
Wtence, charity, brotherly kiLndness,
gentleness, meey glorious fruit,
enough to ll all the baskets of earth
and Heaven.

Again, the Church in my text is ap-
propriately called a gardea, because it
is thoroughly irrigated. No garden
could prosper long without plenty of
water. I have seen a garden in the
midst of a desert, yet blooming and
luxuriant. AU around us was dearth
and barrenness; but there were pipes,
aqueducts, reaching from this garden
up to the mountains, and throuegh
these aquedts the water eame stsm-
ing down and toiing up intobsutitlth
fountains, until veay roetandlesmfad
flower was saturated. That is 4he
the church. The charch ls agaieein
the midst of a great daese of in and
sufterlag; but it is well rrigatsd for
"r eyes are wato the hils tam
whese Com*th ear belp". oi mt
mountains of odGsatength t•er flew
down ners of giedaes. "There is a
riser the stream whereut chal male
glad Use aft o- o od." Pru~l nei
the i is n.er .1 the iagqeusu.
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ikrem o to tep, wat Ml a me,
os4•aM bear the ~ e l r•kh, at a

gor the bllb~ ibne ba it name
am~ r, Saing, roaring down, sa•t

sealightand wayves gleesome wrestle
tumed t y met; So iswi the
church o God. everythiag e• a
from above= pardon from aboe, Joy
from above, adoption from above,
anctlacatian from above.
Hark! I hear the latch of the garde.

gate. and I look to see who is coming.
I hear the voles of Christ: "I maeom-

into my garden." I say, "Came in,
Jesus! we have been waiting for

thee; wak all through the paths.
Look at t look at the fruit;
pluck-that w thou wilt for Thy-
selL" Jesus comes into the garden
anl up to that old man, and touches
him, and says, "almost home, father;
not many more aches for thee;
I will never leave thee; take
eourage a little longer and
I will steady thy tottering steps, and I
will soothe thy troubles and give thee
rest. Courage, old man." Then Christ
goes up another garden path, and He
comes to a soul in trouble, and says:
"Peace! all is well. I have seen thy
tears. I have heard thy prayer. The
sun shall not smite thee by day nor
the moon by night. The Lord shall
preserve thee from all evil; He will
preserve thy souL Courage, 0 troubled
spirit!"

Then I see Jesus going up another
garden path, and I see great excite-
ment among the leaves, and I hasten
up that garden path to see what Jesus
is doing there, and lo! He is breaking
off lowers, sharp and clean from the
stem, and I say: "Stop, Jesus, don' kill
those beautiful flowers." He turns to
me and says: "I have come into my
garden to gather lilies, and I mean to
take these up to a higher terrace, for
the garden around my palace; and
there I will plant them; and in better
soil and in better air they shall put
forth brighter leaves and sweeter re-
dolence, and no frost shall touch them
forever." And I looked up into His
face and said: "Well, it is His garden,
and He has a right to do what He will
with it. Thy will be done!" the hard-
esat prayer ever man made.

It has seemed as if Jesus Christ took
the best; from maAy of your house-
holds the best one is gone. You know
that she was too good for this world;
she was the gentlest in her ways, the
deepest in her affections; and when at
last the sickness came you had no
faith in'medicines. You knew that the
hour of parting had come, and when,
through the rich grace of the Lord
Jesus Christ, you surrendered that
treasure, you said: "Lord Jesus, take
it-it is the best we have; take it.
Thon art worthy!" The others in the
household may have been 6f grosser
mold. She was of the finest

The Heaven of your little ones will
not be fairly begun you get there.
All the kindness shown them by imn-
mortals will not make them forget
you. There they are, the radiant

ngs that went out from your
me I throw a kiss to the sweet

darlings. They are all well now in
the palace. The crippled child has a
sound foot now. A little lame child
says: "Ma, will I be lame in Heaven?"
"No, my darling, you won't be lame in
Heaven." A little sick child says: "Ma,
will I be sick in Heaven?" "No, my
dear, you won't be sick In Heaven." A
little blind child says: "Ma, will I bb
blind in Heaven?" "No, my dear, pao
won't be blind in Heaven. They are
all well there."

I notiee that the Sne gardens some-
times have high fences around them
and you can not get in. It is so with
a king's garden. The only glimpse
you ever get of such a garden is when
the king rides out in his splendid car-
riage. It is not so with this garden-
this King's garden. I throw wide open
the gate and tell you all to come in.
No monopoly in religion. Whosoever
will, may. Choose now between a
desert and a garden. Many of yea
have tried the garden of this world's
delight. You have found it has been
a chagrin. So it was with Theodore
Hook. He made all the world laugh.
He makes us laugh now when we read
his poems; but he eould not make his
own heart laugh. While in the
midst of his festivities he con-
fronted a lookin~y-glass, and he
saw himself and sal: '"There,
that is true. I look just as I am;
done up in body, mind and purse." So
it was of Shenstone, of whose gardea
I told you at the beginning of my ser-
mon. He sat down amid those bowers
and said: "I have lost my road to
happiness. I am angry sad envious
and frantice, and despisa everything
aronundme Just asitbecomes a mad-
man to do."

O, ye weary soueals! come into Christ'.
garden to-day and pluck alittlehearts-
ease. Christ is the only rest and the
only pardon for a perturbed spirit.
Do you not think your chance
has almost come? You men sand
women who have been waiting year 1
afteryearfor some good opportunity ina
whieh to acceeept Christ, but have post- 1
poned it, fie, ten, twenty, thirtyyear
-do not feel as if now your hour ofd
deliverance and pardon and salvatlon
had come? O, man, what grudge hast
thou agalnst thy poor soul that thou
wilt not let it be saved? I feel as. it
salvation must come to-day in some of
yopr hearts

Some years ago a vessel struck on
the rocias. They had only one life-
boat. In that lifeboat the passengers
sand crew were getting ashore. The
vessel had foundered, and was sinking
deeper and deeper and that one boat
could not take the pasengers very
swiftly. A little girl stood on the deck
waiting her turn to get into the :
boat. The boat came and went, ame '

aad went, bat her tar did not msemto e
come. After awhile she eould wait no :
longer, and she leaped on the trafrail i
and then sprang intotbe sea, saylto n
the boatman: "Save menext! Save as 1
next! Oh, how many have geneI
ashore into od' mercy, and yet
you are ltinging to the wreck t sal II
Others have accepted the paros of 4
Christ, but you are in peril. Why not
this moment, make a rush far yoeur
Immetalreoa, e*crying untl Je .
hs•ll hear you, and Heaves and arth,

ring with the gry: "Have me nt,,
Save me aext!" Now is the day do
salvatlaot Nowt Now

Thes Sabbath is te last !e e etd
you Itsis about to sal away tr•ar
Her banl toon. The - ih uada I
beck ia the gangway. a. shoves o&
as a oat ut toad the great
ocea of eternity. Wave famewell
to .year last hee far Rse .
"Oh, Jeeralam, Jeansale, bow as se
wenld I lave gathsred theeassaae
-d irt her breed waderib r wis
#sdye wpalaMstl t UhM yurbnes

alst t yaudesestata.e

4"mm see
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woaund; a man is eatioa to
ght under aesuch Tie

pain abates his and takmes upt
muoh of his atttion.-J Col-
Her.

-He (admirl* a vase of Bowers)--
"Are they not sutifal? Doyouhknow
they remind me of you" She (softly)
-"But theype artiftiaL" He--"Ab,
yes; but yo never know It-"-Wash-
ington Town Talk.

-"I," t young man frankly adalt-
ted, "am#boking for a snap." "W~hl,"
the elderly one suggested, "if you have
the ginger it ought to be easy to And
some one with the dough." And a
great silcnce fell inaudbly.--Indian-
apolls Journal.

-Judge-"Last time you were here
you promised never to steal again."
Burglar-"And I fully intended to keep
my word, your honor, but this was
such a difficult case that they had to
call in an expert."-Fliegende Blatter.

-Matter of Life or Death.-Johnny
Smart-"What does b-i-e-r spell?" Old
Smart-"That depends, my son, on who
is spelling it. If it is a German it Is
about the first thing that he wants; If
it's an Englishman, it's the last thing
he wants."-Philadelphia Item.

-Mr. Umbell-"Even the worm will
turn." His Wife (scornfully)-"You
are scarcely a worm." Mr. Umbell
(reminiscently)-"Possibly not now,
my dear, but I can remember away
back yonder hearing folks say some-
thing about an early bird when you got
me."-N. Y. Sun.

-Happiness, Not Fame.-Willey-
"I tell you, it's better in the end to be
honest. Did' you ever know a rogue
who wasn't unhappy?" Shalley-"No;
but, then, one would hardly expect a
rogue to be happy when he is known.
It's the rogues who are not known that
are happy."-Woonsocket (I. L) Be-
porter.

ORIGIN OF TATTOOING.

It Was irnt a BRelgimam Praslmt--flew
Thteves oGala Ceems.

What is the origin of this usage?
Religion, which has so much power
over peoples and which proves so ob-
atinate in preserving ancient customs,
has certainly contributed to maintain
it among the more barbarous part of
our populations;- we see a quasi-oficial
proof of it at Lorette. Those who cul-
tivate a devotion for a saint believe that
by engraving his image on their flesh
they will give him a proof, a clear tes-
timony, of their love. We know that
the Phoenicians marked the sign of
their divinity on their foreheads
(Ewald, Judaischen Alterthum, 3); in
the Marshall islands they have to ask
the permission of the gods to tattoo
themselves; and the priests alone in
New Zealand perform the office of tat-
tooing (Scherzer). Lubbock adds to
this that a woman who does not bear
a tattoo mark cannot enjoy eternal
felicity. The women of Britain tat-
tooed themselves in obedience to re-
ligion (Pliny, 33).

The second cause is the spirit of imhal-
tation. A Lombard soldier answered
me laughingly one day when I rallied
him on his having spent a small sum
to spoil his arm. "See, monaieur, weave
likesheep; andwhenone of us does any-
thing we all imitate him at once, even
itf we risk doing ourselves harm."

Love of distinction also has its nflu-
ence. A thief of the most incorrigible
sort, who had six brothers tatooed like
himself, implored me, although he was
half covered with the oddest tattoo
marks, to find him a professional tat-
tooer to complete what might well be
styled the embroidery of his skin.
"Wipa the tattooing is very curious
and spread all over the body," he told.
me, "it is to us other thieves like the
black cloak of society with deeorm-
tions; the more we are tattooed, the
more we esteem one another; the more
a person is tattooed, the more Influ-
ence he has over his compan-
ions. On the contrary, one who
is not tattooed has no influence; he is
regarded merely as a good fellow, and
is not esteemed by the company."-
Prof. Cesare Lombremo, in Appletonus'
Popular Science Monthly.

oreiia or he Om pse uamms.

Each tribe wished for itself the credit
of having established the festival wbleh
drew to Olympia the strength, beauty
and Intelligence of all Greece. Some
claimed that Zeus established the fes-
tival to commemotate his seeess n the
contest with Cronus for the soveieignty
of Heaven-a myth which seems to
point to a Pelasgic origin of the games.
The Acheans coveted the honor for
their hero Atreus, and Strabo for the
Etolians. More widely credited was
the belief that the games were estab-
lished by the Cretan Hereules. who in
play challenged his brothers to run a
race, and to crown the victor with a
branch of wild olive. To the interest
of the Dorians was the myth of Apollo
outrunning Hermes and Ares. But
such myths do not necessarily Imply a
remooe antiquity for the events to
which they give a poetic coloring. It
is more to the point that Homer de-
sribca several of the contests repre-
sented afterward in the great national
games, and that some of them may
eren be found in Egyptian wall paint-
ings of the second and third illen-
nium before Christ.--Prt. Allan MarI
quand, in Century.

A Woedt se e ss~m
You dear housewife, should try to

surprise oe and another of guests
with little attmentions, as ll n s&b
of companlons as of food. Be impartial
cordial, rindly. Drll y mervant
beforehand, so that your guests need
not hear a word of exhortation. If a
little acciden. oceurs, do not mind it
nor jst about it; but doaotfret. Be
the conversation hear and sou, bt
ietethersdothe tsldig asforyourself,
speak little, hearmueh. Waittillased-
den hush falls on the eempany, then
enliven the conversmtiue with a ques•
,tio, anobjeetiou, aewtheme. Should
ame of the expected guests fa to arrive
do not comment on it to thuee present,
making them fee that the deltnuent
is the eoms whom you badoateithe
most. Devote yourself wholly to these
who am there. Q(urm to the surface
the best .tat is in each guseos-Ca-
taueman.

Cnmase-I want to ge someoI-
bul med pmpit "Ie ebams-eud t
w hsbt 1sag, aon hua, and a fret
Uobef lad t hacks dheg w!th u

laows pat teb t s

a IY~a
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SMaesa A ," • . l
it is hbee kiftM, over .whlUatdt
quesen

LouIse M. Aleathesedtoaeleaseilf
upon her siB is gettag up easwltg
entertslameats.

Misa KeryaKd erdelisitbe
reglatism on oe dofd md baeinal,
ways near at band to tomb h la Im erle
are momma l.

Miss Liian Whiting has a Hkig for
photographs. Especial favotes are
sea her apartments i a dom edlSifea
eat poses.

)rs. Bernard Beere, called "
land's Toesa," has a caious faney for
daelng dols, muasic boes and other
mechmanial toy

Mrs. Elizabeth Cady Stanton' fad,
in her old age, Ia playingtbe piano. Her
favorite music is the quaint tunes
lerned in her girlhood.

Miss Kate Sanborn, the breezy ee.
tarer and authorses, has a decided tai
ent for farming. She has gvens some
delightful boks on the subject.

Mrs. Oliver P. Belmout bas erasm
for collecting old laces. She now bas
a very valuable assortment, among
them some eceedingly rare spemes.

llaues, a part of a clusterof volesale
mountains denominated Manna Los, is
only 3,970 feet high, but Is the largest
active volcano in the world. Its crates
is a great pit, eight miles ln isem.a
Terene and 1,000 feet deep.

HIGH CHURCH TOWERS.

The steeple of the Milan Cathidral i
s55 feet in heght.

The towers of the cathedral of Co
logne are 511 feet high.

The noted steeple of St. Stephen's. J
Vienna, is 4b feet.

The great spire of Salisbury Catbe-
dral, in South England, is 406 feetbigh.

The steeple of the famous Cathedral
of Strasburgh rises to a height of 474
leet.

The dome of St. Paul's sa many feet
high as there are days in the year.

The summit of Notre Dame Cathe.
dral, at Amiems, n France, Is 432 feet
high.

The tower of the cathedral at Ant.
werp is 476 feet from foundstion to
cross.

The cres on the dome of St. Peter's,
'n Rome, is 448 feet above the paremat
of the portico.

The steeple of the cathedral at reti-
burg, where is loscated the mostfamous
organ in the world,•s al et high.

There are two or three lahes n Co-l
erade more than 10,000 eat ab •e tebs
level of the sea.
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