Rev. T. Ns Witt Talmage delivered
the following sermon, apropos of the
advent of spring flowers, before his
l\.‘i’:::i:xton congregation, taking for

Thou shalt be ilke & watersd garden. —Isalan
Irlii., 11..

The Bible is & great poem. We have
in it fanitless rhythm and bold im-
agery and startling antithesis and
rapturous lyric and sweet pastoral and
instructive narrative and devotional
psalm; thoughts expressed in style
mmore golemn than that of Montgom-

ery, morgh bold than that of Milton,
more than that of Dante, more
natural that of Wordsworth,

more imlissioned than that of Pol-
lock, moi¥: tender than that of Cow-
per, more weired than that of Spen-
Ber.

This great poem brings all the gems
of the earth into its coronet, and it
weaves the flames of judgment into its
garlands, and pours eternal harmonies
in its rhythm. Ewerything this book
touches it makes besutiful, from the

and thos builds up the nerves, tonea
the stomach and regulates the whole
system. Read this:

*“1 waat to praise Hood’s Barsaparilla.
My bealth run down, and I had the grip.
After that, my heart and nervous system
were badly affected, so thatI could not do
my own work. Our physician gave me
some help, but did mot cure. I decided to
try Hood's Barsaparilla. Soon I could do
eli my own housework. I have takes

Cured

Hood’s Pills with Hood's Sarsaparilla, and
they have done me much good. 1 will not
be without them. I have taken 13 bottles of
Hood's Barsapurilla, and through the bless-
Ipgof God, it has cured me. I worked as
bard as ever the past summer, and I am
thankfol to say I am well. Hood's Pills
‘when taken with Hood's Sarsapariils help
very much” Mms. M. M. MesszxeEnm,
Frochold, Penn.

This and many other cuves prove that

Hood's

Sarsaparilla

i the Ons Tree Blood Porifier. All droggists 1
Preparad only by C. I. Hood & Co., Lowell Mass,

- Hood’s Pilis 3.3

, promptly aad
. 25 cemta.

plain st of the summer threshing
floor to the danghters of Nahor filling
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
Pleindes,

My text leads us into a sene of sum-
mer redolence. The world has had a
great many beautiful gardens. Charle-
magne added to the glory of his reign
by decreeing that they be established
ull throngh 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, Pyreneau and French
plants. Ome of the sweetest spots on
earth was the garden of Shenstone,
the poet. His writings have made but
litfle impression on the world; but his
garden, “The Leasowes,” will be im-
mortal. To the natural advantage
of that place was brought the per-
fection of art. Arbor and terrace and
slope, and rostic temple, and reservoir,
and urn, and fountain here had their
crowning. Oak and yew and hazel put
forth richest follage. There was mno
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
trensured 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 owna it, and He shall have it
Walter Scott, in his outlay at Abbots-
ford, ruined his fortune; and now, in
the cromson flowers of those gardens,
you can almost think or imagine that
you see the blood of that old man’s
broken heart. The payment of the
last £100,000 sacrifieed him. Hut I
have to tell yom that Christ's death
were the outlay of this beantiful
garden of the church, of which my
text speaks, Oh, how many sigh and
tearsand pangs and agonies! Tellme,
ye women who saw Him hang! Tell
me ye executioners who lifted Him
snd let Him down! Tell me, thou sun
that didst hide; ye rocks that fell!
Christ loved the church and gave Him-
self for it. If the gardea of the
church belongs to Christ, certainly He
has a right to walk init. Come, then,

0 bl d Jesus, to-day; walk up and
dowa these aisles, and pluck what
Thon wilt of sweetness for Thyself.

The chureh in my text, is appropri-
stely compared to & garden, because it
is the place of choice flowers, of select
fruits, and -of thorough irrigation.
That wounld be s strangs garden in
which there were no flowers If no-
where else, they would be along the
borders or at the gateway. The home-
liest taste will dictate something, if it
be only the old-fashioned hollyhock,
or dahlia, or daffodil; but if there be
larger means, then you will find the
Mexican cactus, and blazing azales,
and clustering oleander. Well, now,
Christ comes to His garden mnd He
plants there some of the brightest
spirita that -ever flowered upon the
world. Some of them are violets, in-
conspicuous, but as sweet as Ileaven.
You have to search and find
them. You do not ses them very
often, perhaps, but you find
where they have been by the bright-
ened face of the invalid, and the sprig
of geranium on the stand, and the new
window curtains keeping out theglare
of the sunlight. They are, perhaps,
more like the ranunculus, creeping
sweetly along amid the thorns and
briars of life, giving kiss for sting;
and many a man whe has had in his
way some great black rock of trouble,
has found that they have covered itall
over with flowery jasmine, running in
and out amid the crevices, Theseflow-
ers in Christ’s garden are not, like the
csunflower, gaundy in the light, but
whereever darkness hovers over a soul
that needs to be comforted, there they

tand, night-bl ing

But in Christ's garden there are
plants that may be better com to
the Mexican cactus—thorns without,
loveliness within; men with sharp
pointaof character. They wound al-
moat everyone that touches them.
They are hard to handle. Men pro-
nounce them nothing but thorms, but
Christ lovea them notwithatanding all
their sharpness. Many & man has had
a very hard ground to cultivate, and it
has only been through severe trial he
has raised even the amallest crop of

elder said to the harsh minis-
ter: “Doctor, I do wish you would
" “Ah" said the

do in five years.” >

It is barder for some meh todo right
than for other men to do right The
grace that would elevate you to the
seventh heaven might not keep your
brother from & map down.
» friend who came to me and

: | whenoe cometh our help.”

~ Men say:
“Why don™l you hwve more of them in
the church?" I may: “Why dom't

have in the world more Humboldws and

In this garden of the church which
Christ has planted [also find the snow-
drops, beautiful, . but cold-looking,
seemingly another phase ot winter. I
mean those Christiana who are precise
in their t , nnimpassioned, ‘pure as
snowdrops and as cold. They newes
shed any tears, they never get excited,’
they ncver say anything rashly, they
never do anything precipitately. Their
pulses never flutter, their nerves never
twitch, thelr indignation never boils
over. They live longer than most peo-
ple, but their life is in s mioor key.
They never run up to “C” above the
staff. In their music of lify they have
nostaccato passages. Christ planted
them in the eburch, and they must be
of some service or they would not be
there; snowdrops, always snowdrops

Dut I have not told you of the most
beantiful flower of all this garden
spoken of in the text. If yon ses a
century plant your emotions are start-
ed. Yon say: “Why, this flower has
been a hundred years gathering upfor
one bloom, and it will be a hundred
years more before other petals will
compe out.” But I have to tell yon
of s plant that was gathering
up from all eternity, and that 1,900
years ago put forth ita bloom never to
wither. It is the passion plant of the
Crosa! Prophets foretold it; Bsthlehem
shepherds looled upon it in the bud;
rocks shook at its bursting, snd the
dead got up in their winding-sheets to
see ite full bloom, It is a erimson
flower—blood at the roots, blood om
the branches, blood on all the leaves.
Its perfume is to fill all the nations.
Its breath is in Heaven. Come, O
winds from the north and winds from
the south and winds from the eastand
winds from the weat, and bear toall
the earth the sweet-smelling savor of
Christ, my Lord!

His worth if all the nations knew,

Sars the whole earth would love Him, too.

Aguin, the church may be appropri-
ately compared to a garden, because
itis 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 sst out on
the sunny hillside; but the choicest
fraits are kept in the garden. Soin
the world outside the church. Christ
Fas planted & great many beautiful
things—patience, charity, generosity,
integrity; but He intends the choicest
fruits to be in the garden, and if they
are mot there, then shame on the
church.

Religion 13 not & mera sen timentali-
ty; it is a practical, life-giving, health-
ful fruit—not posies,but applea. *Oh,”
says somebody, “I don't see what your
garden of the church has yielded.” In
reply, 1ask 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 Christ gave
sight to Hartimeus He laid the corner
stone to every blind asylum that has
ever been built.  When Christ soothed
the demoniac of Galilee He 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 wiR,” He laid the corner
stone of every hospital the world has
ever seen. When Christ said, “1 was
in prison and ye visited me,” He laid
the corner stone of every prison reform
association that has ever been organ-
ized. The church of Christ ia a glo-
rious garden, and it is fall of fruit.

1 know there is some poor fruit init.
I know there are some weeds that
ought to be thrown over the fence. I
know there are some crab apple trees
that onght to be cut down. I know
there are some wild grapes that ought
to be uprooted; but are you going to
destroy the whole garden because of &
little goarled froit? You will find
worm-eaten leaves in Fontaine-
blenu, and imseets’ that sling in
the fairy groves of the Champs
Elyses. You do  mot tear
down and destroy the whole garden
because there are a few specimens of
gosrled frult. 1admit 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 thonsands and tens of thousands
of ‘glorious Christian men and women
holy, blessed, useful, consecrated and
triumphant. There is no grander,
naobler collection in all the earth than
the collection of Christians.

There are Christian men in thishouse
whose religion is not a matter of psalm-
singing and church-going. To-morrow
morning that religion will keep them
just as i t and nted 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 Marths in her work that she may
ait there, too. There is a woman who
hasa drunkard husband, who has ex-
hibited more faith and patience and
courage than Ridley in the fire. He
was consumed 1n 20 minutes. Hers
hss been a 20 years’ martyrdom. Yon-
der is a man who has been 15 years on
his back, unable to feed himself, yet
¢alm and peaceful as thongh he lay on
one of the green banks of Heaven,
watching the carsmen dip their pad-
dle in the crystal river! Why, it seems
to me this moreent as if 5t. Paul
threw to us a pomologist’s catalogue
of the fruits growilng in this great
garden of Christ—love, joy, peace,

ience, charity, brotherly kindness,
gentleness, mercy; gloricus fruit,
encugh to fill all the baskets of earth
and Heaven.

Again, the Church in my text ia ap-
propriately called & garden, because it
is thoroughly irrigated. No garden
could prosper long without plenty of
water. 1 have seen & garden in the

and barrenness; but there were pipes,
squeducts, reaching from this garden
up to the mountains, and through
these agueducts the wailer came streams
ing down and tossing up into beautifal
{ountains, until every rcotand leafand
flower was saturated. That is like
the church. The church isa gardenin
the midst of & great desers of sin and
saffering; but it in well irriguted; for
“gur eyes are unto the hills from
From the
mountains of God'sstrength there flow

foaming, fiashing, roaring

sunlight and wave in gleesoms wrestle

tumbled at my feet. So it ia with the
Ged.

sanctification from above.

Hark! I hear the latch of the garden
gate, and I look to see who is coming.
I hear the voice of Christ: *1 amecom-
ing into my garden.” 1say, "Comein,
O Jesus! we have been waiting for
thee; walk all through ths paths
Look at the Sowers; look at the fruit;
pluck that which thou wilt for Thy-
self.” Jesus comes into the garden
and 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
courage a little longer and

I will steady thy tottering steps, and 1
will soothe thy troubles and glve thee
rost. Courage, old man.” Then Christ
goes up another garden path, and He
comes toa soul in tronble, and says:
“Peace! all ia well. I have seen thy
tears. I have heard thy prayer. The
sun shall not smite thee by day nor
the moon by mnight. The Lord shall

rve thee from all evil; He will
preserve thy soul. Couragze, O troubled
spiritt”

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 ia breaking
off flowers, sharp and clean from the
stem, and I say: ‘‘Stop, Jesus, don't kill
those beautiful flowers.” He turns to
me and says: ‘] have come into my
garden to gather lilies, and I mean to
take these up to a higher terrace, for
the garden around my palsce; and
there I will plant them; and in better
soll 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 s right to do what He will
withit. Thy will be done!” the hard-
est prayer ever man made.

It has seemed as if Jesus Christ took
the best; from many of your house-
halds 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 youn had mo
faith in°medicines. You knew that the
hour of parting had come, and when,
through the rich grace of the Lord
Jeans Christ, you surrendered thai
treasure, you said: “Lord Jesus, take
it—it is the best we have; take it
Thou art worthy!” The others in the
household may have been of 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 im-
mortals will not make them forget
you. There they are, the radiant
throngs that went out from your
h8mes. 1throw a kiss to the sweet
darlings. They are &ll well now in
the palace. The crippled child hasa
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 childsays: **Ma,
will I be aick in Heaven?" *“No, my
dear, you won't be sick in Heaven.” A
little blind child says: *“‘Ma, will I be
blind in Heaven?” "No, my dear, yon
won't be blind in Heaven. They are
all well there.”

I notice that the fine gardens some-
times have high fences around them
and yom can notgetin. Itis so with
a king’s garden. The only glimpse
yon 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 & guorden. Many of yom
have tried the garden of this world’s
delight. You have found it has been
a chagrin. So it was with Theodore
Hoolk. He made all the world laugh.
He makes us laugh now when we read
his poems; but he conld not make his
own heart lsugh. While in the
midat of his festivities he con-
fronted a looking-glass, and bhe
saw himself and &said: “There,
that is true. I look just as I am;
done up in body, mind and purse.” So
it was of Shenstone, of whose gurden
1 told you at the beginning of my ser-
mon. e sat down amid those bowers
and said: “I have lost my road to
happiness. 1 am sngry and envions
and frantic, and despiso everything
around me just as it becomes » mad-
man to do.”

0, ye weary souls! come into Christ’s
garden to-day and pluck s little hearta-
ease. Christ is the only rest and the
only pardon for a perturbed apirit,
Do you not think your chance
has slmost come? You mem and
women who have been walting year
after year for some good opportunity in
which to aceept Christ; but have post-
poned it, five, ten, twenty, thirty years
—do not feel as if now your hour of
deliverance and pardon and salvation
had come? O, man, what grudge hast
thon against thy poor soul that thou
wilt not let it bLe saved? I feel aa if
salvation must come to-day in some of
your hearts.

Some years ago & vessel struck om
the rocks. They had only one life-
boat. In that lifeboat the passengers
and crew were getting sshore. The
vessel had foundered, and was sinking

and deeper, and that one boad
could not take the passengers very
swiftly., A little girl stood on the deck
waiting her turn to get mto the
boat. The boat came and went, came
and went, but her turn did not seem to
come, After awhile she could wait no
longer, and she lesped oo the traffrail
and then sprang into the sea, saying to
the boatman: ‘‘Save menext! Save me
pext!” Obh, how many have gone
ashore into God's mercy, and yet
you are clinging to the wreck #f sin!

in perll. Why not
Chriat, but you are in n

this moment, make a rush for your
immortal rescue, crying until Jesus
shall hesr you, and Heaven and earth
“Save me nextl]
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 Soomplimen
for you " Miss Antique—In-
deed! wm“r ‘DeVere—“Young
Chapmen says you Carry your yeara
well.”—N. ¥. Town Topics.
—Remorse of conscience is like an old
wound; a man is is no condition to
fight under such elrcumstances. The

much of bis attention.—Jeremny Col-
lier.

—He (admiripg a vase of flowers)—
“Are they not beautiful? Do yon know
they remind me of you?’ She (softly)
—“liut they are artificial.” He—"Ah,
yea; but you'd never know it."—Waah-
ington Town Talk.

—*1," the young man frankly admit-
ted, “am jooking for a snap.” “Well,”
the elderly one suggested, “if yon have
the ginger it ought to be easy to find
gome one with the dough.”- And a
great gilcnee fell inaudibly,—Indian-
apolis Journal.

—Judge—"Last time you were here
you promised never 1o steal agmin.”
Burglar—"And I fully intended to keep
my word, your honor, but this was
such a diflicult case that they had to
call in an expert."—Fliegende Dlatter.

—Matter of Life or Death.—Johnny
Emart—"\What does b-i-e-r spell?” Old
Emart—*That depends, my son, on who
is spelling it. If it is & German it is
about the first thing that he wants; if
it’s an Englishman, it's the last thing
he wants."—Philade!phia 1tem.

—3Mr. Umbell—"Even the worm will
turn.” His Wife (scornfully}—*You
are searcely 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."-—X. 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 expeet a
rogue to be happy when he is known.
It's the rogues who are not known that
are happy.”-—Woonsocket (IR 1) Re-
porter.

ORIGIN OF TATTOOING.

i1t Was First = Religious Practice—How
Thieves Gaia Estesm.

What is the origin of this usage?
Religion, which has s0o much power
over peoples and which proves so ob-
stinate in preserving ancient customs,
has certainly contributed to maintain
it among the more barbarous part of
our populations; we see a guasi-official
proof of it at Lorette. Those whe cul-
tivate a devotion for a saint believe that
by engraving his image on tbeir flesh
they will give him a proof, a clear tes-
timony, of their love. We know that
the Phoenicians marked the sign of

pain ahates his vigor and takes up too | pies.

garden-
ing sad made a “fad” of raising pop-

“Marion Harland,” or Mrs, Terhuse's,
fad is her kitchen, over which she is
queen, 3

Iouise M. Aloott nsed to pride herself
upon her skill in getting wp eveming
enteriasinments.

Misz Kathryn Eidder dellights in the
regulation French doll, and has one al-
ways near at band to fondle in her lols-
ure moments.

Miss Lilinn Whiting has a liking T

photographs. Especial favorites are
sen in her apartments in a dozen differ-

cat poses.

Mrs. Bernard Beere, called “Eng-
land’s Tocsa,” has a curious fancy for
dancing dolls, music boxes and other
mechanical toys.

Mrs. Elizabeth Cady Stanton's fad,
in her old age, is playing the piano. Her
favoritc music is the guaint tunes
learped in her girlhood. i

Mizs Kate Snoborn, the breezy lec-
turer and authoress, has a decided ta:
ent for farming. She hasgiven os some
delightful boks on the subject.

Mre. Oliver . Belmont has & craze
for collectingr old laces. She now has
& very valuable assortment, among
them some exceedingly rare specimens.

Hilanen, a part of a cluster of voleanic
mountsins denominated Mauna Loa, i
only 3,970 feet high, but is the Jargest
nctive voleano in the world. Iis eratey
is m great pit, eight miles in circem-
ference and 1,000 feet deep.

HIGH CHURCH TOWERS.

The steeple of the Xilan Csthedral s
855 feet in height.

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

The noted steeple of St. Stephen’s, in
Vienna, is 460 feet.

The great spire of Salisbury Cathe
dral, in South Engiand, is 406 feet high.

The stecple of the famous Cathedral
of Btrasburgh rises to m height of 474
{eet.

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

The summit of Notre Dame Cathe-
dral, at Amiens, in France, is 422 feet
high.

The tower of the cathedrul at Ant-
werp is 476 feet from foundation to
cTOSS.

The cross on the dome of Bi. Peter’s,
!n Rome, is 449 feet above the pavement
of the portico.

The of the cathedral at Frel-

their divinity on their forehead
(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 sdds to
this that a woman who does not bear
a tattoo mark cannot enjoy eternal
felicity. The women of Hritain tat-
tooed themselves in obedience to re-
ligion (Pliny, 33).

The secend cause is the spirit of imi-
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, monsieur, weare
likesheep; and when one of us does any-
thing we all imitate him at once, even
if we risk doing ourselves harm.”

Love of distinction also has its influ-
ence. A ihief 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 he
styled the embroidery of his skin.
“When the tattooing is very curiouns
and spread all over the body,” he told
me, “it is to us other thieves like the
black cloak of society with decora-
tions; the more we are tattooed, the
more we csteem one another; the more
a persan is tattooed, the more infln-
ence he has over his compan-
jons. Om the contrary, one who
is not tattooed has po influence; he is
regarded merely as a good fellow, and
is mot esteemed by the company.”—
Prof. Cesare Lombroso, in Appletons’
Yopular Science Monthly.

Origin of the Olympic linmes.
Esach tribe wished for itself the eradit
of having established the festival which
drew to Olympia the strength, beauty
and intelligence of all Greece. Some
claimed that Zeus established the fes-
tival lo tate his in the

burg, where is located the most famous
organ in the world, is 367 feet high.

There are two or three lakes in Col
orade more than 10,000 feat abave She
level of the pen.

INDIGESTION.

existence lived to tell
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contest with Cronus for the sovereignty
of Heaven—a myth which seems to
point to a Pelaggic 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 Ilercules, 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 A.Po'lln
outrunning Hermes mnd Ares.™ But
such myths do not necessarily imply a
remo‘e antiquity for the evenis to
which they give a poetic coloring. It
is more to the point that Homer de-
scribes several of the contests repre-
sented afterward in the great national

and that some of them may
even be found in Egyptian wall paint-
ings of the second and third millen-
nium before Christ.—Prof. Allan Mar-
quand, in Century.

A Word te the Hostess.
You dear housewife, should try to

with little attentions, as well in a choice
of companions as of food. Be impartisal,
cordial, friendly. Drill your servants
beforehand, so that your guests need
not hear a word of exhortation. If a
little arcident. occurs, do not mind it
nor jest about it; but donotfret. Bein
the conversation heart and soul, but
let others.do the talking; as for yourself,
speak little, hear much. Wait till 2 sud-
den hush falls on the company, then
epliven the conversation with a ques-
tion, an objection, & new theme. Should
one of the expected guesta fail to arrive
do not comment on it to those present,
making them feel that the delinquent
is the cne on whom you had counted the
mosat. Devote yourself wholly to those
who are there. Charm to the surface
the best.that is in each guest.—Chan-
taugnan.
Understood the Case.

Customer—I want to get some okl-
fashioned pumpkin pie cans—about
two feet long, you kmow, and a foot
wide and two inclres deep, with square
corners. -

Dealer—Yes, sir. 1belicve we have a
few left. Golng to have some oid-fash-
ioned pumpkin ples, ¢h?

“Yes, sirec.” ;

*You sre lucky. I lan't every man

~|who has & great-grandmother living
; ﬂhzwm-mx.r.wwﬂ.

| angels, whilst by & mind content with
Titala be imitates their wantof Doth

surprise one and another of your guesis |
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what a differes
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Tus act of worshlp is amoog all creaiion
indigenous sad pecu'iar to man.—Melville,

= — i —
Taue useful and the beantiful are neves
poparated. —Periander.
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