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“The Blessings of Coverniment, Like the Dew from Heaven, Should Descend Alike Upon
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the Rich and the Poor.”””

_W. 6. KENTZEL, Editor.
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< E THE MESSAGE OF NIGHT.

{ Stand beweath the night's wide vast,
wful - dim, out-rolled,
time but & tempest blast,
& thing the hand miy hold—

& the Nublan, Dark, may shut
hin close palin-grasp, black and rude,
I'Ilt_ In kernel of a nut
ml‘-_“ of might's infinitude,

‘r Binson whizpers: Why debate

-thm;‘i thought, why breathe this
-l"r_ or all are gone, the low, the zreat:
.\kl mighty lord of all s Death.
Tew, Exypt bullt her ruined drea
S m,
And Greece hrew heauty's perfect bliss,

Then fanned her ta)
. per gleam—
And &l dor this, and all for this:

That ‘when the fires of tim
& blirned out,
w'l"!u e&rth a barren ball should roll,
Ath wrinkled winter wrap about,
0d night eterne from pole to pole;

And all the dreams of seers
and kings,
The pofaps and pageants of the past,
The loves and vain imaginings,

Ground Into glacial dust at last.

Ar;‘m.:;ach creed, my soul, for thee,
underneath the night's wide ba
‘They speak with love's infinity— i
God's wondrous angels of the stars,

And something in my heart—some light,
8ome splendor, sclence canhot weigh—
Heuts round the shores of this dim night
surges of a mightier day.
Though all the loves of those who loved

Ba vanished into empty air,
Though all the dreams of ages proved
But wrecks of beautiful despair,

Though all the dust of those who fought
Be scattered to the midnight's main,
No noble Hfe was lived for naught:
No martyr death was died in vain,

—-::i‘]lum W. Campbell, in N. Y. Independ-

GRANDPA’S FABLE.

BY MARION B. ENIGHT.

HE had just fin-
ished putting the
children to hed,
and was tired out
and discouraged,
It seemed to her
that they never
acted so badly as
when visiting at
her husband’s old
home, where, of
all places,she most
wighed them to

show that they had been . parefully
trained. As she passed through the hall,
on Ber way to the piazéiishe heard
Aunt Louise say: “You mever would
have thought that Marguerite would be
s0. poor a disciplinarian. Archie used
1o bave me sweet a disposition, buf she
bas spoiled it with bad training.” And
Hathaway rejoined:

“Hixs father never--"

But Marguerite hurried on, glad not
to know what naughty thing Archie
did of which hizs father was never
gullty. ' Ehe drew a long breath as she
sank into a rocking-chair. She was so
tired!

The three toddlers, for the oldest was
only five, were lively, healthy, active
whildren, and bright enough to see that
"o punishment was not quite so sure to
_ follow their misdoings when they were

at grandma’s as at home. So between
the unusual indulgence and mamma's
desire to make as little trouble as pos-
mible, they managed to send mamma
20 bed in tears nearly every might. To-
day's behavior was the worst yet, and
Marguerite acknowledged to  lherself
that Louise must be right. The trouble
must be in her training. What a bit-
ter reflection after she had tried so hard

. to dio. ber whaole-duty as a mother!

Marguerite did not notice that grand-
pa was in his big, red chair at the end
of the piazza. or she would have sighed
less mudibly; but grandpa, though ap-

ntly list in hiz newspaper, had
heard and, better still, his warm, fa-
therly heart haid understood.

*Why! .I baven't fed my biddies.
How carcless! Margret, don't you want
to see me feed my biddies? Your
chickens have gone to roost first to-
night.” :

Now, Marguerite was loo tired to
care for hens or chickens, but she
would not deny grandpa. who took so
much pride in his fowls. Boshe took the

» , proffered dish of cracked corn and pro-
ereded to the hen yard.

It wax late, and the chickens came
running and flyizg vwp with clamorous
haste. Grandpa was very methodical
in his treatment of §yis feathered beaun-

' ties. The hens had their repast in

troughs at one end of the large yard,

while the chickens were served with
dough spread on beards laid at the

,other end.

“Margret™ was intrusted with the
feeding of the hens. The more delicate
snd interesting duty -of feeding the
chicks grandpa always reserved for
himself. Marguerite had soon com-
pleted her task and returned to watch
grandpa as he carefully doled out the
dough.

“Now, Margret,” he began, “say what
you're a mind to, a hen is an intelligent
bird! See how knowing them chickens
look when I hold out a ladleful of dough.
*Sh—off there, you hig fellow. This
sin't your table!™ and_grandpa waved
hie ladie sterniy at a l:it‘l!‘-gmw:: ehick-

~ en which was making quick work of
the provisions of the tiny chicks. “He's
= greedy scamp, Margret, and Lhave to
give him a lesson "bout every day,” he

ARG RET, DON'T YOU W ANT TO SEE
.ﬂ YEED THE MIDDIEST
m g 'H'argm'}h, while he

and gave the andacious
s tap on his back with
you keep to your own

i these little darlings
ioed - Marguerite, as she

| feathering and trust they’ll tarn

reminds me of my fable.  P't’aps you'l
like ter hear it. I don’t g'pose it's aa
good as Esop's or auy of them noted
fellers, but there’s some truth in it
and ‘twon't hurt you to hear it just
abool now.”

Marguerite signified her desire o
hear the fable, and grandpa went ont

*You see that big, saucy chicken over
there? the ene I whecked &  minute
ago?” .
Maryuerite assented with a silent
o §

“Wa'al, now, he waz i an early
brood, and he was mighty cunning
wheh he was the size of that feller you
have in your hand-—just a soft bunch
of yellow and whiie down, with the
cutest little head and brightest eyes,

her canary, and he was—that's o fact!
and a sight more interesting. Wa'al,
everybody fell in love with that chick=
cn. Louise was so crazy over him she
wanted to paint him from life. Said
she’d pever seen such delicate eolors
in & commen fowl afore, and she had
hitm in the house and tried to make him
stand still while she took his picture.
And Mis® Williams—lives down in that
brown house yonder—ashe used  ter
come up to see him 'most every day,
and she was always telling what a
fine; handsome chicken he was and how
modest, not greedy and ugly like some
are; and she wanted I should sell her a
=ettin' of his mother's eggs. She was
sure he was a specially fine breed.
Here, there! stop that!”

Grandpa’s voice was raised, and
again the ladle came down on the
naughty chicken, which was this time
viciously pecking a smaller companion.

“There! you see how I have to train
him. Wa'al, where was 17"

“Mrs. Williams thought he was of
fine breed,” supplied Marpuerite.

“0Oh, yes! She’s right "bout that, too;
though she’s changed her mind now,”
and grandpa chuckled to himself,
“But there’s where the fable part comes
in,” he continued. “He was a peart
fellow and grew "mazing fast, and, in
course of nature—mature, mind yom,
Margret, he lost off all his soft, pretty
down, with its yellow puffinesz, which
always made me think of Archie’s yel-
low curls; before you eut ’em off, I
mean. Wa'al, a sorrier looking chick
you mnever saw than that eritter when
he was gettin® his feathers. He ain't
bandsome now; but he was a sight
three weeks ago, and no mistake! His
pretty feathers all gone and only hate-
ful little pinfeathers sticking out all
over him. And his disposition changed
too. He was Kinder off his feed awhile,
and he stopped that pretty chirp the
women folks liked so well. And he

FEEDING THE HENS.

grew ugly in his ways. That’s when
Mis® Williams and Louise dropped his
acquaintance,  Mis' Williams didn’t
want the settin’ of egps, and ehe had
considerable to say about his ugly
temper.

“But, you se¢, I've raised chickens
this 30 year and I didn’t get scared =0
easy. He's pot a good, smart look in
his eye if he bas lost his soft little
ways, and he carries his head pretty
well for a young rooster. Leuist
makes no end of fun of that cracked
voice of his, but he’ll have a good crow
on him by and by, He is pretty for-
ward, always first for his dough and
not over careful about crowding the
younger chicks, and he’s rather free
with his beak when he ecan get a good
dab at another’s back. Take him all
around you might think him poor stuff.
Mother says he ain't worth raisin’ and
Mis" Williams says he has inherited bad
traits. She’s great on heredity, yon
know. She declares I can never make
anything out of him. He does give
me a good deal of care. I have to rap
kim a half dozen times a day and 1
talk consid’able to him-—rather sharp
sometimes; but—"

Grandpa paused while he seanned the
flock carefully through his spectacles,
as if' searching for some particular
chicken.

“Ah, there's the ome T want,” he
cried. “Over there by the grape rock.
that large, handzome cock with the big
tail feathers. See him, Margret?”

Marguerite assured him that she had
found the master spirit of the yard
and added: “No guestion about his be-
ing of superior breed.”

“Ah, ah,” laughed grandpa, “you're
right, just right, and this little trouble-
some rascal is the same breed, purest
blood in town; and that's just the way
he'll Jook a year from now. When he’s
strutting around next spring, seratch-
ing up worms for his flock and gallant-
1y escorting hie wives and sweethearts,
Mis” Williams will say: ‘Now, what
want iz a rooster like that fine fellow.’
But I shall have a deal o’ trainin® and
feedin® to do before then, and, Margret,
you'll kave a deal o’ trainin’ and feed-
in' to do before your boys are great.
stalwart men, good to look at and safe
for a woman to trust her heart and Jife
with; but don’t you get dimttlgetlbi
canse they don't act *o handsome whi
they're growing as they did when they
were downy chicks with no say o’ their
own. They're only pinfeathering.
Don’t you be pestered by what Louise
apd Mis" Willinms say. They hain’t
never had awy of their own 1o bring up
—and better not mind too much what
mother says. It's near 30 years since
hers were babies, and shnﬁ‘ most
forgot how 'tis, but it's different with
me. I've had the chickens all the time,
you know, and they're "Bout the'same
as children. What do you think of
my fable, M : gif :

“Why, fatber,” Jaughed Margueri
Ythat is just the fable I need. Tl try
to remember that my boys are ‘pin-
out
ns well 88 your chickens.” = :

I used ter tell mothexr he was prettier’n |’

te, |
o |

THE CHRISTIAN MOTHER.
Rev. Dr. Talmage Pays Her a Wall=
Merited Tributa. -

——
Yo PoweF ot Usod dva ERarth Equal s
that of » God-Fearing: Meth:
er—linanab, the Mother
of Samusl

The following disconrse was deliv-
eved -by Rev. T. DeWitt Talmmge be-
fore his Washington ocomgregation.
The text was: i

Moreover his mother Siads him & 1iti1s coat;
and brought it 1o him frotn year to year. when
sho came up with her husband to offer- ihe
Fearly sacrifics.—L Samuel, L, In

The stoties of Deborah and Abigail
are very apt to discourage & woman'a
soul. She says within herselft “It is
imposasible that 1 ever achievo any such
grandent of ebararter, and 1 don't
mean to try;” as though & child should
refuse. to play the aight notes because
he can not execute William Tell. This
Hannah of the text differs from the
persons [ have just named. Bhe was
&n ordinkry woman, With ordinaty In-
tell pacity, placed in ordinary
circumatances, and yot, by extraordl-
nary piety, standing out before all
the ages to coms, the model Christian
mother, Hannah was the wife of
Elkanah, who was & person very much
like herself—unromantic and plain,
never having fought = battle or been
the subject of » marvelous escape.
Neither of them would have been
called a genins. Just what you and I
might be, that was Elkanah and
Hannahb, The brightest time in all the
history of that family was the birth of
Samuel, Although no star ran along
the heavens polnting down to birth-
place, I think the angles:-of God
stooped at the coming of so wonderfunl
s prophet. As Samuel had been given
in answer to prayer, Elkansh and his
family, save Hanmah, started up to
Shiloh to offer sacrifices of thanksgiv.
ing. The cradle where the child slept
was altar enough for Hannah's grate-
ful heart; but when the boy waa old
enough she took him to Shiloh, and
took three bullocks and an ephah of
flour and a bottle of wine, and made
offering of sacrifics unto the Lord, and
there, according to a previous vow,
she left him; for there he was to stay
all the days of his life, and mipister in
the sanctunry. Years rolled on; and
every year Hanoah made with herown
hand & garment for Samuel, and took
itover to him. The lad would have
got along well without that garment,
for I suppose he was woll clad by the
ministry of the temple; but Hannal
could not be contented unless she was
all the time doing something for her
darhing boy. ‘“*Moreover his wmother
made him a little coat, and brought it
to himn from year to year;iavhen she
came up with her husband to offer the
yearly sacrifice.”

Hannah stands before you, thea, to-
day, in the first place, as an indastri-
ous mother. There was no nesd that
she work. Elkapab, her husband, was
far from poor. He belonged to = dis-
tinguished family; for the Bible tells
us that he was the son of Jeroham, the
son of Elibu, the son of Tohu, the son
of Zuph. *“*Who are they?” you say.
I no not know; but they were distin-
guished people, o doubt, or their
names would not have been men-
tioned. Hannah might have seat-
ed herself in her family, and,
with folded arms and disheveled hair,
read povels from year to year, if there
had been any to rend; but when I see
her makiog that garment snd takiog
it over to Samuel, I know she is indus-
trious from principle as well as from
pleasure. God would not have a
mother become & drodge or a slave;
He would have her employ all the
helps possible in this day in the rear-
ing of her children. But Hannsh
ought never to be ashamed to be
found making a coat for Samuel
Most mothers need no counsel in this
direction. The wrinkles on | their
brow, the pallor om their cheek, the
thimble-mark on their finger, atteat
that they are faithful in their ma-
ternal duties. The bloom and the
brightness and the vivacity of girl-
hood have given place to the grander
dignity and usefulness and indusiry
of motherhood. But there iaa heath-
enish idea getting abroad in some of
the families of Americans; there are
mothers who banish themselves from
the home cirele. For three-fourths of
their maternal duties they prove them-
selver incompetent. They are igno-
rant of what their children wedr, and
what their children eat, and what
their children read. They intrust to
irresponsible persons these young im-
mortals, and allgw them. to be under
influences which may cripple their
bodies, or taint their paurity, or
spoil their manner, or destroy their
souis. From the awkward cut of Bam-
uel’s coat you know his mother Han-
nah did not make it. Out from under
flaming chandeliers, and off from im-
ported carpets, and down the granite
stairs, there is coming a great crowd
of children in this day, untrained,
saucy, incompetent for all the practi-
cal duties of life, ready to be canght
in the first whirl of crime mnd sensn-
ality. Indolent and unfaithful moth-
ers will make indolent and unfaithfal
children. You can not expect. nest-
ness and order in any house whers the
daughters see nothing but slatterni-
ness and uptl&e—dﬂ::rnﬁvenu in their

se. . ‘Let inah be idle, and
iﬂlmt certainly Saniuel will grow up

(-8

Who gre the . indusitious_wen in all
our occupations snd profeasions? Who

less life selting childrea om the very
verge of Lell. The motheps of Samuel
Johnson; and of Alfred the Great, ang
of Isaae Newton, und of Bt. Augustide,
d.of Richard Cecil, and of Presidens
wards, for the most part were in-
dustrions, hard-working mothers
Kow, while [ congratulate - all
Cliristian  mothers upon’the wealth
and the Mmodern science whiea
may ‘afford them all kinds of help,
let me say that every mother ought to
be observant of Ler children’s wall,
her children’s behavior, her ehildren’s
food, her children’s books; lier chil-
dren’s companionshipa However mach
help Hanneh ma¥ have, 1 think she
ought every year, at least, make one
garment for Samuel. The Lord have
therey on the inan who is so unfortu-
nate ds to have had a lazy mother!

Again: Hannah stands before you
to-day as an intelligent mother. From
the way in which ahe talked in this
chapter. and from the way in  which
she manageid this boy, you know she
was intelligent. There are no persons
in & community who neced to be so
wise snd well-informed as mothers.
0, this work of cultivating childrea for
this worlé and the next. This child is
timid, and {t must be roused upand
pushed out into activities. This child
is forward; and must be held back and
tamed down into modesty and - polite-q
pness. Rewards Yor one punishments
for another. That which will make
George  will  ruim John,  The
rod Is necesssry in one case,
while & frown of displeasure is
more than enough in  anoth-
er. Whipping and adark closet donot
exhaust all’ the rounds of domestie
discipline. There hava been children
who have grown up and gone 4o glory
without ever having their ears boxed.
0, how much care and intelligence
is necessary in the rearing of chil-
dren. Bat in this day, when there
sre so many books on this subjeet,
no parent is excusable in being igno
rant of the best mode of bringing up a
child. If parents knew more of
dieteties, there wounld not be so many
dyspeptic stomachs and weak nerves
and inactive livers among children. If
parents knew more of physiology,
there wounld not be so many ecurved
spinesand eramped chests and inflamed
throats and discased lungs as thereare
smomg children. If parents knew more
of art, and were in sympathy with all
that is beautiful, there would not be
s0 many children coming out in the
world with boorish proclivities. 1f
parents knew more of Christ, and
practiced more of His religion, there
would not be so many little fect start-
ing on the wrong rouad, and all around
us voices of riot and blasphemy
would not come up with such ecstasy
of infernal triumph The eagletsin
the eyrio have no advantage over
the eaglels of & thousand years ago;
the kida having no superior way
of climbing up the rocks than the
old goats taught them hundreds of
years ago; the whelps know no more
than did the whelps of ages ago—they
are taught no more by the lions of the
desers; but it is s shame that in this
day, when there ar> so many oppor-
tunities of improving ourselves in the
best manner of culturing children,
that so often there is nomore advance-
ment in this respect than thers has
been among the kids and the eaglets
and the whelps.

Again: Hannah stands before you
to-day as the Christian mother, From
her prayers, and from the way she
consecrated her body to God, I know
she was good. A mother may have
the finest culture, the most brilliant
surroundings; but she is not fit for
her duties unless she bea Christian
mother. There may be well-read li-
brarigs .in the honse: and exqguisite
music in the parior; and the canvas of
the best artist adorning the walls; and
the wardrobe be erowded with taste-
ful apparel; and the children be won-
derful for their attuinments, and make
the houge ring with laughter and inno-
cent mirth; but there is something
woefolly lacking in that hoase if it be
nots also the residence of a Christian
mother, 1 bless God that  there are
mot many prayeriess mothérs. The
weight of responsibility is so great
that they fcel the mneed of a Divine
hand to help, and a Divine voice to
comfort, and a Divine heart to sym-
pathize.. Thousands of mothers have
been led into the Kingdom of
God by the hands of thelr littie
children. There arc hundreds of moth-
era to-day who ywounld not haye been
Chnstiana had It not been for the
prattle of their little onea’ Standing
some day in the nursery, they be-
thought themselves, *‘this child God
has glven me to raise fog eternity.
What is my influence upon if? Not be-
ing & Christian myself, how can I ever
expect him to become a Christian.
Lord, help me!” 0, are there anxious
mothers who know nothing of the
influite help ..of  religion? Then
I commend to you Hanhah, the
plous mother of Samuel. Do not
think it absolutely impossible that
your children come up injquitous. Out
of just such fair browsand brightcyes
and scft hands snd innocent hearts
erime pgeta its victims—extirpating
purity from the heart, and rubbing out
tha smoothness from the brow, and
q hing the Inater of the ey, and
shriveling upand powsoning and putre-
fying and scathing and scalding snd
burning with shame and

woe.

Every child is a bundle of tremen-
dous possibilities, and whether that
child shall come forth in life, its heart

gre they mans the merehandise
¥t the world, building the walls, tin-
ning the roofs, weaving the carpets,
making the lawa, governing the na-
tiops, making the earth to guake and

ABd with Hightensd heart and wew | 4o

hesve and roar snd mitle with the | 357

d to the eternal harmonles, and
after a life of usefulness on earth, go
to a life of joy in Heaven, or, whether
ecross itshall jar eternal discords, and
after a life of wrong-doing on earth, it
sball gg. to 8, home of impenetrable

lmul’und an abiyss of immeasora-
ble plunge, is being decided by nursery
soug and Sabbath lesson and evening
peayer, and walk and ride and look
apd frown and smile. O, how many
children in. glory! erowding all the
battiements and lifting a million-
voiced hosanna—brought to God
through Christian psrentage! One hun-
dred and twenty clergrmen were to-
gether, and they were telling their
experience and their ancestry; and of
the 190 clergymen, how many of them

| do you suppose assigned, as the mesns
T|of their couversion, the influence of

s Christian

she had ‘been praying- all night
The , mother saidt "0, atop pray-
ingl I don't believe in praying. Get
over all thoae religious notions, and 1
will give you o Aress that will oost
9500, and you may wear it next week
to that party.” The daughter took
the dress, and she moved in the gay
circle, the gayest of all the gayall
night; and, sure enough, all religious
impressions ftvere gone, and she
stopped parving. A few months
after, she came to die; and in
her closing moments said! ‘‘Mother,
1 wish you would bring me that
dress that cost §500.” The mother
thovght it was a very strange request,
but she brought it to please the dying
child. *“Now,” sald the ‘dapghter,
“mother, hang that dress on the foot
of my bed,” and the -iress was hung
there, on the foot of the bed. Then
the dying girl got up on one elbow
and looked at her mother, and then
pointed to the dress and said: “*Mother,
that dress is the price of my sounll” 0,
what a momentous thing it is tobe a
mother! i

Again, and lastly: Hannah stands
before you fo-day the rewarded
mother, For sll the coats she made
for Samuel; for all the prayers she of-
fered for him; for the diselpline she
exerted over him, she got sbundant
compensation in the piety and the
nscfulness and ithe popularity of ber
son Eamuel; and that is true im all
ages. Every mother gets full pay
for all the prayers and tears in
behalf of her children. That man
useful in commercial lifs; that man
prominent in the profession; that mas-
ter mechanic—why every step he takes
in life has an echo of gladnesain the
old heart that long ago taught him to
be Christian and heroic and earnest
The story of what you have done or
what you have writien, of the influ-
ence yon have exerted, has gone back
Lo the old homestead—for there issome-
one always ready to carry good tidings
—and that story makes the needle in
the old: mother's tremuloua band fiy
guicker, and, the flail in the father's
hand come down mpon the barn-floor
with & more vigorous thump. Parenta
love to hear good news from their chil-
dren. Do you send them good news al-
ways? Look out for the' yonng
man who speaks of his father
a8 the ‘“‘governor,” fthe ‘squire,”
or the ‘*old chap” Look ount
for the young woman who calls
her mother her “maternal ancestor,”
or the “‘old woman.” “The eye Lhat
mocketh at his father, and refuseth t>
obey his mother, the ravens of the val-
ley shall pick it out. and the young
eagles shall eat it.” God grant thatall
these parents may have the great sotis-
faction of seeing their chiidren grow
up Christians.

But, 0, the pang of that mother who, ']
after a life of street gadding, and gos-
sip-retailing, hanging on her children
the fripperies and follics of this world,
see those children tossed ont om the
sea of life like foam on the wave,
or nonentities in a world where only
brawny and stalwart character can
stand the shock! Bot blessed be the
mother who looks upon her children as
sons and daughters of the Lord Al-
mighty! O, the satisfaction of Haunah
in secing Samuel serving at the allar;
of Mother.*© Eunice in secing her
Timothy learned in the Scriptures;
that is the mother’s recompense--tosee
her ehildren coming up useful in the
world reclaiming the lost, healing the
sick, pitying the ignorant, earnest and

FASHION MOTER
Teems of Drese fof the Warm Weather
¥ Baspon.,
The hat 1hat is tilted right over the
nose is the Iashionable hat pro tem.
There is for the moment a great lik -

WILD BIRDS ON MIGM ROOFS.
Highthawks Lay Eggs oa the Teps of Chi-
w.w
The fiat roofs of ten and fifteen story

buildings may serm queer places for
a colony of wild birds to choose for nest-

ing for the bird of Paradise pl ze,
and on very. expensive imported ha

the entire bird appears. Even the
plumage, however, of this bird is cost-
Iy, and there sre really more imitations
of the gracefully arching feathers thav
of the real npon hats of medinm price.

The rage for belta of every deserip-
tion increases rather than lessens as
the season advances. These belis are
rivaled by the high empire ceinture
and sash ribbons of various widths,
Persian belts in gold woven galloon and
linked patterns, of fine rolled gold, in
medallion effects, are first choice to
wear with round-waisted gowns made
of elegant material, and belts of very
elastic webbing are covered with
spangles, 50 closely lapped that no mat-
ter how much the belt is stretched in
adjusting it, the webbing foundation
is atill covered with the glittering pail-
lettes. -

Rich Persian silk vests will be worn
with stylish white cbstumes of Eng-
lish serge etamine, mohair, pique and
canvas. Narrow white leather belts
with gold buckles are worn with white
yachting =uits of alpaen, itrimmed with
white silk braid, with a piping of fine
gold braid showing each side.

Novel and pretty fichus of hedavy
guipure luce are made with the back
like a sailor collar, fiat oblong epau-
lettes on the shculders, and straight
scarf ends that reach half the length
of the skirt when tied.

Among the dainty evening waists is
one of Nile-green gatin, draped with
mousseline de soie, and worn with 3
skirt of dark-green brocade., The
bretelles and ceinture are of dark-
green velvet, edged with pearl, opal
"and emerald bead gimp. Pink chiffon
covered with silver-spangled black lace
makes & pretty bodice. Plain white
mousseline de soie collars with a nar-
row border of black muslin hem-
stitched on are decorated with cream
applique lace designs, set on at inter-
valg. .

Two pretty souvenirs brought from
Paris by a returned tourist who has
been two yesrs abroad consist of a
buckle in the form of a tiny canoe with
oars and anchor trailing over the side,
and & lace-pine imitating in gold the
trident of Neptune. The center prong
is studded with tiny sapphires and the
others with pearls. These ornaments
are to be worn with a yachting cos-
tume of dark blue Eoglish serge,
trimmed with rows of very narrow
pold braid. The jacket and skirt are
lined throughout with blue, cream
color and pale-green block-plaided
taffeta silk.—N. ¥. Iost.

HOME TOPICS.
Mr. Fiotilla Wissly D That &

ing purp , especinlly when those
birds have been aceusiomed to nest
Helds'ever since thr first pair were
let ouf of the ark, but that is just what
has oceurred to a big flock of night-
hawks that can be seen evory evening
high in the air over the downtown dis-
triet.

Whether the gravel roofs are so thiek
that the gueer bird has mistaken them
for real fields, or whether their great
height and their inaccessibility to small
boys were the inducements, it is never-
theless true that almost every
scraper in the city in the down-town
district is just now lodring a family of
tenants on its roof who do not pay rent.

In his natural haunts the nighthawk,
who is the first cousin of whippoorwill,
mnd s member of the goat-sucker fam-
ily, lays its two odd looking eggs on the
bare ground in an open field. It makes
no nest whatever, and that is the res-
son why egg collectors find It so hard
to discover. The eggs are so thickly
covered with dirty brrwn spots that
when the bird has risen the eggs are
frequently stepped on before they sre
seen. It may be this that has driven the
flock of birds to raise their families
where nobody ever steps except the jan-
itor, who is commonly supposell never
to see anything. £

The nighthawks are not very partio-
ular what part they choose for = pest-
ing site, and it is as common to find
them in the middle of the roof exposed,
to the rain and storm, s in the shelter
of a chimney or- ing wall. It
is all the same to the bird whether it

. eporter. fieeraih i
“Let me tell you how it is,” said the
emaciated man. “I came to Houstos
s month ago, and hunted uwp a board-
ing house, an I cannot afford to Hve st
a botel. I found s mice, aristocrat’:
inside. The landlady came in the par.
lor, and she was & very stately lady.
wilh & REoman nose. I asked the price
of board, and she said: ‘Eighiy doliars
per month.’ I fell aguinst the door jamb
with a duall thod, and she said: :
*‘You seem surprised, sah. You will
awka:nmmhrthntimﬂgvﬂwﬂ
. Riddle, of Virginlah. My family

‘of my soclety. Will you have a room
with a door in it? :

““I'll call again,’ I said and got out of
somehow.

rains or shines, for his plumage is so
thick that water funs off his back just
na it does from a duck, and the mother
bird frequently leaves her eggs uncov-
ered when the day ia warm fer long in-
tervals without any serious damage.

The color of the bird is so nearly like
that of the spot where the eggu are
placed that & person with more than an
average sharp sight may siand within
three feet of the aitting bird and not
see it. When one of the binds is flushed
from & roof, however, there is a sii
party for the flusher, for at.the first
note wirich the bird utters after rising,
every bird within bearing distance is
up and away, mnd it is ususlly several
hours before they will return to their
hausis no matter how rlight the orig-
inzl disturbance may have been. Usu-
ally only one family occupies the rame
roof, but it is surprising how many
birds may be flushed ia this way. On
any cloudy evening the cries of fifty of
these strange birds may be heard by
standing on any corner of the down-
town etreets.

Nobody has ever found sut how the
birds sre taught to fly from the top of
a fifteen story building, but it seems

Is Neot for the Fireslde

Az they sat down to breakfast she
stopped with the coffee pot half raised
to say: “I see, Frank, that Mr. and Mrs.
Henry Montrose separated recently.
What is the reason that these—"

“Stop right there, Mrs. Flotilla. 1
have laid it down as an inexorable rule
in this household, and have.tried to
strengthen it by power of example,
that no scandal should be brought o

useful in every sphere. That th
a pew light back on the old famlily
Bible whenever she reads it; and that
will be ointment to acothe the aching
limbs of decrepitude, and light up the
eldsing hours of life's day with the
glories of an autumnal sunset!

There she aits—the old Christian
mother—ripe for leaven. Her eye-
sight i3 almost gone; but the splen-
dora of the celestial ity kindle up
her vlsion. The gay light of Heaven's
morn has struck through the gray locks
which are folded back over the
wrinkled temples. She stoops very much
now under the burden of care she
used to carry for her children. She
sits at home to-day, too old to find her
way to the house of God; but while
she sits there, all the past comes
back; and the children that 440
years ago troo around her arme
chair with their little griefs and joys
and sorrows—those children are all
gone now. Some caught up into & bet-
ter realm, where they shall never die,
and others ount in the broad world, st~
tes¥ing the excellency of a Christian
mother's discipline. Ier last days are
full of peace; and calmer and sweeter
will her spirit become, until the gates
of life shall 1ift and let the worn-out
pilgrim into eternal spring-tide and
youth, where thevlimbs never mche,
and the eyes never grow dim, and the
staff of the exhausted and deeripit pil-
grim shall become the palm ot the im-
mortal athlete.

WOMEN AND BUSINESS.

A Moral Drawn from the Sad nwm
: of Sirs. Coster.

Women are beginning to realize the
signal need of knowing something of
business methods. The croel loses re-
cently sustained by that most charm-
ing of women, Mrs. Elizabeth R. Cus-
ter, bring the necessity keenly home
‘to those among the sisterhood who
have no “‘natural protectors”—as
fathers, husbands and brothers are,
not inappropriately, classified. Wheth-
era woman has & “natoral protector™
or not it is becoming more and more
evident that she should, at least, in-
gist npon having her investments put
in her own nmame. Mrs. Custer's ex-
perience, unfortunately, is by no
means rare, but because of the slmost
sacred nature of the money invested
the loss of it seems peculiarly sad,

Gen. Caster, notwithstanding the
privations of his life as a soldier on the
frontier, faithfully kept alive his in-
surance policy. The insurance money
that catme to Mrs. Custer npon her hus-
band's death was put into the hands of
a tried and trusted friend of both her-
scif and husband—a lawyer, in their
former home in- iFor 19
years the interest of thé investment
was regulariysent her. It chiefly con-
sisted in two of which her.
imvestor apoke s. bit doubtfolly of, t&
be stre, and as yéars passed he warned
her against one of the mortgages in
particular. Re*muydhﬁ. His ae-
connts were found to be in a most un-
satisfectory condition. He had invest-
ed Mrs. Coster's mouey in his owa|
name.‘ [t proved to be an injodicious
investment. He falled to realize whai
he Nre. Custer lost at loast

expected. 3

our d tic hearth. They must not
disturb or coniaminate our little home
circle.”

“I have yet to learn of any scandal in
connection with the Montrese affair,
Frank.”

“There, there, now. Don't quibble or
equivocate, It's unworthy of you.”

“Very well. It's too bad about our
ne‘;lghbor having his store burned, isn’t
it

“Oh, this is too much.”

“There’s an intimation in the ac-
count of the affair that he set it afire
to get the insurance.”

“At least mpare those at our own
doors.”

“Will you kindly direct the conversa-
tion, Mr. Flotilla?"

“With pleasure. - I'see here that the
figures give that man McKinley a sure
thing on the nominstion. It's s burn-
ing shame. He’s been buying dele-
gutes right and left.”

“Don’t force me o leave the table,
Mr. Flotilla.”

“Don’t be silly, now. That's not
scandal, it's politics. You can’t havea
scandal without a woman in it.”

“Our neighbor's a widower, aml
there's no woman mixed up with the
burning of his store.”

“I understand the niceties of these
matters periectly, and if you'li just
follow my lead—what's thiz? Boggs
denies what I said in that interview!
Why, the old, baldheaded, dissipated.
senile reprobate! He's a whited sepul-
cher that leada s dual life and posesasa
leading reformer! Where's my hat?”

But Mrs. Flotills had fled, and now
her husband is busily enlarging the
list of permissible home topics, while
8 look from her brings him off his high
horse wheaever be mounts it.—Detroit
Free Preas, :

A Cerman tablecloth, the property of

a Wor {Aims=.) . is & curiosi-
ty. It is of heavy Rhine linen, creamy
jn color, with a beautiful satin finixh.
ts scenes from ‘he

and Jesus in the temple, and the border

the adorstion of the magi
and flight nto Egypt. The piletures
bear rome resemblance, to medieval
tapesiries, aod are not strictly appetiz-
ing for dimmer use—Chicago Iniler
Ocean.

Tomate Furee.
one pint of white sauece; pass

that the worthless mortzage of whieh | ™

probable that their first lessons consist
of short trips within the boundaries
of the gravel roof where they were
hatched. :

During the hoties* part of the sum-
mer days the birds who have no families
of their own to take care of =it with
their big hisck eyes half closed on the
edge of some projecting wall, ready to
launch themselves off into space at the
first alarm. Unlike other birds the
nighthawk never roosts crosswise of
limb or branch, but perches parailel
with it, probably beeause ita feet are
not strong enough to hold on tightly.

The nighthawk, like the whippoors
will, does not rest until Iste, and it
is now the height of the L]
for the flock which has jaken up its res-
idence in Chicago. Thus far only a few
nests have been disturbed by the egp
collector, and as the janitors of tail
buildings are not disposed to let med-
dlesome boys upon the roofs where the
birds are it is quite probabile that most
of the yovng birds which are just now
con;f:l; frm:"t:go:g:n will grow to be
useful mem| icago bird society.
—Chicago Tribune.

FORTUNE AS A WEDDING GIFT.

What & Sride Recoived on the Ocenslon
of Hor Seosnd Melviage.

The widow gf the late Thomas C.
Sloane was married to James L. Bar-
clay under of a' some-
what romantie, almnst dramatic, char-
acter. Thomas C. Sloane was, 30 years
ago, a studept at Yale college and a
member of 'k group of young students
who had come from very wealthy fam-
illes. United States Senator Wetmore,
‘of BRhode Island, was one of them;
United Stsies Distriet Judge Colt was
another; William P. Dixon, now a law
partaer of John E. Parsons, was anoth-

Dixon, who was regarded at the timeas
perhaps the most beantiful young
woman in New York, was married ta
Mr. Bloane soon afier he was graduated,
and their married life was ideal. Mr.
Sloane died in 1892, leaving & fortune of
nearly $1,000000, and wettling a Jarge
income by his will upon Mrs. Sloane,

providing, : of
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