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TALMAGE'S SERMON.

netiem of Christ.

and E Ants of
Bis Nature, s Sorrows
and His Victories

i

advancing to the rescue. [

-the Wonderful he spoke wisely.

& face despotic.

with Isaiah: “Wonderful!”

rescned our souls,

shad saved us?
Jam of His person.

and huszaed. As Napol

and 250,000 men joined his standard.

wonderful magnetism of person.

been ited by any other

lettes; who brandished no sword.

mever went to school.
bly mever seem m prince, or shaken

{raordinary person we know of as be-
ing in llis company was Illis own
mother, and she was so poor that in

gver comes to a woman's soul she was

ming the beasts of burden.

the streets of Jerusalem.

the beach at Galilee.
. father?” Christ answered, *“‘Joseph,

of graduation, and says to Christ,

answers, ‘1 never graduated.” Aha!

nan attempting to nd the atten-
bion of the world! As well some litile
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! i Judea than
“#verything is in commotion. The peo-
‘ple go outon a picaie, taking only food
‘smough for the day, yct are so fasci-
asted with Christ that, at the risk of
starving, they follow Ilim out into the
wilderness. A nobleman falls down

t before Him, and says; *“‘My daugh-
‘;hf Is dead.” A beggar tries to rub the
imness from his eyes, and says: “Lord,
ity eyes may be opened.” A poor,
spick, panting woman pressing through
crowd, says. “[ must touch the

of His garment” Child-
who love their = mother
ter than aony one else,

“struggle to get into His arms, and to
His cheek, and to run their fingers
#hrough His hair, and for all time put-
ing Jesus so in love with the little
s that there is hardly a nursery in
‘Christendom from which He does not
¢ one, saying: *[ must have them;
1 will 1l Heaven with these; for every
" that I plant in Heaven I will
50 white lities. Inthe hour when
Aas B poor mwan in Judea they were
% ashamed of Me, and now that I
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L AN were made by Him,

A Discourse on the Personal Mag-

“The Wonders of His Charseter—The Op-

. Rev. T. DeWitt Talinage, in the fol-
lowing sermon, holds up Christ to view
from an unovsual standpoint. The text

h’ﬂis mame shall be called wonderful —Issiah
.8

The prophet lived in a dark time.
For some 3,000 years the world has
been gelting worse. Kingdoms had
arisen and perished. Asthe eaptain of
a vessel in distress =zees relief coming
across the water, so the prophet, amid
the stormy time in which he lived,
«put the telescope of prophecy to his
eye and saw, 730 vears shead, one Jesus
want
%o show that when Isaiah ealled Christ

In wost houses there is a picture of
Christ. Somelimes it represents Him
with face effeminate; sometimes with
I have wmeen West's
grand sketch of the rejection of Christ;
I have seen the face of Christ as cut on
. au emerald, said to be by the command
-of Tiberius Caesar; and yet I am con-
winced that I shall never know how
‘Jesus looked until, on that sweet Sab-
bath morning, 1 shall wash the last
. sleep from my eyes in the cool river of
“Heaven.” I take up this book of Divine
photographs and I look at Luke's
sketch, at Mark's sketch, at John's
sketch and at Paual's sketch, and I say,

. 1 think that you are all interested in
_the story of Christ. You fecl that He
4s the only one who can help you. You
have unbounded admiration for the
gommander who helped his passengers
“mshore while he himnself perished, but
have you no adwmiration for Him who
Himself falling
Bback into the waters from which e

Christ was wonderful in the magnet-

After the battle of Antietam, when
& general rode aloag the lines, al-
Mh fhe soldiers were lying down
hausted, they rose with great enthu-

; re-
Mmrned from his captivity his first step
‘on the wharf shook all the kingdoms,

It toolk 3,000 troops to watch him in
“his exile. - S0 there have been men of
Bat
. hear me while I tcll you of apoor
young man who came up from Naza-
reth to produce & thrill such as hes

" ‘Nopoleon had arcund him the mem-
‘ories of Auslerlitz and Jena and Bada-
but here was a man who had
fought no battles: who wore no epaun-
Ile
no titled man of the schools, for le
He had proba-

‘bands with a nobleman. The only ex-

the most delicate and solemn hour that
obliged to lie down amid camel drivers

- I imagine Christ one day standing in
A man de-
nded from high lineage ia standing
beside him, and says: “My father was
‘& merchant prince; he had a castie on
Who was your

the carpenter.” A man from Athens is
standing there unrolling his parchment

“Where did vou go to school?” Christ

the idea of soch an unheralded young

What is this coming down the road?

ik in a chariot, but on an ass; and yet
people take of their coats amd
w them in the way, Oh, what a

ng the beggars, among the fisher
among the philosophers! You
‘boust of self-control, but if you

Johi says Christ was the Cre-

thout Him was not anything
Matthew says that He was
sent:  “Where two or three
it tog=ther in My name, thers
in the midst of them.” Christ do-

clares His ovn eternity: “lam Alphs!
and Omega.” Howcan He be a Lian, |
uader llis foot ermshing kingdoms, |
and yet a lamb licking the hand that |
Him? At 1

slays what point do|
the throne anl the manger touch? |
If Christ was Gol, why flee iut«)!

Ezrpt? Why not stand ilis grocnd? |
Why, instead of bearing the eross, not |
lift up Mis right hand and crush 1lis |
assassins® Why stand and be spat|
ugon? Why sieep on the mountain |
wien Heowned the palacesof eternity?
b\-\'hy cateh fish for Ilis breakfast on |
f the beach in the chill morning, when |
Fall the pomegranates sre His, and all |
The vinerards His, and all the cattle
-His, and all the partridges His? Why
F““"“‘ when weary, and His feet stone-
bruised, when IHe might have
[ taken the splendors of the sunsct for

His equipage and moved with horses
and chariots of fire? Why beg a drink
from the wayside, when out of the crys-
tal chalices of eternity He poured the
Euphrates, the Mississippi, and the
Amazon, and dipping His hand in the
fountains of Heaven, and shaking that
hand over the world, from the tips of
His fingers dripping the great lakes
and the oceans? Why let the Roman
regiment put Him to death, when lie
might have ridden down the sky fol-
lowed by all the cavalry of Heaven,
mounted on white horses of eternal
victory?

You can not understand, Who :an?
You try to confound me, I am con-
founded before you speak. Paul said
it was unsearchable. He weat climbing
up from arg t to arg t, and
from antithesis to antithesis, and from
glory to glory, and then sank down in
exhaustion as he saw far above kim
other heights of divinity unscaled, and
exclaimed, “that in all things he wight
have the pre-eminence.”

Again: Christ was wonderfal in His
teaching. The people had been ased
to formalities and technicalities; Christ
upset all their notions as to how
preaching ought to be done. There
was a peculiarity about His preael ing:
The people knew what He meant.  [3is
illnstrations were taken from the hen
calling her chickens together; from
salt, from candles, from fishing-tackle,
from & hard ereditor collaring a debt-
or. How few pupils of this day wonld
have ailowed Himentrane2? He wouald
have bren called undignified and
familiar in His style of
preaching. And yet the people went
te hear Him. Those old Jewish rabbis
might have preached on the side of
Olivet 50 years and never got an aedi-
ence. The philosophers sneered at His
ministrations and said: “This wiil
never do!” The lawyers caricatered,
but the common pzopie heard Him
gladly. Sopposs youa thal there were
any sleepy people in His andiences?
Sappose you that any woman who
ever mixed bread was igonorant of
what He meant when Ile compared
the kingdom of Heaven with leaven
or yeast? BSuppose you that the
sunburned fishermen, with the fish-
scales upoa their hands, were listless
when IHe spoke of the Kiangdom of
licaven as a net? We spemd three
years in o college studying ancient
mythology, and three years in the the-
ological seminary learning how to
male a sermon, and then we go out to
save the world; and if we can not do it
according to Claude’s “‘Sermonizing.”
or “Blair's Rhetoric,” or Kanc's *'Crit-
icism,” we will let the worlkl go to per-
dition. If we save nothing else, we
will save Claude and Blair. Wesecen
wreek in sight. We must go out and
save the crew and passengers. We
wait until we get on our fine cap and
coat and find our shining oars, and
then we push out methodically and
scientifically, while some plain shores-
man, in rongh fishing smack, and with
broken oarlocks, gozs out and gels the
crew and passengers, and brings them
ashore in safety. We throw down our
delicate onrs and say: “‘What a ridic-
nlous thing to save men 1o that way!
You ought to have done it scientifically
snd  beautifully.” “Ah!” says the
shoresman, *“if those sufferers had
wait=d until you got out your fine hoat
they would have gone to the bottam.”

The work of a religions teacher is to
save men, though every law of pram-
mar shounld be snapped in the under-
taking, and there be nothing but swk-
wardness and binnders in the mode,
all hail to the man who saves a soul.

Christ, in His preaching, was plain,
earnest, and wonderfully sympathetic.
We can not drageon men into Heaven.
We can mot drive them in with the
butt-end of a catechism. We waste
our time in trying to catch flies with
acids instead of the sweet honeycomb
of the Gospel. We try to make crab-
apples do the work of pomegranates.

Again: Jesus was wonderful in His
sorrows. The sun smote Him, and the
cold chilled lim, the rain pelted Him,
thirst parched IHim, and hunger ex-
hausted Him. Shall I compare His
sorrow to the sea? No; for that is
sometimes hushed inton calm. Shall
I compare it with the might? No;: for
that sometimes gleams with Orino,
or kindles with Ancora. [If one
thorn should be throst through
your temple you would faint
But here is & whole crown made
from the us or Spina Christi—
small, sherp, stinging thorns. The mob
makes & cross. They put down the
long heam, and on it they fasten »
shorter beam. Got Him at last. Those
hands, that have been doing kindness
and wiping away tears—hear the ham-
mer driving the spikes throngh
them. Those feet. that have
been going about on ministra-
tions of mercy—battered against
the cross. Then they lift it up.
Look! look! look! Who will help Him
now? Come mem of Jerusalem—jye
whose dead He brought to life; ye
whose sick He hesled; who will help
Him? Who will seize the weapons of
the soldiers? Nooe to help! Having
carried such & crdas for us, shall we re-
fuse to take our cross to Him?

Shall Jesus besr the cross alone,
And sll the world go free*

No; there's & cross for every one,
And there's 8 cross for me.

You know the process of ingrafting.
You bore s hole into & tree, " and put
in the branch of another trec.

This tree of the oross was hurd and
tough, but into the holes where ke

nealls went there have grafted branches
of the Tree of Life that now bear fruit
for all nations. The original tree was
bitter, but the branches ingrafted
ware sweet and now all the nationa
pluck the fruit and live forever.

Again: Christ was wonderful in His
victories

First—Over the forces of natare., The
sea is a crystal sepulchere. Itswal-
lowed the Central America, the Presi-
dent, and the Spanish Armada as easily
as any fiy that ever floated on it The
inland lakes are fully as terrible in
their wrath. Galilee, when aroused in
a storm, is overwhelming: and yet that
sea crouched in His pr and licked
His feet. lle knew all the waves,
and winds. When He beckoned, they
came. When le frowned, they fled.
The hecl of Ilis foot made no indenta-
tion on the solidified water. Medieal
scicnee has wrought great changes in
rheumatic limbs and diseased blood,
but when the muscles are euntirely
withered no human power can restore
them. and when a limb is once dead, it
is dead. But here is a paralytic—his
kand lifeless. Christ says to him:
Stretch forth thy hand!” and he
stretches it forth. .

In the eye infirmary how many dis-
eases of that delicote organ have been
cured! Buat Jesus says to one borm
Llind, “Be open!” and the light of
Ieaven rushed through gates that have
never before been opened. The frost
or an ax may kill a tree, but Jesus
smites one dead with a word.

Chemistry can do many wonderful
things, but what chemis?, at s wedding.
when the refreshments gave out, could
change a pail of water into a cask of
wine?

What human voice could eommand a
school of fish? Yet here is a volce that
marshals the scaly tribes, until in the
place where they had let down the net
and pulled it up with no fish in it,
they let it down agaio. and the dis-
ciples lay hold and begin topull, when,
by reason of the multitude of fish, the
net broke.

Nature is Iis servant. The flowers—
Ile twisted them into His sermons; the
winds—they were His lullaby when He
slept in the boat; the rain—it hung
glittering on the thick foliage of the
parables; the star of Bzthlehem—it
sang a Christmas carol over Mis birth;
the rocks—they beat a dirge at His
death.

Behold His victory over the gravel
The hinges of the family vanlt become
wery rusty because they are never
opened except to take another in.
There is a knob on the outside of the
sepulcher, but none on the inside. Here
comes the Conqueror of Death. He
enters that realm and says: “Daongh-
ter of Jairus, sit up;” and she sat up.
To Lazarus, “Come forth;” and he came
forth. To the widow's son He said:
‘“fiet up from that bier;” and he goes
home with his mother. Then Jesus
snatched up the keys of death, and
hung them on His girdle, and cried un-
til all the praveyards on carth heard
Mim: *“0 Death! I will be thy plague!
O Grave! I will be thy destraoction!”

But Christ’s victories have only just
begun. The world is His, and He must
have it. What is the matter in this
country? Why all these financial
troubles? There never will be perma-
nent prosperity in thisland until Christ
rales it. 'This land was discovered for
Christ, and until our cities shall be civ-
ilized, and morth, south, east
and west shall acknowledge Christ aa
King or Redeemer, we can not have
perizanent prosperity. What is the
matter with Spain? with France? with
all of the natioes? All the congresses
of the mations ecan not bring quiet.
When governments not only theoretic-
ally, but practically, acknowledge the
Saviour of the world, there will be peace
cverywhere. In that day the sea will
have more ships than mow, but there
will not be one *“man-of-war.” The
foundries of the world will jar with
mightier industries, but there will
be no molding of ballets. Printing
presses will fly their eylinders with
greater speed, but there shall go forth
no inignitous trash. In laws, in con-
stitutions, on exchange, in scientific
laboratory, on carth as in Heaven,
Christ shall be ealled Wonderful. Let
that work of the world's regeneration
begin in your hearts, oh hearer! A
Jesus so kind, a Jesus so good, a Jesus
so loving—how can you help but love
Him?

It is » beantifnl moment when two
persons who have pledged each other,
heartand nand, stand in church, and
have the banns of marriage pro-
claimed. Father and mother, brothers
pond sisters, stand around the altar.
The minister of Jesus gives the coune
sel; the ring is set; esrth and
Heaven witness ii{ the organ
sounds, and amid many congrato-
Iations they start out on the
path of life tcgether. Oh,’ that this
might be your marriage day! Stand up,
immortal soul. Thy Beloved comes to
get His betrothed. Jesus stretches
forth His haud and says: “I will
love thee with an everlasting love,”
and you respond: “My Beloved ia
mine, and [ am His” 1 put your hand
in Ilis: henceforth be one. No tron-
ble shall part you—no time cool your
love. Side by side on earth—side by
side in Heaven! Now let the blossoms
of Heavenly garden iill the house with
their redolence, and all the organs of
God peal forth the wedding march of
eternity. Iark! “The voice of my
beloved! Behold, He cometh leaping
opon the mountains, skipping upon the
hills.”

Crown of Glory.
We see the Iruits of Buoddhism in
Inds, of Confuclanism in Chins, of
Mohammedanism in Turkey. We ses
the fruits of Christ's teachings in En-
gland and America. Then let Him
take the crown of glory and honor.—
Rev. Lucian Clarke, Methodist, Wash-
ington, D. C.

“Walting.
The earth is something & good deal
more than s waiting room, and, in fact,
those who do nothing here but waib

will be last in eondition to ge
aboard train when the sigoal beC
scunds. H. Parckhurst, Fresby
terian, New York Cigy.

THE “CLOST PLACES.”

The Sage of Rocky Creek Has
“Went the Gaits."

The MNorigage and (ke “Waverly
Nete"—4A Plan That Waorked as
Smosth and Slick, as
Helassee.

Butl precious few men can make the
long hard drive from the cradle to the
: grave without
- landin in = tight
place now and
then. Everything
which goes up
must come down.
The weather may
be fine, and the
horse {resh and
track light when
the roce is called,
but there most in
generally nlways comes g time and place
somewheres down the line when the
man and the ceilin must meet. Itisa
blame lonesome road thet never had a
washout nor a smashup.

Om Blippery Greands.

Hit was somewheres late olong in the
sixties and times were monstrous hard.
Prices had run way up, money was hid
out, and a man had to hump and hum
and hustle soon and late to make tongue
and buckle mecet. But my doctrine is
that poor folks must have poor ways or
mean ones, and I was fightin it out on
that line tolerable clost, when a blame
fool notion worked through my hair
and quentially landed me in a
tight place. All of a suddent like I took
up with the notion that I must have
more land. 1 bhad a gracious pleaty of
land right then to do my farmin on,
and with one more good crop I could
lift the mortgage higher than a kite.
Fut 1 watched a woods paster to head
off the stock law deestrict with, and se
nothin would do but I must pitch in and
Luy snother cighty down there on the
creek from John Henry Asheraft,
Mother was agin the move, and she put
her little foot down on it so:

“You are plantin your fcet on slip-
pery grounds, Rufus,” says she. “You
won't rest now till yon wade up to your
eyes in debt oncst more and then you
will bust loose and fret and fuss and
fume like as if somebody clse way ofl
yonder was to blame for the contortion-
ment. Better let well enough alone.
Folks have got to erawl some and then
walk a little before they go to flyin.”

But in the maintime my head was
sot on the trade, and trade I would. 1
bought the whole tract for $100—$100
spot cash and give John Henry a waver-
ly note for the balance. That was in
the summer, when the corn was in full
silk and tossel, and the cotton fields
were bloomin like a nest of roses. 1
didn’t know anything about the wash-
out ahead, but it was there. Inlesstime
than a mowth after I made that trade
and signed up the papers the game was
runnin agin me like a shot. The dry
dronth and the rust and the boll
worme and the caterpillars all rounded
up and closed in and swooped down on
the farm. Crops fell way short and
prices went off on a grand tumble down
to rock bottom. I took the blues all
over in spots as big as a bed quilt.
But mother went on singin and hummin
and bustlin around as busy as a bee in
o tar bucket. She didn’t talk about my
hig land trade, nor the sorry erops, nor
the store account, but went on tendin
to ber own business as gentle and ten-
der like and happy as ever.

Sinx It Soft apd Sweet.

Well, after thinkin and smokin and
dreamin over the general circumfer-
ence of the surroundins, I lowed it
mought be better to lift the mortgage
and then take my chances with John
Henry and the waverly note. If I
could onest more read my papers and
titlements clear to the old farm my
fight would be half whipped. I settled
up at the store and had $100 in the
clear. Two hundred more would lift
the mortgage. Bill Simpkins, one of
the settlement’s favorite boys, had took
and moved off to town and gotl rich
runnin of a bank, and, I made up my
micd to go and hit him for the neces-
sary two hundred. The best way to
reach & man's heart and pocket s
through his good wife, and the best way
to touch the wife is through the chil-
dren, and the way to hit the whole
family at one lick is to shoot with
molasses. Sing your song soft and
Eweet.

So consequentially T hooked the old
bay horse to the spring wagon, loaded
ber down with fresh bmtter and red
apples and plumgranates and ofher
farm producements, and throwed in &
Thanksgivin turkey for good measure.
Then I put on my Sunday-go-to-meetin
clothes and my calf skin boots and a
standin collar—which siood so high
tilt blamed if I didn’t have to clam up
on the. fence to spit—and sailed out to
town. The trappins and fixments =ct
rather awkward and onpleasant with
me, but the stakes was worth the game.
1 reasoned with myself that Bill wasat
the bank, so I driv by his house to un-
load the spring wagon on his good lady.
I up and told her how I had coms to
town to see Bill in regards to a little
business matter, and I thought whilst
I was comin I mought as well to fetch
along some of the good things that
growed on a first-class farm. She
thanked me over and over. It had been
two months since they had any fruit
at their house and she was jest thinkin
about advertisin fn the paper for a
Thanksgivin turkey. Then the children
come in—which I loaded them down
with red apples and pleasant words,
and told them if they wouid only come
down to our house [ would pgo bhay
ridin and chinkypio huntin with them,
and build fiylng Jenn!es, and grapevine
swings, and ape-zaws and® sich like till
they couldn’t vest for the fun.

White Omen Ahawi the Nabhy,
And in the pa'ni’=e 17000 forver
that another ome of t%==1 Simpiins
boys bad turned up ot L°}'s house, and

1 was itchin for a chance to praise the
youngster. 1 lowed to mysell “that
praisin the mother and-tellin a few lit-
tle white oaes about the baby would be
as good as gilt-edge endorsement and
a blame sight cheaper. Then comin
right down to business and rock bot-
tom, says I3

“By the way, Mises Simpkins. how is
the onlyest baby in the crested world
comin on?"

“Fat and fine,” says she, “and jest the
aweetest thing in town.™

Then she went and fetched the yonng-
ster and I sized him up. I told her
there want a blemish on that boy from
foretop to fetlock. 1 told her he was an
smart as his daddy,. as handsome as his
mother and a dead sure wineez for con-

by-and-by.

Naturally of course | was Yyin liken
yaller dog to some extent, but 1 had
went into the game to win. Presently
I told her I must be goin as | had a
right smart tradin and knockin uround
to do, and I wanted to see Bill and the
bank, remarkin with a bold, off-hand
voice that I needed a little lift from him
in business.

How the Molasses Worked.

But I didn’t make no bee line for the
bank. 1 Cidn't want to meet up with
Bill till after dinner. 1 lowed to myself
after he went home and put himself on
the outside of a razle good dinper, and
heard the news from his wife in regards
to my visit znd the various and sundry
“cute things" J said about the baby, he
would be in better shape for business.
With nothin in particlar to do, I took a
little turn around town with the boys
and rounded up at the bank along in
the shank of the evenin. Bill he was
smilin all over his big fat self and look-
in as ripe and mellow as o Maypop. e
had heard from me at home and was
lookin for me to drop in and swap lies
with him about the old scttlement and
old times. Was there anything be could
do for me?

“Well, Bill,” says I, “my wife's hus-
band is in a seandlous clest place for
the time of year. There iz a mortgnge
on one side and a double back action
waverly note on the other, and betwixt
the two they have got me danglin
around from a night sweat to a buck
ager. Crops are turnin out sorry and
I can’t meet both of them papers. With
a raise of two hundred dollars I can lift
the mortzage on the home place, and
that would put me ahead of the hounds
onecst more, with no fences to elimb.”

“The money is yours,” says Bill, “and
all T waunt is your plain note—no waver,
no lean—nothin of that sort. and you
can take your time about the settle-
ment.” )

Bless yvour sweet lile, honey, I was
feelin as cozy like as any gray ratin the
fodder loft when I got home that night.
But after supper 1 moved my chair
around tolerable clost to the other cor-
ner, and takin her little hand in mine,
szays I to myself, but said it out loud so
she could hear:

“Rufus Sanders, you are mighty
small shakes, and only a very few at
best, but you have got the sweetest
and most smartest wife in forty-seven
states and territories. Her bhead is
level, her hands are willin and her heart
is true. Henceforwards from now on
she is a full partner in this business,
and by the 12 epistles she ghall have
her say. The next time yon go dead
agin her judgment to ron in debt I
will hire a cheap nigger for two bits to
kick you clean over the state line.”

Andy Lucas in a Tight.

But did you ever hear tell how Andy
Lucas got himself into a “most hella-
tious” tight place, and the easy way in
which he got out? : .

Well, you must recollect that Andy
was the mill boy for the family, and
every Saturday the good Lord sent
he had to take a turm of corn on the
old gray mare and go to mill. One
Saturday the okl man started Andy
off down to Stringers’ mill, and a
felonious big rain cavght him on the
road. Andy’s breeches was cut pow-
erful big and looge and roomy like, and
he sprend himeelf out over the meal
bag as best he couid tryin to keep the
corn dry. DBut when he got to the mill
he was wet, nnd the meal bag was wet,
and the corn was wet—everything was
wet. It seems like the women folks
had forgot io beat the meal outen the
bag as usual that mornin, and when
Andy dismounted there was somethin
like o peck of bread dough stickin to
the seat of his breeches.

Now it likewise also come fo pasa

that old man Stringer had a whole pas- |-

ele of likely lookin girls at his house—
which the same Andy he had been
cuttin the pigeon wing around there at
a right frequent and lively lick. But
he was in such a bad fix with his
clothes that day till he'wouldn't go in-
to the house. He stood out in the
yard backed up agin the palins and
talked to the girls from long taw, as it
were. The girls they wanted hin to
come in and take a seat and tell the
news, but the poor boy wouldn't
budge narry inch., He took notics
presently that the pgirls kept up a
monstrous gigglin and goin on amongst
themselves like as if somethin had
tickled them most to death, and when at
last he come to his senses, bless gra-
cious, a blame litile wobbledy-iegged
calf, whichhadbeea runnin loose in the
yard, had slipped wvp Dbehind and
chawed about three-quarter sections
ont of the seat of his breeches.

Andy was tellin a gang of us boys
about it the next Saturday, when Bunk
Wetherford puot in and want=d to know
how he mansged to git out of thut
“orful ecrape.” .

“How did I git out?” says Andr,
*Well, by gollys, I jist naturally
backed out.”

PUFLS EAXDLER
Ons Noek Avolded.

Mre. Worrid—How in the werld did
son ever persuade yourself {0 marry 8
haker? :

Mrs. Wise—I was determined to
marrr a oo who sorld einlie Lirows

_other folks didn’t have them.

AFFECTING ODD WAYS.

Ecoentricity Meams Viwlps Hore
Often Thamn Genlua, -

It would be interesting to kncw how
many people experience within them-
relves a struggle not to be what is
called “odd.”” An eccentric young ac-
quaintance who reveled in gowns and
hats of bizarre patterns, never by any
chance got anything like anybody
else's. She got up in the middle of
the night, saddled ber pony and took
long, lonely rides. She dissected mice
and all soris of available animals, re-
joicing in the shrieks of the “other
girls,” for the sake of shocking whom
she doubtless indulged her whims. She
carried little snakes around in her
pockets. Finally she became engagerd
to & man whom she had known only
two days, and was married to him
within n week. It is not strange that
after living with her husband less than
a year they were divorced. Then, with
a broken heart, which had its use as
an antidote for “oddity,” she retired
with her ecaprices to” an upper room
in her father's house, and the outside
world heard little more from her. * * #

It is guite worth while for parents to
consider, when they find “oddity™ erop-
ping out in a child, whether his little
foibles are mot cherished by him as
much through a desire to make him-
sclf conspicuous, to “show off,” as from
a spontaneous and irresistible impulse.
Oddity is a thousand times oftener
mere eilliness or vanity than genius,
and all the common sense in the fam-
ily may well be brought to bear upon
its destruction.

One of the chief accomplishments to
be taught the young is what the cleyer
author of the “Petrie Estate” calls
“The art of living with others.” The
odd person is apt to miss this alto-
gether, and thus be shut out from those
sweet, common blessings which should
bloom daily in every peaceful and well-
ordered household. It may be com-
plained that conventiomality, if too
strictly insisted upon, warps and de-
grades our civilization. This is wun-
doubtedly true, but, or the other hand,
a certain amount of conformity to rou-

tine, and to what is known as “good |
manners,” must be exacted from each
individual, or the happiness of large|

numbers will be impaired. Conformity
to higher precepts requires a consid-
eruble degree of uniformity as well.
There are none so good to live with
as the comfortable ones whom we can
count upon; or, us the saying is, can
“put our finger on” when we want fo
know how they stand. For all that
most of us care, the eccentric ones

SMART SHIRT WAISTS

Pink and Blue Batiste with Steshs
af White Pigue.

The =mart shirt waist is this season
quite different from any of the ready-
made ones, since the haberdashers have
gone a bit farther than the manufae-
turers of cheap shirts have dared to do.

The fashionable shirt sleeve is set
into the enff with no fullness at all, and
of about the same width all the way up,
the top pouching & bit, but having no
fullness to droop. The cuff is about
as wide comparatively as a man's, and
is always attached, while the collars
are detachable and of plain white, of
course.

The shape of the body of the shirt de-
pends largely upon individual prefer-
ence, several seen of late being laid in
clusters of encircling tucks, the fas-
tening being down one side with a
plisse frill of white linen. The belt of
ribbon holds the shirt with a few gath-
ers in front and behind, where is placed
the belt buckle. The four-in-hand worn
with this is of white linen sprigged
with fowers, the ends edged with a
plisse frill.

Collars of stiffened white pique ean
be got now, about which any faney
Ascot cravat is arranged, the pigoe
stock fastening behind. These have
the same effect, as the stocks that come
with the white neck band and the
Aszcot ends all in one piece, but the
separate arrangements &re mors con-
veniently kept fresh.

Rumchunda Ascot scarfs in reds and
yellowsarestunning worn with neutral
colored shirts, nmvhere are charming
plaided and striped ginghams and
Eatistes that are sufficiently quiet.

Pink and periwinkle blue batiste
waists are very fetching with white

1
1

embroidered lawn four-in-hands, and
a band of white pique down the center,
the batiste fastening across this with
a series of butioned square crenela-
tions, Silk four-in-hands are of the
narrowest possible, and the string ties
are shaped to form butterfly bows.

Stocks of white pique with Aseot
ends of the sheerest white batiste are
very dainty, and string ties of this del-
icate white dimity, faintly starched,
arc worn about pique neck bands.

Some French waists have sleeves of
plain pink, beige or green batiste, the
body being embroidered with white
and perforated, and worn over a thin
elip of muslin of the same eolor. These
have cravats of coarse white lace, or of
embroidered white lawn, and belts of
the gayest colored kids with great
buckles.

Elips of plain-colored lawn are worn

may go their brilliant ways and glory | beneath many of the shirts of the thin

in their freedom from

the usuval | batistes and musling, while under light

shackles. The great majur'tl ¥ of good i suminer gowns the_re are the _dainti_e:t
people recognize an coligation to pare | possible little bodices of white china
off their cccentricities, and live hum- | silk, g flounce of lace being sewn about
bly and modestly according to a rather | the armholes, the edges gathered up-

close and binding law—a law of love,—
Woman's Home Companion.

DIDN'T CARE ABOUT STYLE.

Bat He Weulda't Go Downiown With-
aomt a Neekitle. )

“Georgiana,” said Mr. Dalrymple, “it
seems to me that you spend altogether
too much time worrying about what
other folks are likely to think ahout
vyou. Why don’t you follow my ex-
;mp!e, and have a little independence?
As long as I kuow that 1 am doing my
duty as a man what do I care how
others like my siyle?”

“f don’t know,” Mrs, Dalrymple re-
plied, “what you razan. In what way
have I been worrying about what other
folks think of me?”

“Qh, in a hundred ways,” her hus-
band answered. “You wouldn’t wear
the shirt waist you have on if it were
not for the fact that all the other
women wear them, and would think
you coukln’t afford it if you didn’t have
one. You wouldn't care whether you
had lace curtains at the windows if
You
wouldn’t spend money for a hundred
and one other things that you could get
along without just as well as not if you
were not always trying to pose before
other people.”

“Well,” Mrs. Dalrymple assented, for
she was not disposed to quarrel over the
matter, “it is perhaps as you say. 1am
sorry that it is so, but I can’t help it.
Aren’t you afraid you'll be late at the
office this morning? And you haven't
put on your necktie this morning. How
did you come to forget it?”

“By George!” he exclaimed, looking
at his wateh, “it’s nearly eight o'clock
now. I don’t kpow how I happened to
forget my necktie. Where is it? I
must hurry.”

“Oh, never mind the tie this morn-
ing,” hia wife said; “you've got a clean
shirt and collar on. Go without the
2a

“What?” shouted William Dal
rymple, “go downtown without a neck-
tie! You must thiok I'm crazy! Why,
the boys in the office would guy the life
out of m=, and people would think L
didn’t have money enough to buy one!
Here itis. Good-by.”

Then Mre. Dalrymple sat down and
thought, and two little wrinkles with
merry curves appeared at the corners
of her mouth.—Cleveland Leader.

Chiffon Searfs.

A pretty feature of the new evening
dresses is the long, soft scarf of chif-
fon. It may be black, white or colored,
and very effective by dotting them over
with applique figures of lace in con-
trast, black and white and the revers.
Plain chiffon with a frill of lace all
around the edge is also used, and the
sashes of white organdie bave inuumer-
able rows of narrow lace insertion
across the edge. Rnches of tinted chif-
fon are festooned arcund the skiris of
plain and brocaded satin evening
dresses, and one charming gewn is of
yellow chiffon in the skirt. The bodice
has tiny bolero fronts of jeweled lace
acd s soft, full vest of the chiffon,
caught up at one side with green and
pirk hydrangea blossoms. The strik-
ing yet simple evening gown is of pale
blue broecaded satin. with plaited bo-

biecnita. Yen krow L2 j5wy #ecOnf : lero bows and & belt of gragn velvel~

buetgade {"peig-Dute -
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on baby ribbon to tie about the arm,
making a curious little cap that s
both a pretty and a serviceable finish,
without increasing the warmth of the
frock to any extent. These china silk
glips are often fitted very earefully,
and boned, so that unlined waists may
be worn over them with suecess.

The little handkerchie{s that are so
daintily tied nbout the shoulders to
protect the necks of gowns are built
of alternate strips of lace and inser-
tion, a tiny lace edge finishing them.
They look very charming beneath mus-
lin guimpes.—DBoston Herald.

FAD OF THE SMART GIRL

Up-to-Date Yoanyg Wemen Take Pride
in HBeing Able to Design.

The smagrt girl's latest {ad is to de-
sign, and to design some very com-
monplace belongings. That is to say,
she hasn’t taken up modeling in clay
or the designing of carpets or rugs,
but she is happiest when she can tell
you that the hat, gowr, or jacket which
she wears was designed by herself.
Sometimes she is able to add that she
made it, but cftener she grows enthus-
jastic, describes the picture she drew
first in black and white, then in water-
colors, and then how out of tissue pa-
per she cut the practical pattern. She
and a number of her kind joined a
dressmaking class last winter, and the
resull is a shirt waist sale next week for
some special charity. Each bodice must
bear the name of its designer and its
maker, and the proudest girl is the one
who both designed and made the pretty
blouse which is her offering. Then,
too, she is studying up interior deco-
ration. Mamma permits her to ar-

range certain effects in the reception- °

room, in her own room, or wherever &
change is needed. i

One of her wisest studies has been
learning how to set a table artistically,
and at the least expense. When you
think of the days when girls were
given over to making that useless lace
out of twine or putting silk pieces to-
gether to form that abomination
known as the crazy quilt, it certainly
does seem as if the girl of to-day, not
permitted to go out into society at a
very early age, is teaching hersell some-
thing that will be worth while when
she is the mistress of a house.—Chi-
cago Tribune,

Tired Feet.
Housekeepers who are compelled by
their work to stand for some time often
suffer from tired feet. There is no
remedy for this so efficacious as the
daily footbath, followed by brisk rab-
hing of all parts of the foot with a mod-
erately rough friction towel. Profes-
pional dancers wet the soula of their
feet with alcohol rfter bathing them.
and this offers a hipt to all women who
stand or walk = great dzal. Low shees
and slippers are also more wholesoms
footwear than high shoes. If ths
ankles swell when they have no support
from the shoe it shows that the gen-
eral health is below the proper stand-
ard and tonies are needed.—N. Y. Trik=
Getting In Practice.
Bildad—I expect to leave my wife &
great deal when I die. -
Ieh'bﬂ-;;tm'u ge;:in; in prutiui
1 suppose, by leaving Ler somuchnow?
~Jorn Topica 3
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