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SWEST HEMISPHERE FASHIONS. p
It's kind of understood, I know.
-To be the reg'lar thingio watch the way the fashions go tl
An' toller 'em each spring. cI never studied coats an' gowns;
But you kin bet your pilefa' right when I predict that crowns t]
Is goln' out of style.

P•ar gals there's feathers bonnets queer
An' silk hats fur the men. '

The kind's'll change from year to year
And all come back again.

But all the various ups and downs
That shift with fortune's smile

Won't never bring 'em back when crowns L
Is clean gone out of style. g

*-Washington Star.

Four Clever Beggars
AM Had Good Stoies, and Two Ware

rS OMEHOW the talk drifted around
to the devious ways of the pan- F

handlers, the loafers who prey upon the c
sympathies of those persons who be- v
lieve that it is better to give money to m
many undeserving professional beggars r
than to let one poor fellow go in actual i
want ,. Each of the four men had had t
nore-experiences than one with street 1i
beggars, and among them they had met 9
some unusual games.i

"The other night, as I came down of
the bridge at the New York end," said
the merchant, "I was approached by a
very good-looking young fellow, appar-
ently about 25 years old. His clothing
was all apparently tailor-made, and he r
looked like a man in fairly comfortable I
circumstances. His hat was good and c
lis gloves were not much worn. lie
wore a little mustache, and had been
shaved within 36 hours. His overcoat f
was of this winter's style, and alto- f
gether his appearance was that of a
ian entirely unused to financial dis- .
tress of the acute type that forces a man I
to beg. He stopped me by going
squarely at the point.
" I'm McDowell,' he said, 'John Me-

'Dowell, of Milwaukee. My father is
John McDowell, of 65 Wall street, Mil-
waukee. I get remittances at 195
Broadway, but it hasn't come, and I I
haven't a cent.' He laughed an embar-
rassed but pleasant little laugh. "This
is absurd,' he said, and by that he won i
me. 'I don't know what my father
would say if he thought I had to ask
any man for money.' He pulled out a
card case as I put my hand in my pock-
et. 'If you'll give me your card,' he
said, I'11 be very glad to sete you.

SThere's my card.' ie offered me a
card, but I said I didn't want it. it was
all right and I was glad to helphim out.
Then I gave him a dollar. '['ll be glad
to send it to you,' he said, 'if you'll give
.me your card. Well, then,' as I said

gaI•i that It was all right,'I assure you
'll give it to some poor devil who needs

Sit worse than I do ordinarily.'
"Now, that's a fairly complete report

of our conversation, and I realize as I
think it over now that the least ques-
tioning probably would have poked that
young feHow's story full of holes.
There was no explanation at all satis-
factory of his reason for begging. For
the small sum he needed to tide him
over Until that 'remittance from Mil-
waukee' came along, he surely had
something to pawn. There was no rea-
aon apparently for his being absolutely
without money. It was his manner
that got me. He seemed so frank and
honest and so genuinely embarrassed
that he convinced me. I suppose if I
.met him again I'd give up another dol-
lar'. It has alhays been my theory
that the man who begs for the first time

- is very much embarrassed. I know I
should be, and if a man began to ask me
questions I should just go on. This fel-
low acted just that way."

"That isn't a sure test," said the
;lergyman, "as I know from experi-
e`ce. There came to my house not long

• •ga a clean-shaven, smooth-looking,
rell-kept young Englishman who told
... a perfectly straightforward story.
] t as soon as I began to question him
h• replied at once that he wouldn't
r iowable me, but would try to get along

is so me other way. He had been but a
f pw days iii the country, he said at first,
a_ d he was en route to a little town

aI:ear Toronto. He had carried his
aoneey in a wallet, and he had lost the

iwamllet. He had letters to persons in
u• " ronto who might have been persons

et importance, he said, for all 1 knew.
r Well, he won me, largely as your young
unian won you, by his manner, though
Mo•st was not the actuating considera-
ssa. I was about to send him away
•wIth the advice that he try the British
oisul, when the thought of the possi-

I situation of my own boy came to
me. My son had been in the west for
a~e time and was coming home. I had
g:slapbed some money to him at
~ 1eil B!uffs, where he was to stop
Jtr to see his uncle. Well, there was
Sepademic of some sort at Couricil

Sand while I was talking to this
ngisman, I suddenly thought:

if my boy should get caught out
gr and be unable to get his money

poe he should go to a clergyman of
Sfather's church, as this boy says he
idone, and should be turned away.'

I didn't pursue that any further.
Sgave the Englishman the money

- e•dsed and sent him away. Of
he made the most faithful as-

sces that at once after his arrival
'oroto, where he had friends and

he would return the money,
••eourse, he hasn't sent a cent and

was a good game," said the
r man. "He didn't have to

Svery often, because every time
d he got a good sum. The

ncts-for-a-lodging' beggars
get a good many coppers

- er coins, but they have to work
for it and endure too much

it'as the odd story, the new
tt tellbs and produces substan-

to. There was the fellow who
a b for that day but hated to

we and got 15 cents to go to
shop before he appeared be-

itemployer. That fellow got
ey until he was exposed

a man in Broadway lath one
avery good game. There

inw Ia it, in fact there
ad that one mont persons

ent. But to me It was
&mt whean I went up-
light at the ofiece. I

t r supper, and

-A.cry

sassed him he straightened up a little c

and said: n

" 'I beg your pardon, sir, but I-well,
he fact is-well, can you let me have 40

ents?' T
"Then he stopped as if that were all

here was to it.
"'Forty cents,' I said, 'what for?'
"'Thirty-five would do,' he answered. g

I could walk to the ferry.'
"'What's the matter?' I asked again.
"He hesitated a bit, and then he said,

rith a nervous little cackle that was
half a laugh. 'Well, the fact is, I haven't
Tot a cent, and I've got to get out to 1
)range in the morning or lose my job.' t
The story went more smoothly as he v

ot along with it. 'You see,' he wxent t
:n, 'I'm a railroad man. I was paid off
-esterday and came in to town last H
night with my money. Well, the fact
is, I got to bucking the tiger and I Inst I
it all. If I get to Orange this morning
in time to go to work again I'm all
right, but if I don't I'll lose my place.'

"That was an explanation of his
penniless condition that would have
caught a great many men and they M
would have given up to him. But it
made me suspicious. Somewhere I had t
read or heard that gamblers never per-
mit a man to go out of their places in
that condition if they know it. And if a
lie actually had lost his money in ai
rambling house it was certain that the 1

Tambler would have staked him to Ienough to get home. So I hesitated a
about giving him anything, and forlack 8
of something better to say said again: t
'How's that? I don't understand.'

"He went over the whole slory again trery gentiy and smoothly this time, and I
put in a few little extra flourishes that v
coni'inced me that he was a fakir. As t
he talked he stepped a little in front of e
me and noticed the badge of my college f
fraternity wh;ch I wore on my waist- I
roat. 'Ah!' said he, 'you belong to that S
fraternity, eh? I was a Psi TU from (o- h
lumbia.' He went on with a lot about f
rollege fraternities that made vie think d
he had eaten a fraternity book. He C

knew more about them than I had ever h
heard, and I had had a foremost place C
in the rush line in my senior year.' He
seemed to be familiar with them all, 0
and he talked about them in very in- a

teresting fashion for nearly half an d
hour before he got back to the subject h

of the fare to Orange. Then I said: It
"'No, I shall not give you any money,because I believe you are a profession- t

al beggar. But you've got a good game, it
and you probably make a good thing f
out of it. However, I should advise a
you to modify it a little. Gamblers,
you know, will always grubstake a man
who has gone broke in their places, so
that's a weak point in your story. Patch b
it up a little, and don't be so glib, and "
you're all right for some time.'

"'I assure you.' he protested, 'that
I never asked a man for money in my g
life before 1 saw you. I realize that I I
anm not in a position to resenf'vour in- I
suilt, but I want you to understand that t
it is an insult and that you have mis- p
taken me. I am actually in need of r
that money to save my place, and if I t
don't get it I don't know what I shall t
do; I can send it back to you, and will
do so gladly as soon as I get back to
my friends.'

"'Xo,' I said, and turned away; 'I
don't believe you.'

"'I am a mason, too,' he called after
me. I turned and walked back to him
at once. I have been a member of an up-
state lodge ever since I was in college,
and I thought I would try him. 'Where
were you made a mason?' I asked. He
hesitated an instant and then replied:
'In Hornellsville.' Well, I suppose ma-
sons are made in Hornellsville, but they

don't admit it in that way, and I said I
to the beggar: 'Never try that game
again, for you can't tell when some ma-
son will try you and you don't square.'
Then I went away.

"Well, that fellow met me three times
on the street after that, and each time e
began his story. At last I told him that c
he was a fool as well as a beggar, be- 1
cause he couldn't remember the faces I
of the men he addressed, whereas any
man would remember forever such a
story as he told. Then he shifted his
ground, and I never saw him again."

The doctor laughed. "Your experi-
ence was something like one I had just
the other day, but it didn't result in the
same way. About six weeks ago a tall,
gray-haired, distihguished-looking man
came into my office and presented a
card which read:

JOHN JENKINS, M. D.,

117 West 117th Street, :

S New York.

"It gave office hours and was to all
appearances the card of a respectable
physician. He carried a case that
looked like a surgeon's instrument case.
'Doetor,' he said to me, with a forced
little effort at a laugh, 'I am in a most
embarrassingpredicament. I came over
here to see a patient, and either I have
lost my purse or I have been robbed,
and I find that I have no change in my
change pocket. I am obliged to ask

you to let me have car fare home.'
There wasn't a question in my mind
about him, and of course I produced a
dime, that happening to be the first
coin I felt in my pocket and being
enough to take him home. 'I'm very
glad to be of assistance to you, doctor,'
I said. 'Thank you very much,' he re-
plied, and went out. I heard nothing
more from him until the other day,
when my office maid told me a gentle-
man wanted to see me in the waiting-
room. I went in, and it was Dr. Jen-
kins, white beard, instrument case and
all I thought he'd come to give back
my ten cents, but before I could saiy a
word he began by pushing out his card
and starting on the story again. I heard
him through and realized that he was a
professional beggar. Then I got be-
tween him and the door and said:
" 'You confounded old scoundrel, this

is the second time you've been here with
this story. The first time it worked,
but this time it won't Now, you don't
get out of this house until you give up
my ten cents.'

"He saw at once, of course, that he
had been caught in a mistake, and so
he begged my pardon and handed over
ten eents, and there's the dime," and
the doctor exhibited It.

"That tellow had i mighty good
game," continued the doctor, "but he

hounld eare kept an address book. He
could bhae git amoney foaqtevery doe-
tor. anadt ergyma in towa it. baet

leusrewmid."- 1''. 5am -S
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BLOOD IS THE PRICE.

The Radical Theory of Christianity
Broadly Set Forth.

Bev. Dr. Talmage says There was Nothing
Abnornal in Christ's Self-Scrifiee

-Incident of the Principle
of Substltution.

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, in the fol-
lowing discoarse sets forth the radical
theory of Christianity, substitution, or
vicarious sacrifice, basing it upon the
text:

Without shedding of blood is no remission.-
Hebrews ix., 22.

John G. Whittier, the last of the
great school of American poets that
made the last quarter of this century
brilliant, asked me in the White moun-
tains, one morning after prayers, in
which I had given out Cowper's famous
hymn about "The Fountain Filled
with Blood:" "Do you really believe
there is a literal application of the
blood of Christ to the soul?" My nega-
tive reply then is my negative now.
The Ilible statement agrees with all
physicians, and all physiologists, and
all scientists, in saying that the blood
is the life, and in the Christian re-
ligion it means simply that Christ's
life was given for our life. Hence
all this talk of men who say the Bible
story of blood is disgusting, and that
they don't want what they call a
"slaughter-house religion," only shows
their incapacity or unwillingness to
look through the figure of speech to-
ward the thing signified. The blood
that, on the darkest Friday the world
ever saw, oozed, or trickled, or poured
from the brow, and the side, and the
hands, and the feet of the Illustrious
Sufferer, back of Jerusalem, in a few
hours coagulated and dried up, and
forever disappeared; and if man had
depended on the application of the lit-
eral blood of Christ, there would not
have been a soul saved for the last 18
centuries.

In order to understand this red word
of my text, we only have to exercise as
much common sense in religion as we
do in everything else. Pang for pang,
hunger for hunger, fatigue for fatigue,
tear for tear, bloal for blool, life for
life, we see every day illustrated. The
act of substitution is no novelty, al-
though I hear men talk as though the
idea of Christ's suffering substituted
for our suffering were something ab-
normal, something distressingly odd,
something wildly eccentric, a solitary
episole in the world's history, when I
could take you out into this city and
before sundown point you to 500 cases
of substitution and voluntary suffering
of one in behalf of another.

At two o'clock to-morrow afternoon
go among the placesof business or toil
It will be no difficult thing for you to
find men who, by their looks, show you
that they are overworked. They are
prematurely old. They are hastening
rapidly toward their decease. They
have gone through crisises in business
that shattered their nervous system
and pulled on the brain. They have
shortness of breath and a pain in the
back of the head. and at night an in-
somnia that alarms them. Why are
they drudging at business early and
late? For fun? No; it would be diffi-
cult to extract any amusement
out of that exhaustion. Because
they are avaricious? It many
cases no. Because their own
personal expenses are lavish? No; a
few hundred dollar .would meet all
their wants. The simple fact is, the
man is enduring all that fatigue and
exasperation, and wear and tear, to
keep his home prosperous. There is
an invisible line reaching from the
store, from that bank, from that shop,
from that scaffolding, to a quiet scene
a few blocks, a few miles away, and
there is the secret of that business
endurance. He is simply the champion
of a homestead, for which he wins
bread, and wardrobe, and education,
Sand prosperity, and in such battle ten
thousand men falL Of ten business
men whom I bury, nine die of over-
wvork for other. Some su idean disease
finds them with no power of resistance
and they are gone. Life for life.
Blood for blood. Substitution!

At one o'clo :c to-morrow morning,
the hour when slumber is most unin-
terrupted and profound, walk amid the
dwelling-houses of the city. Here and
there you will find a dim light, because
it is the household custom to keep a
subdued light burning; but most of the
houses from base to top are as dark as
though uninhabited. A merciful God
has sent forth the archangel of sleep,
and he puts his wings over the city.
But yonder is a clear light burning,
and outside on a winl.w casement a
glass or pitcher contaiining food for a
sick child; the food is set in the fresh
air. This is the - sixth night that
mother has sat up with that sufferer.
She has to the last point- obeyed the
physician's perseription, not giving a
drop too mu.h or to. little, or a mo-
ment too soon or too late. She is
very anxious, for she has buried
three children with the same dis-
ease, and she prays and weeps,
each prayer and sob endint with a
kiss of the pale cheek. By dint of

I kindness she gets the little one
. through the ordeaL After it is all over
t the mother is taken down. Brain or
i nervous fever sets in, and one day she
leaves the convalescent child with a

gsother's blessing and goes up to join
the three departed ones in the kingdom
of Heaven.. Life for life. Substitution!
The fact is that there are an uncounted
number of mothers who, after they
have navigated a large family of chil-
dren through the diseases of infancy,
I and got them fairly started up the

Sflowering slope of boyhood and girl-
L hood, have only streugth enough left
I to die. They fade away. Some call it
consumption; some call it nervous
prostration; some call it intermittent
Sor malarial indisposition; but I call it
martyrdom of the domestic cirele.
Life for life. Blood for blood. Sab-
stitat!ioe

Or perhaps a mother lingers long
t enough to me a aon get on the wrong

road, and his former kindness becomes
rough reply when she expresses anxie-

ty about him. But she goes right aon
o membering his every birthday with

r ome memento,and, when he is brought
home wonout with disspation, nuares
him ti•a he ets well, and starts him
Saganl , ad hopes, and expects, until

a her prays, and counsels, and ,
eI until her streagth gives out sad ios
aI t i. Sb. it golg, .andt dUednt.,

* be ndagove her pillow, a hear i ia
he.~;rr un i m to-%la , sad she

l Aj

three words: 'My poor boy!" The
simple fact is she died for him. Life
for life. lubstitution!

About thirty-eight years ago there
went forth from our northern and
southern homes hundreds of thousands
of men to do battle. All the poetry of
war soon vanished and left them noth-
ing but the terribla prose. They
waded knee-keep in mui. They slept
in snowbanks. They marched till their
cut feet tracked the earth. They were
swindled out of their honest rations,
and lived on meat not fit for a dog.
They had jaws fractured, and eyes ex-
tinguished, and limbs shot away.
Thousands of them cried for water as
they lay on the field the night after the
battle and gotit not. They were home-
sick, and received no message from
their loved ones. They died in barns,
in bushes, in ditches, the buzzsrds of
the summer heat the only attendants
on their obsequies. No one but the
infinite God who knows everything
knows the ten thousandth part of the
length, and breadth, and depth, and
height of anguish of the northern and
southern battlefields. Why did these
fathers leave their children and go to
the front, and why did these young
men, postponing the marriage day,
start out into the probabilities of never
coming back? For a principle they
died. Life for life. Blood for blood.
Substitution!

But we need not go so far. What is
that monument in the cemetery? It is
to the doctors who fell in the southern
epidemics. Why go? Were there not
enough sick to be attended in these
northern latitudes? Oa, yes; but the
doctor puts a few medical books in his
valise, and some vials of medicine, and
leaves his patients here in the hands of
other physicians, and takes the rail-
train. Before he gets to the infected
region he passes crowded rLil-trains,
regular and extra, taking the flying
and affrighted populations. lie ar-
rives in a city over which a great hor-
ror is brooding. lie goes from couch
to couch, feeling the pulse and study-
ing systoms, and prescribing day after
day, night after night, until a fellow-
physician says: "Dioctor, you had bet-
ter go home and rest; you look misera-
ble." But he can not rest while so
many are suffering. On and on, un-
til some morning finds him. in a
delirium, in which he talks of home,
and then rises and says he m.st go
and look after those patients. lie is
told to lie down; but he fights his at-
tendants until he falls back, and is
weaker and weaker, and dies for peo-
ple with whom he had no kinship, and
far away from his own family, and is
hastily put away in a stranger's tonib,
and only the fifth part of a newspaper
line tells us of his sacrifice-his name
just mentioned ama.g five. Yet he
has touchel the furthest height of sub-
limity in that three weeks of humani-
tarian service. lie goes straight as an
arrow to the bosom of him who said:
"I was sick and ye visited me." Life
for life. Blood for blood. Substitu-
tion!

in thelegal profession I see thesame
principle of self-sacrific-. In 18d.
William Freeman, panurizad and idi-
otic negro, was at Auburn, N. Y., on
trial for murder. lie had slain the en-
tire Van Nest family. The foaming
wrath of the community could be kept
off him only by armed constables
Who would volunteer to be his counsel?
No attorney wanted to sacrifice his
popularity by such an ungrateful task.
All were silent save one, a young law-
yer with feeble voice, that could hardly
be heard outside the bar, pale and thin
and awkward. It was William II.
Seward, who saw that the prisoner
was idiotic and irresponsible, and
ought to be put in an asylum, rather
than put to death, the heroic counsel
uttering these beautiful words:

I speak now in the hearing of a peo-
ple who have prejudged prisoner and
condemned me for pleading in his be-
half. He is a convict, a pauper, a fe-
gro, without intellect, sense or emo-
tion. My child with an affectionate
smile disarms my careworn face of its
frown whenever I cross my threshold.
The beggar in the str.et obliges m, to
give because he says: '-od bless yon!"
as I pass. My dog caresses me with
fondness if 1 will but smile on him.
My horse recognizes me when I fill his
manger. What reward, what grati-
tude, what sympathy and affec-
tion can I expect here? There
the prisoner sits. Look at him.
Look at the assemblage around
you. Listen to their ill-suppressed
censures and excited fears, and tell me
where among my neighbors or my- fel-
lowmen, where, even in his heart, I
can expect to find a sentiment, a
thought, not to say of reward or of ac-
knowledgment or even of recognition.
Gentlemen, you may think of this evi-
dence what you please, bring in what
verdict you can, but I asseverate before
Heaven and you, that, to the best of
my knowledge and belief, the prisoner
at the bar does not at th'is moment
know why it is that my shadow falls
on you instead of his own.

The gallows got its victim, but the
post- mortem examination of the poor
creature showed to all the surgeons
and to all the world that the public
were wrong, and William H. Seward
was right, and that hard, stoney step
of obloquy in the Auburn court. room
was the first step of the stairs of fame
up which he went to the top, or to
within one step of the top, that last de-
nied him through the treachery of
American politics. Nothing sublimer
was ever seen in an American court
room than William H. Seward, without
reward, standing between the furious
populace and the loathsome imbecile.
Sabstitution!

In the realm of the fine arts there
was as remarkable an instance. A
brilliant but hypereriticised painter,
Joseph William Turner, was met by a
volley of abuse from all the art galler-
ies of Europe. His paintings, which
have since won the applause of all civ-
ilised nations, "The Fifth Plague of
Egypt," "Fishermen on a Let Shore in
Squally Weather," "Calais Pier," "The
Sun Rising Through Mist" and 'Dido
Building Carthage," where then targets
for critics to shoot at In defense of
this'outrageously abased man, a young
author of 24 years. just one year out of
college, came forth with his pen and
wrote the ablest and most famous ea-
say on art that the world ver saw or
ever will see-John Ruskin's "Modern
Pain•era." For 17 years this author
fought the battles of the maltreated
artist, and after, in poverty and barea
ken-heartedness, the painter had
died and the public tried ta
undo their eruelties toward him 4,
giv him•s a big funeral and burial i
lat Paresathedrai, hisold-time frind

took eat of a tin bgi 10O)3 pieesae
epeeriotuiiag deawlugs by tha'ld
pster, andtbth aay wearyu

anged them far public cbservatlom.
'eople say John Ruskin in his old days
a cross, misanthropic and morbid.
,hatever he may do that he ought not
o do, and whatever he may say that
ie ought not to say between now and
uis death, he will leave this world in-
olvent as far as it has any capacity to
my this author's pen for his chivalrie
nd Christian defense of a poor paint-

's penciL John Ruskin for WilliamParner. Blood for blood. Aubstita-
;ion!

What an exalting prineiple, this
which leads one to suffer for another!
H.othing so kindles enthusiasm orswakens eloquence, or chimes poetic
anto, or moves nations. The principle

is the dominant one in our religion-
"hrist the martyr, Christ the celestial
hero, Christ the defender, Christ the
substitute. No new principle, for it
mvas old as human nature; but now on
agrander, wider, higher, deeper and
nore world-resounding scale! The
shepherd boy, as a champion of Israel
with a sling, toppled the giant of
['hilistine braggadocio in the dust;
but here is another David, who, for
ll the armies of churches militant and
triumphant, hurls the Goliath of per-
dition into defeat, the crash of his
brazon armor like an explosion at Hell
Late. Abraham had at God's com-
mand agreed to sacrifice his son Isaac,
and the same God, just in time, had

provided a ram of the thicket as a sub-
stitute; but there is another Isaac
bound to the altar, and no hand arrests
the sharp edges of laceration and death,
and the universe shivers, and quakes,
and recoils, and groans at the horror.

When did attorney ever endure so
much for a pauper client, or physician
for the patient in the lazaretto, or
mother for the child in membraneous
-roup, as Christ for us, and Christ for

you, and Christ for me? Shall any
man or woman or child in this audi-
ence who has eve' suffered for another
find it hard to understand this Christly
suffering for us? Shall those whose
sympathies have been wrung in behalf
of the unfortunate have no apprecia-
tion of that one moment which was
lifted out of all the ages of eternity as
most conspicuous, when Christ gath-
ered up all the sins of those to be re-
deemed under His one arm, and all
their sorrows under His other arm,
and said: "I will atone for
these - under my right arm,
and will heal all those under
my left arm. Strike me with all Thy
glittering shafts, O Eternal Justice!

toll over me with all thy surges, ye
oceans of sorrowl" And t:e thunder-
bolts struck Him from above, and the
seas of trouble rolled up from beneath,
hurricane after hurricane, and cyclone
after cyclone, and then and there in
presence of Heaven and earth and hell,

yea, all worlds witnessing, the price,
the bitter price, the transcendent price,
the awful price. the glorious price, the
infinite price, the eternal price, was
paid that sets us free.

It was a most exciting day I spenton
the battlelield of Waterlo3. Starting
out with the morning train from Brus-
sels, Belgium, we arrival in about an
hour on the famous spot. A son of one

wio was in the battle, who had heard
from his father a t. >usaud times the

whole scene recited, accompanied
as over the field. Taere stood the

old lHougo nont chateau, the walls
dented, aan seratc•el, and broken,
and shattered by grape-shot and
cannon-bllL Th-re is the well in

which 33J dying .s ul •eal were pitched.
There is the ctapet with the head of
the infant C.rist shot of. There are

the gates at waich, for many hours.
English an 1 Frrn et armies wrestled.
Yonder were the l, ) guns of the En-

glish, and the 25) guns of the Freanc,

Yonder the Hanoverian hussars fled
for the woods,

Yonder was the ravine of Ohain,
where the French cavalry, not know-
ing there was a hollow in the ground,
rolled over and down, troop after
troop, tumbling into one awful mass
of suffering, hoof of kicking horses
against brow and breast of captains
and colonels and private soldiers, the
human and the beastly grown kept up
until, the day after, all was shoveled
under beaunse of the malodor arising in
that hot month of June.

'There," said our guide, "'the High-
land regiments lay down on their faces
waiting for the mo.n ent to spring upon
the foe. In that orchard 3,503 men
were cut to pieces. Helre stood Well-
ington with white: lips, and up that
knob rode Marshal Ney on his sixth

horse, five having been shot under him.
Here the ranks of the French broke,
and Marshal Ney, with his boot slashed
of a sword, tnd his hat of, and his
face covered with powder and blood,
tried to- rally his troops as he
criea: iomec ann sae now a uin-
shat of France dies on the bat-
tlefield.' From yonder direction
Grouchy was expected for the French
re-enforcement, bat he came not.
Around those wo~ls Blucher was
looked for to re-eanorce the English,
and just in time he camse p. Yonder
is the flsLd whera Napoleon stood, his
arms throu~:t the reins of the horse's
bridle, dazed and insane, trying
to go bacs." Seene of a battle
that went on from 25 minutes
to 13 o'clock on June 18
until four o'cloec, when the
English semed dfa;stal, and their
commander cried: "Ujys, you can't
think of giving way? Remember old
England!" and the tides turned, and at
eight o'cloca in the ev.ming the man of
destiny, who was called by his trops"
Old Two liaJrsra Taouasad, turned
away w.t.i b..-en heart, and the fate
of centu-ies was decided.

No wonder a great mounad has been
reared there-huandreds of feet high-a
mound at the expensa of millious of
dollars ia rising, and on the top is the
great Belgian lion of bronze, and a
grand old lion itis. Bah our great
Waterloo was in Palestine. There
came a day when all hell
rode up, led by Apollyon, and
the Captain of our salvation con-
fronted hem alone. The rider on the
white horaa of the Apocalypse gomn
out against the black norse cavalry of
death, and the battalion of the de-
moniac, and the myrmidons of dark-
aas. From oclock at noon to
a o'elock in the afternoon the
greatest battle of the univers went
on. Eternal destinies were being de-
cided. AU the arrows of hell pirced
our Chieftain, and the bettL~eaxes
struck iun, until brov and cheek and
sho•ider and hand and foot were in-
earnadined with coming life; bat Be

lought on ntil l e gaveJ s nal stroke
wits sword from Jehovah's beekier,
wad tho .ouammander twehiet of heill
sad all his forces fel hae.t* aer-
laming ruin, and the wlsO is WIa
Andon the ennuad theti
trimph we plant thisi ytwa
not in brwsU, or fore, or
marble, bet two Sgapiesnt
ttat wasteiak.
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UOID CHURCH SOCIETY ,

riginal Congregation Was Foramed

as Early as y772.

Isttory of as O1galisailon of Wions

All Methedilts Are Proed-
Dumbarlto Hosplttal

Cherek.

[Special Washington Letter.)
While the warlike people have 1

been talking of war, the peace-lo-

ing people have been erecting a
temple of peace. Every Christian l
church is a temple of peace, for
worshipers at its shrine are taughtthat
new commandment: "That ye love one
another." And when the world accepts
that new commandment and people

/ i
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DUMBARTON AVENUE M. E. CHURCH.

years, had made the mistake of calling
Dumbarton hospital Bombarden hos-
pital. Upon a mere guess, the record of
Dumbarton hospital was searched, and
really love one another, we will see that
time of poetic prophecy:

When the war drum throbs no longer
And the battle flags are furled

In the parliament of man
The federation of the world.

When Ninian Beall, the rich Scotch-
man, sailed up the Potomac to its head
waters, and arrived at the eminence
which constituted the central portion
of the dqmain which had been granted
to him by his sovereign, he saw a re-
markable likeness to the Rock of Dum-
berton, which William Wallace cap-
tured, with his trusty Lanarkmen, at
the beginning of his campaign of re-
venge for the death of Lady Marion
and for the freedom of Scotland. There-
fore Ninian Beall, the Seotchman, called
the place Dumbarton.

Upon that eminence grew the town of
Georgetown, which was named after
the first son of Nintan Beall; and it
was quite a shipping port long before
the city of Washington was dreamed of,
or before the colonies rebelled and
fought for independence. The princi-
pal street of that ancient town (which
is now a part of the national capital)
was called- Dumbarton avenue. Many
people still called the colonial village by
its original name of Dumbarton, but
old Ninlan Beall, the Scotchman, who
still wore kilts, called it Georgetown,
after his beloved son, and he preserved
the original name of the place by giving
it to the principal street, where all of
the business was transacted with the
original farmers, and with the ships
coming into the port.

This is a digression, but you will be
interested in the story. The writer, al-
most 20 years ago, was a clerk in the of-
fcee of the surgeon general of the army;
and his duty was to search the records
of soldiers applying for pensions. The
books would show whether or not a pen-
sion applicant was wounded or sick, as
alleged in his application for pension.
One old soldier claimed that be bad
been wounded at Bull Run, and had
been treated in the "Bombarden hos-
pital, in Washington."

There was a great deal of bombard-
ing during the civil war, but there was
no Bombarding or Bombarden hospital
in this city. All of the clerks in the of-
ficee tried to find some record in the
ease, but all gave it up. The clerk then
gave the ease to the clerk who is now
a newspaper writer. He kept the case

on his desk for several days, and one
morning, by chance, it occurred to him
that maybe the old soldier, after many
there was recorded the name of the old
soldier, with a diagnosis of the wonund
for whicb he claimed to bave been treat-
ed in Bombarden hospital. iHe got his
pension, and the clerk who helped him
to it has ever sincee been proud of the
inspiration which led tothat seareh.

In 1849 a church was erected by Meth-
odlsts hpon Dumbartoq~ avenue, and
during the civil war itOas used as

hnmltsL and that church was called

Dumbarton hospital. There is where P
the soldier was taken after the battle ,
of Bull Run, and there, by aful
nursing, he recovered.

And now, growing in numberuaswell
as in grace during all these years, after
nearly half a century, a magniaicent
edifice has been erected on the original
site, by the Dumbarton Avenue Metho-
dist Eplscopal cbhrch. It Is probably
the moat commodious church bauilding
in Georgetown, which, by the way, is I
now of icially known as West Washing-
ton, for it is part of the corpolation of t
the capital city. It is worthy of men- I
ion and description. i

On a recent Sunday the new church
was dedicated, and all day long there I
were jubilee meetings. There was a
Sunday school rally at nine o'clock in c
the morning, and at U o'clock there
was delivered an earnest, affecting and
effective sermon by Rev. Dr. Elliott, a
former tor under whose minlaistra-
tions thecongregation thrived and
many conversions were hopefully re-
corded. •lb the afternoon and even-
ins te Were Epworth league meet- ;
ings, love feasts, sermons by the pse-
siding elder and pastor, and addreses
by some of-the venerable and saneti-
fled men and women who have woer
shiped on that site during their entire i
lifetimes.

In fact, all Georgetown participate.
People of every Protestant denomina-
tion joined with the members of that
chureh In all of their devotions. iFr,
although the "hoapital church," as it I
has been e.lled, was not erected until
18U , thr eiginal congregation was
formed in s17, and often did they ia.
ten BaisopmAsbary and other eader•
of those early days of Methodism i
this eouaty. There sa rmaditiathat
ea aMon asalem Barbara Beak -me
tb r, and at apapermeetiagastound-
ad the lit coagregation by p-ayg
-lt w5gshd t y@Weesym he5

ailts new wald would be fIeed

.. ay + omi.tiIL
Pnesses sears ana

rty or give me death." It was before
the continental eegrem made its Im-
nortal declaratlon. It startled every-
body, and the prayer was regarded as 4
editious. But Barbara leck's prayer
wag a prophecy, the fulfllment of
rhich she lived to see.

It was in this Dumbarton church thatBishop Asbury prayed, at the conelu-

ion of the conferencee: "Lord, keep
the preachers humble!" and all the
preachers said: "Amen;" "Lord, keep
the preachers hard at work," and all
the preachers said: "Amen;" "Lord,
keep the preachers poor;" and all the

preachers didn't say: "Amen."

That prayer has often been alluded to
it annual conferences, by bihops, eld-

ras and deacons, but few of them know
that it was delivered in Dumbarton
Avenue church. Very few of the preach-
_ra of to-day would say "Amen" to a
prayer that they be kept poor. Indeed,
it is not likely that any bishop of to-

Say, holding conference in this beauti-
rul structure, would offer such a prayer.
The men who proelaim the gospel of
-Methodism to-day wearbroadcloth, and
the women wear fashionable garments
and Jewelry. In those olden days the
Methodists were a plain people, and
were known by their dress, just as the
earnest people of the Salvation Army
are known to-day.

The Baltimore conference is regard-
ed as the richest conference in Amer-

ican Methodism. The recent confer-
ence in this city was presided over by
Bishop Merrill, and while the prebch-
ers were here many of them attended
services in the new Dumberton Avenue
church. Bishop Merrill was there one
evening, and made a short address, and
Bishop Hurst also spoke to the young
people of this old chureb.

There is great rivalry in Dumberton
between the Ladies' Home Missionary
society and the Ladies' Foreign Mission-
ary society. Both of them raise more
money annually than the Ladies' Mite
society, and their accumulations are
approximately even. In this church, as
well as in many others, the people seem
gradually to be losing Interest in for-
eigo missions. There are so many
heathen in our own country, partleu-
larly in our greater cities, they say, that
it is regarded as a misdirection of ener-
gy to send money to heathen in whom
we have only a secondary interest.

Because of the growth of this feeling.
which some calf purely selfish, the la-
dies of the foreign missionary society
have a hard time of it. But they keep
bravely at work, and give entertain-
ments constantly, which help to swell
their funds. They elaim that during
the coming year they will raise more
money for foreign missions than any
other church in the Baltimore confer-
eace.

All of the stalned glass windows In
the audience room of this chureb were
presenfed In commemoration of the
mints whose names are inscribed upon
them; and every one of them has been
a faithful worsbiper here at some time.
There is one window, however, wbich is
a monument to the living, and be gazes
upon it with grateful tears. J. Henry
WIlson has been chorister of the church

RV. J. a flTT. D. E.

for 40 years, and be still fulfls that
unection. The churchb, in kindly ap

prciation of his services, donated thbis
window. It seldom happens that a man
living gazes upon the monument which
will commemorate his services after be
has gone to the land o' the leaL

The description of this chrcb would
be incomplete without notice of the
pastor, Rev. Joseph Stit, D.D.,wholas
managed the rebuilding and directed
the colleetion funds for the work. He
us a man without pretense to eloqune.

His great learning is coneeded, and his
lovable nature enshrines him in the
hearts of the people. Therefore has ut-
terances of the truth fll upon the
hearts which love him, as good seed oen
fertlle soiL The young people love
him, and therefore the convenrlons bae
been exceptionally large underh bsmin-
Istry. One of his favorite and oft-re-
peated Sriptueral Quotations is that
vuerse from the Gospel of 8t. John: "I
have no greeater joy than to heapr that
my children walk in trath."

And they walk tn truth, and love the
man who teaches them the way, the
truth and the life. r-TH a ag1.

Unak Inrwateu e.
Mrs. Newriteh-l declarJe enry, Its ,

too bed! After all my thoughtfnales n
in Inviting Uncle Hoamespun to our dan-
ner party-for one doesn't quite want
to ignore one's poor relationa-tthlnk ,
he should bave treated an in this tas-
lon.

Mr. Newritch-Why, be hasn' re- I
fused, has he?

Mrs. Newrltehb-o; he's actually an
ceptedS-PotLk

ame seem.,
"Before a man Is married," saei the

minstrel orator, "before a man is mar
ried, he is only half a man."

"There! said the arried women to
their escorts, "how do you like that?'

"And after e s married," continued 1
the orator, "hi I nobody at all."--In-
disaspolls Journat

A DassRmwmntn eesae.
"What Intensely ret hair that yuang

man has!" e elaimed Mhnd. "rI saw
prised that yu seem- to lre hiem as

"Oh," replied Mamlek,, dam't mh aIm
very well. I never Invite he to any.

hta tae eai
t h k' teas. l-ef Jh t

Anaous atron-Isear, den'ty
thMak yeo'd Attr call in soma
physlian for cosmaltatlot?

noet yet. 1Ths. i, stt.
Y. Weekly. _

Who a"sP e alt e .
Mns, pIrlap--8SI en a any su

set e.st* p **

---d n b~d• aP mQuit Tree.-Whe It is t fatmtateatquotation: 'Art is longh batt-e" "Aiot
is lyng, butartis•tsa l u Ysh-maeL"
Trut.

"Doctors say that weeping ishbn '..
cml for women." "Yea; when I rera
hbard my husband genrsiy glas A
$1e."- hicag Rbecod.

"Why do you never applauId t the
theater?' '*When I pay I . for
seat, I let the deadheads attend totM
plEyaleal demnstration." - Chime
Record.

Willie (who has eaten his p-ee aof
cake as fast as possible)-"I say, Ethe
let's play menagerle. I'll be the • m

key and you feed me with youre ake.-
Tit-Bits.

Freddie-"Paps, what's a genera-
tion?" Papa-"Why, my ason?" PFred-
die-" 'Cause Nellie told me hewasthe
frst child in their family forfour geo -
eratioas."-Truth.

"Hit nevh pays," said UTale-• ysn,
"foh or man ter lose'istemper.Batdar

is 'easloars when hae do seem Jete i
deliberately gettin' rid o' his good -m

ture.--Washington Star.
"Gold-huanters are not to be permatI

ted to go to the Klocdike without two
years' supply of food." "OGrakousl If
I coeld raisa two years' supply of ftd
I'd stay right here and enjoy myself."
-pJetrolt Free Press.

Simmons-"Timmins' most striking
literary works have never been ptub.

I lbshed." Watts-"You are right. I
have several letters of his striking me
for fives and tens, that have neer sai
publicity." -Indianapols Journal.

"Witness," said the crosseamssdag
lawyer, "are you willing to swear that
the prisoner was smoking a pipe at the
time?" "No, sir," replied the witneass
"Im never swear. But I am wllingtobet
you $10 to $5 that he was."-Cieage
News.

IN LAND OF IDOIL.

Chinlamen Pray by. At ofu Ap wpen
tua ometblna alre tr Wana-

kee kiat l aeline.

With Germany, Russla, France, Zagy
I land and Japan spoiling, or threate-
ing to spoil the seaboard of the celestial
empire, all eyes have been turned ea
some little time past upon the farest.
China we are all pretty familiar with
from the writings of traveler--that
portion of China, though, whiebh he
1 along bhe coast. Whether this great

Sc•utatry of 400,000,o00 inhabitants oS
thereabouts is to be cut up and par-
celed out among the European powers
yet remains to be seen. If it is, a queer
lot of people will come under the sway
ofthe diferent Sags of European eli i-
Snation.

Mongolia, for nstanee, which Is
threatened by Russian absorptionPathat
praetically unexplored country isa the:
neighborhood of Shame, thestof sand,
or better known to European ge•gra'
Fhists as the Gobi desert. ThIslspart- j
of China; at least this tremeadeastraet
of country, embracing mountaibs
rivers and plains, owes seraint to -t
the Chinese emperor. But, althou gh in
personal appmearsDe the ahabitastn -
Mongoliat are Chinese to a degree, yet t f
the few civilizing InfsueneeswtLderh
crept in on the seaboard have a• yet
reached them.

Mongolia may be set down as a eoat
try of barbarians, if not af religloea
fanatics. They are idol worsipssaa , ofTat

hee moat pronounced tJpe,adA at' um g,
the capital town and the seat a. the1,-`
grand lama, religious intoleatitoIs to
be seen in its most despotlebforsm. rg-
is a town with a considerable popul .
lion, a town of mud, wattlerooe -
houses, pigtailed inhabitnats and t."
numerable dogs. Its cteertetf oaeapge
by the house or palace of the lwease
who is practically ruler over a ll•
gotian Chinese. .-

Should any reader hsppen upoUrg
and walk through its streets, the -Iot
Sthing that rwill strike him wLi bepe
Scellr elaging noise oa al sdd R,
wm nota take him leng to ad er
whence proceeds this strage -leager

of bells, for at every corner, fi- lamd
I every open space, he win ee areleaesi
erection, like noth.sg a n mnreik a
gigantle turasthe, the eenrSt lr*r i
Is box-shaped and fret woea ,

e protrude several bas of woe .s

turnstri e arrangement is eeweae4I Ip
aclncal canopy tf prsteho t fuear*

elements, and forms the ebawt
prayi ng mi of Matngls. bs*d A

Swooden box hlai the enterh i il ladme..
tlimes tooverfewlngwlthpeyesrattM
e ten on all sorts of materials. A peatsee
e by. wishaig for somaethlng ge'iPwai
a. prayer (If he has the .bigh, ll
th en puts it in the bas. sftierwkM
t Icses one of the endleortetbh
satd walks solemaly r M m
tbeing that this system tof
necessary before te prayce

e Its proper destiatine.
In front of the rpaIsut wtt
m score of these pagl ty

whie, not depenmdat i~ely
these, evry Monsle wash-
spect for haseif wlm a
mill in his hands, ados
he sits, or as beeare
t from time to time tea tMp aili

4.. LI. tL

To app oah the pmbsinAft
I.s.j tude&Se u'

in the shape - af ; ro
' within a ouple ofh

entrancc,. -o rsag is wiay
approach oa foot. N..be piI
oa his b a t.ue and
through the od' i the
the secoad god&-4 A, a..

o slety ame al itw f'

of Tests have free -hS2
4 i~gtmioe 'dam da_
- as ele Tuie Ehea sct

expeeted, wIE bh assqt
taot point am the Al aa* -

Sof eta, powei. b.:

tradctedia ba sm. f

In a O aPlrWO:Fms310 km tbwniS

dusht N.. ate

a ietusldtaqO't

I hese.a a 


