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ri+ :`------ I-ed~m nrae eoe
S* ,v FHE- GUEST.A Leat itsa the door.

the ba na be is sintaging,ro45 s 'e be In bringing.Mehne dreams undreamed before.
gwest is In the room,

And the love-song that he sings,
S • the red rose that be brings,Ae the aains of joy and doom.

Dear love has come and flown,
But the song that he taught me,
Aza• the rose that he brings me,
r the sweets men die to own.

•-Viola Roseboro, in IAppincott's.

FhI the it,

Coming of Even

_ I
S T IS only the wind," said the Poet.

I Hte threw himself listleresly upon
- the hard leather couch, and turned his

f'. ace to the wall.
The wares dashed madly upon the

Socks below the little cottage; with
angry shrieking the wind beat up the
waves; and the moan of the storm
eame upon the wind. The Poet heard
all these, and smiled wearily; young
i years, he was oid in sp;rit. in experi-
:ece, in enjoyment; they had no charm
ie~ him.

SHe opened his lips now in discontent.
S'Ihey have written so much about the
tsea that one is dead gtck of it all." He
sighed; "I can find in it nothing that

iha not been found before."
He himself had written not a little

esoneeram ig the beauties of the sea, but
.s hand had been young in sooth when

it held the pen. and his eyes not yet
.weary

He turned restlessly on the couch,
-bemasning its hardness, and cursing
the friend whose advice had sent him
to iecruit at, this little fishing town,
throwing all the burden of his disgust
of life and his own feebleness into the

Then through and betwixt the voices
of the storm came a wailing cry; the

try of a lost soul at God's gates; the
cry for the unattainable from the lips
of a child of earth. Rising higher and
I gher, it. beat sobbingly upon the
wind; it cried with the echo of the
sesagais' warping; it scattered with

- he soft sea- foam; and sank hushing
a ad palpitating into the mutter of the
w_ ve, . But only to rise again in a mel-

. o y so triumphant as to override in its

Sgrnader• the voices of the angry ocean.
"It was the great sea-spirit," sald the

Poet.
But the sound had hardly seemed to

come from the sea-rather from above.
lie rose and walked to the window.

*'It was not the wind." he said, aloud.
It was still howling, but the music

had ceased. He threw open the win-
d4w and looked out. The wind fell in

M blast upon his thin face, and, tossed
she hair. The sea shouted at him with
angry: menace. The look of the sky
upon him was without a glint of a
saile.

Buatagain the music rose; but so soft-
ly that he bid to strain his ears to catch
the Aurmur of the half-hushed cradle-
usog. When it ceased again the voices
of the storm seemed to be sinking,

- sadl the sea to be aweary of rage. The
rinad fell, and into the sky came a
white glimmer where a silver star
a'aght its entrance to the heavens.

The Poet stood there long, his arms
uShting on the sill, a dreamy look on

* told-young face. There had come to
him one of those moments which be

- anied had left him forever, when his

a-mild, like the worn-out sea, could hush
Ih crying and be at peace.

'It was only when, on his way to his
boah mss later, he passed his landlady

- m the stairs that the problem of the
staage music he had heard returned
tbhm. "It seemed in the house, and
yet set in the house." he murmured to
Silmelf, stopping her. "It has been a

yld night, Mrs. Lewis."
"Indeed, and it has, sir, but it Jia

Ssettled down trlcely."
"It was strange; but. I thought I

heard dluripg the storm the soundeof a
volid. Some one has chosen a strange
time to play."

"There's Mlin White. sir: she has the
Soota above yours. She teaches the

- ddle li town-goe up every day. But
-she's s- been playin' to-night, sir;
and she's the only one in the place that

"O, that exploins it! She must have
.bean playsing. No doubt it was she I

S "Butashe hasn't been playin' to-night,
a.ir; I beg your pardon for saying it.

I Ivlebe e sittin' sewia' in the roermn just
paboire her head, and, never a sound have

I heasrd She's been that still, too."
-•Ihe Poet laughed, but waent on his

- waly eunconvinced. "Strange playingfor
:a teaeler of the violin.," he thought,
"asi i ustantge time in which to play.
S ' he nmust be a strange girl."

SIt never occurred to him, in the ar-
a. see of h'is few years, that she

-. ight be more than a girl. Indeed, be
-,el forgot the whole matter. But

' a the dead of the night he rose, and,
C hhfL donnaing a few garments. seat

Sfll thle gray tof the morning inscribing
- he: tbhoughts of which the strange
Agelas had sown the seed. He had

S ouad ina the sea wvhat he had never

PoPned before.
II.

.With the golden eye of the sun upon

tSta, he threw himself upon his tose-
Sfrg tied nd slept until after noonday.

Aaerwa• r he rumbled upon the shore,
i e,* s tired and listless, at length

; k bhambem'.
iMlss 1Bhite, she's learin' to-morrow

'" his landlady told him, as she
taB 'hls ies.
2 -•t the Poet was mot interested. He

dr .who Miss White might be.
25 .. dr he drawled lauidly. He

hi t hiMtsef to poke the fire as a
to any other attempt at con-
t and; Mrs. Lewis took the

-:t is the evening when, with the
out of the stars. a deliate
t soud wound itself through

i , his interest came back to

. 'Re threw himsear upon his coach,

jea himself up to the pleasure of
e' satrains. Yet was it hardly

.bt me; e a fine pain. There
etsmutsi naught of the walling

, naught of its pleading,
of its pasies, naught of its

was like, the Poet told him-
wire of plished silver, a wire

b tqorSa gp twist in one'Sesh

forever.yet never cause a mortal wouna
-- only an infinitude of pain. But that
of yesterday was the' broad blade that
kills at one stroke.

And again-as it broadened anddeep-
ened, and faded, like a moonbeam,
away-"that of yesterday," be mur-
mured. "was renunciation; with its bat-
tle. its victory. its sublime triumph,
its transient peace; to-day's is resig-
nation; a submi t tace which hasnaught
of battle. of victory, cf triumph, but
only pain. To-day's is the end. an end
that has no end." '

But as he lay there, hands clasped
behind his tired head, lips parted in
a smile-a smile unlike his. for it bad
naught of scorn in it-there broke upon
the silence the opening bars of a little

prelude, dainty and sweet in itself, but
the manner of its playing a veritable
triumph in mediocrity. It wailed and
cried laboriously above the Poet's head,
and echoedabove the window. Pt broke
into painful snatches and indifferent
rhythm.

The Poet sprang to his feet with an
exclamation of impatience. "To spoil
that with this!" he cried. "0. how can
she?" He bit his lips wrathfully; but
he did not intend to have his dream
altogether spoiled, and, his anger con-
quering his weariness, ran lightly up
the narrow stair.

He burst into the room of the stran-
ger without preface or prelude, and. be-
gan, in a high-pitched, womanish voice:
"What in the world--" Then he paused,
for he found she was crying. A little,
middle-aged woman, with a wrinkled
face, and funny elfin locks that fell in
a cloud about it. She was standing in
the middle of the room, with her music
stretched out. flatly on the table, and
her violin and bow in her hands; stand,
ing, the tears running thickly down her
pale cheeks, without making any at-
tempt to wipe them away.

The Poet felt even angrier than be-
fore. Women of that age had no right
to cry so openly, be thought; it went
against all his theories. He was angry,
too, that he had imagined her to be
young.

"What an abominable row," he said.
savagely. "And what are you crying
about? But it is enough to make any-
one cry!" He was not far from tears
himself with vexation.

She looked up at him wistfully-she
was but a little thing-and without any
apparent surprise at his presence or ab-
rupt entrance. "Ah! I should not have
played again," she sobbed, "after--aft-
er I had given it up."

"Then I had guessed aright!" cried
the Poet. "Yesterday it was renun-
ciation, and to-day resignation. But
what had you given up? What have
you renounced? To what are you re-
signed ?"

"I don't understand you," she said,
uncomprehendingly. She laid her vio-
lin on the table, hanging over it as a
mother does over her child.

"When you played yesterday-"
"But I didn't play yesterday!" she

cried. "I wanted to-4, so badly! The
storm cried to me; the wind cried; and
the sea cried; and I heard them all. I
took my violin in my hand, but I could
tell nothing of what I hearfld. 0, how
unhappy I was! Then I drew the bow
backward and forward across the
strings, but without touching them,
and imagined it all. I caught the sob-
bing of the sea-god on the end of my
bow; I sent out the cry of the gulls-"

"And the spray of the sea!" cried the
Poet.

"And the eddy and gathering of the
foam-"

"And the mutter of the waves!"
"And I thought of how I might have

played had not something, something
been wanting. 0, 1 cried to God togive
me the power to play as-as my soul
could play. but for this thing-this me
that cannot."

"The cry for the unattainable," the
Poet whispered to himself, but she did
not hear or heed him.

"I made a resolution." She dried her
tears briefly at the recollection of it.
"God would not give me my desire, so
I gave up my semblance of it, for I
wanted to keep my ideal. Then, when
I had quite made up my mind, how I
could have played then! Butit would
not come."

"The triumph." said the Poet. He
smiled imperceptibly to himself.

"But to-day it was all so dreary. It
was all over, and there was nothingleft.
And after I had thought how it was all
over and my last note played, Ithought
I would again say good-by to my fiddle.
And I fetched it out and'played good-
by, but without making a sound. And
I felt not. a bit. sorry, butonly a strange
feeling here;" she put her hand on her
heart. "So I played a real little bit to
see if it would take it away."
He did not speak. His dream had

come back to him; and his thoughts,
like white clouds, floated far, far away.

"But I am going away to-morrow,"
she said, with white lips, but firmly;
"and I will never play again. Will you
take it. please? Will you take it with
you? I shall never have one again."
She placed violin and bow in his arms,
and he let them rest there, seeingonIg
the beauty of his dream.

Then he turned away, and her eyes
followed him as if her heart lay in his
arms. But at the door he paused: "You
have given me a gift for which I can
never thank you as I should," he said,
simply.

She thought be was speaking of the
violin, and her eyes, fall of pain, smiled
in corroboration of his words.

"But-I should never play again."
It. was their first meeting-it wasalso

their last.
In the early dawn the Poet blotted

the last leaf of what be knew to be the
greatest thing he had ever written, or
would ever write.

"It will make the world weep," he
said, through his tears. - Black and
White.

3pt.amae It.
"Now," said the physician who was

examining an applicant for life insur-
ance, "I shall have to ascertain your
chest expansion." "My what?" asked
the applicant. "Your chest erpaa-
sion." "He means," interrupted a
friend who had come In with him, "the
diterence between what you measure
when your chest isn't inflated and what
you mesauce when it is inflated."
"Oh." said the applicant, beginning
dimly to understand. "Ten years ago
I measured around here"--indieating
his rotund stomaeh-"olnly 3 inches.
I measure 40 now. I guess what you
eall my hest espasinais 1lueheas."-
Teuth Compeatean.

FARMER AND PLANTER
FUTURE OF COTTON GROWING.

Present ad Vresgeettrs Lsw Iri.ee of ot-

tn Tealsg the AtteatLe or the

Piastes to Better Method.

The present low price of cotton and
the absence of any immediate prospect
of its rising materially higher in the
near future must naturally be asource
of great discouragement to the farmer
in the cotton belt. We are constantly
receiving letters from farmers aill
over the south, requesting informa-
tion about this and that crop which
they propose to put in the place of
cotton, as there is no longer any profit
in growing the staple. They seem
ready to undertake the culture of al-
most any other crop about which they
know nothing, and to abandon the one
with which they are familiar. My in-
variable answer to these enquirers is
that they do not need any crop" in
that they do not need any crop "in the

the place of cotton," for cotton has al-
ways had too big a place in the south.
What they do need is to relegate the
cotton to its proper place as a special
money crop, and then to so conduct
,their farming as to grow the cotton
at a lower cost.

It is doubtless true that cotton can
not continue to be grown according to
the plan common in most places in the
south withanyprofit at present prices,
and also true that under the most
favorable conditions the profit in the
crop is not what It has been. The crop
will no longer carry a man without
capital who depends on the merchant
to furnish him supplies, and then
grows half a bale or less per acre. The
day is past for this kind of cotton
growing, and for the future the crop
must be grown on a cash basis by men
who are going to farm in a more sys-
tematic manner, and are going to
grow cotton solely as a money crop
after making their expenses out of
other crops, and feeding stock to help
the fertility of the land.

In any cropping it is not always the
biggest crops that pay the best, but
the crops that are grown at the least
cost. The farmer who is carried by
the merchant grows cotton at a fear-
ful cost, when one considers the in-
terest he has to pay for the accommo-
dation. and it is not to be wondered
at that this class of growers can
not, at present prices, make both ends
meet. But there are here and
there men who are farming with cot-
1 ton and making some margin, even at

present rates. One grower in this

state claims that during the past sea-
son he has grown his cotton at a cost
of 2.97 cents per pound, and he gives
the exact figures that made up the

a cost. But he did even better than a
-bale an acre, and it is very evident

i that the only way to grow cotton in

the future will be to grow more bales
on fewer acres, and to so arrange the

I farming as to constantly build up the
a soil for greater and greater produe-
I tion by a judicious use of the modern
[ methods of crop rotation, the intro-
I duction of recuperative crop, the car-
r rying of stock, and the proper and lib-
r eral use of fertilizers In the proper

a place.
, The cotton farmers of the south

-have for many years been content to
I buy their fertilizers on the patent
medicine plan, without stopping to In-
B quire whether the particular brand
used was the best adapted to their

t crop or their land, or whether they
could not get the same or better re-
suIts in a cheaper way. On the worn
lands of the cotton belt, where clean
culture year after year had depleted
the soil, the use of commercial fertil-
1 eres is of importance. But there is
not the slightest doubt that the south-
ern farmers have thrown away mill:
ions of dollars that they might have
saved had they farmed their lands in
a different manner, and used freely
the right form of fertilizers (which
r they could have gotten for less money

Sthan what they have been using).
The proper kind of fertilizers and

the nromner lace for the fertilizer in
the rotation are both important mat-
ters, and the man who proposes to
grow cotton in the future must stop
the patent medicine plan of advertis-
ingand find out what his land needs,
and then apply that in a liberal man-
ner Some experiments lately made
at Ebe Virginia station with the fer
tilization of the wheat crop are sug-
gestive for the fertilization of the cot-
ton crop. notwithstanding the differ-
ence in the two crops. These experi-
ments showed that though a complete
fertilizer containing the usual per-
centages of nitrogen, phqsphoric acid
and potash gave the largest crop, the
most profitable crop was where phos-
phoric acid and potash were applied
without nitrogen, for the extra crop
where nitrogen was applied did not
pay the extra cost of the nitrogen.

Now, as it was evident that a com-
plete fertilizer gave the largest yield,
it behooves the farmer to inquire
whether the nitrogen can not be had
at a cost that might repay its use.
And it is right there that the cott6n
farmer can get the nitrogen needed
without buying it; for he can get it

i Lot only without cost but even at a
profit through the use of cow peas

! the season previous to the planting of
the cotton. This crop absorbs nitro-
gen from the air, and leaves it in the
soil, and this, in combination with

I Fphosphoric acid and potash, makes a

complete plant food. These ingredi-
ents are almost universally lacking in
the soils of the cotton belt, and are of
course very necessary. It is essential
that there be the right proportion of
all of them, so that eaeh may have its
due effect. Of course the peas will
give you fairly keod results without
the application of phosphoric acid and
potash, but the increase in the pea
crop alone may not entirely remuner
ate you. However, the increased
crop of hay from the application of
e fertilizers and the increased amount
of nitrogen fxing in the soi by the

r peas will far more than repay the out-
I lay without taking into *tunt the
* bayIut which acmrues to the cotton
I crop that folows.

SIf the peas are sown broadcast after
s a crop of oats or wheat the summer
i previous to the cotton planting, and a

good dresdsng of a mixture of ,100
r pounds acid phosphate and 440 pounds
Sof tiae oft potias (sar ton) to the

Sacre, is applied to the laud and well

h. arrowed in before awing the pem,
a may abot 40 ponrds, the pea crop
- l be largely Ineretad and the fer-
tmer bi e h p.a teO, id wivI

the accumulated nitrogen will 1b
w-here it can do the most for the cot-
ton crop. For if, during the late suna-
-• :r, you will note any wash that may
take place in the cotton field, you will
see that the whole soil is full or roots,
and that the mere applying of a little
driblet of fertilizer right under the
cotton is not doing what we should
for the crop. But in the method pro-
posed we have the fertilizer .ll over

the ground and the accumulated

r nitrogen also, and then if to supple-
ment this we place in a deep furrow
between the cotton rows the seed of

ti last year's crop the roots will find

h them just at the time when they can
make the best u:se of them. The peas
It will have given you a mess of feed that

a you can use I rofitably in feeding
stock and making manure for the corn
crop to follow the cotton.
. Now we will sow crimson clover

. seed all through the cotton while the

s land is fresh from the last working.
u and get a growth that will protect the

me soil in winter, and with the home
1- made accumulation of manure will

.give a corn crop and carry through
1e the winter oats crop that follows.
al Then again we come in with the ap-
pt plication of acid phosphate and pot-

•a ash, and our land will be continually
on the up grade, growing more and

in more of every crop in the rotation,
to and the cotton will be grown at a

smaller cost every year. because the

, crop will increase annually.
at To what extent the application of

ie the mineral plant foods to the peas

) may be increased profitably we are
,t not now prepared to say, but we

at would not fear to use in that place 500
in pounds per acre, and expect it to pay
ue better than an application of a com-

n plete fertilizer to the cotton crop it-
p self.-W. F. Massey, N. C. Experiment

n, Station.
a- ro THE IDEAL FARMER.

of Aeearate Aceouats o ll AExpeadltares of

Ip labor or onsey and Also of Receipts,

Isential to Good Farming.

at One can not be a good farmer,much

at less an ideal farmer, unless he keeps
an accurate account in writing of all

,L- expenditures, whether of labor or
n- money, and of receipts, whether of
o. goods or cash, with an inventory of

-d all his possessions, whether lands, ten-
an ements, hereditaments, or appurte-

Is nances, so that he can determine the
id amount and value thereof, and refer
it- each separate item of profit to its

at appropriate category. For thia.pur-
is pose, a knowledge of accounts is a
a- great convenience, but not essential.
st A very limited amount of literary
es acquirement will enable one to enter
lie separately that which he receives and

a that which he pays out, whether
at money or anything else; and also to

in open an account with each separate
es crop and enter each item in the cost

he of production. and each item of pro-
be ceeds of disposition. The same sim-

le- ple process will suffice for the items
m of beef, butter, mutton, poultry, and

o so no. Farming is the only business
ir- that is carried on or that can be car-
b- r;ed on successfully without some sye-
er tem of accounting, and there is not a

single successful farmer who neglects
th this feature of his business who

to would not be more successful by ob-
at serving it. Such a system will enable
i- the farmer to determine the profit,
ad loss, and the causes thereof. of every

ir branch of his business. By this
ey means he is duly warned, where to

e- shorten in, where to enlarge, what
rn methods to continue and what to
an abandon. A farmer who keeps no ae-
ad counts, running his business hit-or-
il- amiss, may be making a profit on his

is business, and all that, but he can nev-
h- er be an ideal farmer, because he is

11 not farming up to the measure of his

re opportunities-not doing the best he
in can.

Recently a farmer brought 45 bush-
els of corn from a distance of 12 miles
to Dallas to sell. He could only get
an offer of 22 cents per bushel for it.
He said it was worth 35 cents to him
to feed to hogs, but he had heard that
corn was selling in Dallas for 40 cents.
He hauled his conw back. Ilis ig-
norance of the market price of his
corn cost him two days' labor and
maintenance of man and team, wear
and tear of wagon, and loss of temper.
This is only one of the numerous pit-
falls into which farmers stumble when
they do not keep themselves advised.
not only of markets, but meth9ds. Tnhe
ideal farmer must be up-to-date; he
must read the papers that deal with
his interests; attend farmers' meet-

nlags, and utilize every means presen!-
ed to increase his knowledge on all
subjects concerning his business. The
writer was at the house of a farmer in
Collin county-a plain, hard-working
farmer-and while waiting for dinner
was invited into what he called his
parlor. Seeing a number of news-
papers, and among them several agri-
cultural papers, scattered about, asked
him a question, to which he replied:
"Yes, I take seven dierent papers, be-
sides Texas Farm and Ranchb." He also
had a small library containing several
books on farming and stock breeding.
and, of course, there were no trades-
men's tricks played on hipn. It has sl-
ways been a matter of surprise to aU
well Informed people that so many
farmers consider that industry and
physical strength are all the qualiflica-
tions needed in their business, when,
in fact, there is no business of profes-
sion to which so much and so varied
knowledge can be made tributary. A
lawyer may be totally ignorant of the
natural seimaees. A merchant may net
know whether pumpkins grow a tree
i or under ground like potatoes; a phy-
sician may know absolutely nothingof
soll physics, botany or entomology,
and each -o' these may stand at the
head of his profession. But all these
and many more, bear directly on the
business of crop production. All
knowledge, of whatever laudable kint,
may be put to good use in the opera-
tions of the farm. It is useless to say
that the most intelligent farmers are
the most suceestafl, and that the ep.
positeis also true. That this fs tree,
is everywhere evident. We do not
wish to convey the Impression that .ae-
pert knowledge of the sences s ae-
emary to n ideal farmer. But we do
isay that such knowledge Would eaa-
i ble one to farm better, and that a
S"workaing knowledge" of the scaenes
is necessary for every good armer.
But, mind you, an Ideal fra Is
I monre than a saeseraal erp grese
and stek raiser, a will apper

DRAINS AND DIPRTHERIA. g
haere Are Stasng 1amestlas 'that

some eeItaUn aEsts e-
S tween 5hem.

An English tailor recently sued his
landlord for damages because of neg-
lect to provide sanitary plumbing. The A
plaintif's child had become stricken
with diphtheria, and had died In con-
sequence. The man believed that bad
drainage was the cause of his child's
illness, and the jury, taking the same
view, awarded him damages to the
amount of $1,250. b

The opinion of a jury, presumably a
made up of men that were not es- HI
pecially versed in sanitary science, can
hardly be regarded as throwing much h
light on the relations that exist be-
tween drains and diphtheria, but the e
ease has given rise to a discussion in ei
the medical press which is entitled to a
consideration. During the trial one b
of the doctors suggested that the child Ii
caught the diphtheria in school, and J
evidence was presented to show that J
a schoolmate of the girl was attacked ti
at about the same time. Another physi- c
elan, however, was confident that the c
drains were responsible for the ti
trouble.

In reviewing the matter, the Hospital i
points out that there are always two t
factors in a case of diphtheria, pre- t
disposition and infection. Even if the 1
disease germs are not brought into a
household by way of the drain, the oc- c
iupants of the place may become en- t
feebled by the poor sanitary conditions L
that environ them. For many years t
it has been the belief of the profession '

that sewer gases, accumulations of i
refuse and dampness in a house are
predisposing causes of diphtheria. I

The suspicion has received more or I
less corroboration from statistics. For
instance, the condition of the drains
in all houses where certain kinds of d
diseases had prevailed for a year wast
carefully investigated in Hackney, a
part of London, in 1897. Of all the eases
if enteric fever, which is admitted to

be intimately related to drainage, 29.E
I per cent. occurred in dwellings having
i defective sewers. Of the diphtheria
I cases, 27.8 per cent. had similar assDo-
ciations. The percentage of scarlatina, i
I however, was only 18.7.
i Sir Richard Thorne has suggested

-that the relation between bad sanitary l

- conditions and diphtheria is this: Foul
emanations from sewers promote a
morbid state of things in the throat
and such a state affords a soil favor.
-able to the lodgment and development
Sof diphtheria microbes. Where the
germs come from may be another ques-
tion, but that they are able, when one's

r throat is already sore, to work greater
I barmn in consequence of imperfect
r drainage, is certainly credible.-N. Y.

Tribune.

THE UBIQUITOUS GERIAN.

His 3Bulldo Detaermnatoue, spsert
hystue mand mine du-.

eatatis.

"I am able to speak Spanish fluently,"
said a young man to a Times-Democrat
reporter, "and, what is more, I can take
down both Spanish and English in
shorthand or on the typewriter. The
accomplishment is by no means com-
mon in this country, and I fattered
myself that it would make me peculiar-
ly valuable in our new colonial service.

"So I wrote to a congressman I hap-
Jened to know quite well, stated what
[ could do and expressed a willingness
to serve my country at anywhere from
$150 to $200 a month, gold. The con-
gressman replied in the course of a
week or so and his letter gave me a se-
vere shock. He told me, in effect, that
qualifications in which I had put sc
much confidence didn't. amount to a
row of brass pins in either Cuba or
Porto Rico. Both islands are overrun
with competent young Germans, young
Spaniards and even young Cubans whc
can do all I can and throw In one or
two other languages for good measure.
Moreover, they are willing to work for
anywhelt from $40 a month up.

"The Oermans take the lead. They
come over highly educated from some
one of the superb technical schools in
the fatherland with a bulldog deterdhi-
nation to catch on, the physique of
Normandy horses and a capacity for
economical living totally unknown tc
the American. The fill nearly all the
clerclal positions in the big mi•reantile
houses, and lots of them are going into
government service. I talked with a
well-posted friend later on, who fully
confirmed my Washington letter. He
told me be knew a correspondence clerk
in Havana who handled letters in Eng-
lish, Spanish, Freneb and German, and
who was also a first-class bookkeeper
and accountant. He was a Spanish
born Cuban, and had been getting $70
a month, which was considered a big
salary. Lately he applied for a posi-
tion on the governor's staff at $85 and,
naturally, he got it. I think, under the
circumstances, I'll stay in the United
States."-N. O. Times-Democrat.

Tereader Darned aSe,O00 a Tear.
A successful toreador published his

receipts a short time ago. During the
orrida season he took part in 83 fights

and killed 133 bulls. His net profitwas
$60,000, and the only injuries he sus-
tained were a bruise on the foot and a
rather bad wound in the leg. The risks
ran are, of course, great; but the men
ire so extraordinarily agile that grave
seidents really seldom occur. Some-
times one will be badly gored, but a
week or two of hospital will generally
set him on his legs again. These men,
often uneducated and proceeding from
the lowest classes, are courted and
feared, and even the larger newspapers
at Madrid are careful to give nothing
but praise to them, for fear of incurring
their enmity.-London Sketch.

shrt •mmesse UWasgalM.
A tiresome caller who had spent the

evealagat the home of a friend, a ySoag
lady, and had devoted nearly all the
time to a description of a trip to I.-
rope, from wblhh he had receatly re-
turned, said to her, r berose togo:

" beg pados for being so talkative.
tI fear my story ahout my adventures
abed haa entertaied you but ty."
*'O tleeentrairy'she realep e lite -

ly, oit has entertained me It weloy."
-Teoth' Coepasiu-.

A W m View.
Kate--So Cd•*te is t be married?

a•de Is very habm? .

i R--Happy? I should say tee
Sar. Pisto, ber Sane, doe.sn't ama
to mus, but her trI.Ia wuIJ)a#

3P1U1GTlIE .OF LIFE.:a

ISearmno m the stnes Of Youth
by Dr. Tatlsage.

I. aa True Chareeter WIU Come
Oat Ieside the piresede-oe me

Sheuld De the l•Sjttest
Place e* Barth. h

(Washington. Copyright, 1S.) $
Many tender recollections are stirred t

by Dr. Talmage's discourse, and scenes 14

bf boyhood and girlhood days will be it
ived over again; text, I Timothy, v. 4:
"Let them learn first to show piety at f;
bome." l
During the summer months the tend- g,
eney is to the fields, to visitation, to for- u

eign travel and the watering places, t
mnd the ocean steamers are thronged, c
buat in the winter it is rather to gather a
In domestic circles, and during these s
mouths we spend many of the hours
within doors, and the apostle comes
to us and says that we ought to exer-
cise Christian behavior amid all such
circumstances. "Let them learn first
to show piety at home."
There are a great many people long-

lag for some grand sphere in which
to serve'God. They admire Lather at
the diet of Worms and only wish they i
had some such great opportunity in

which to display their Christian prow- t
est. They admire Paul making Felix
tremble, and' they only, wish that they
had some such grand occasion in which
to preach righteousness, temperance
and judgment to come. All they want.
is an opportunlty to exhibit their
Christian heroism. Now, the apostle
practically says: "I will show you a
place where you cap exhibit all that
is grand and beautiful and glorious
In Christian character, and that is the

domestic circle. Let them learn first
to show piety at home." If one is not
faithful in an insignificant sphere, he
will not be faithful in a resounding
sphere. If Peter will not help the

cripple at the gate of the temple, he
will never be able to preach 3,000 into
the kingdom at the Pentecost. If Paul
will not take pains to instrect in the
way of salvation the jailer of the Phil-
Ippian dungeon, he will never make
Felix tremble. He who is not faithful
in a skirmish would not be faithful in
an Armageddon. The fact is, we are
all placed' in just the positionin which
we can most grandly serve God, and
we ought not to be chiefly thoughtful

boo•t some sphere of usefulness which
ne may after awhile gain, but the all-

absorbing question with you and with
me ought to be: "Lord, whatwiltthou
have me now and h'ere to do?"

There is one word in St. Paul's ad-
juration around which the most of our
thoughts will revolve. That word is
"home." Ask ten different men the
meaning of that word, and they will
give you ten different definitions. To
one it means love at the hearth, plen-
ty at the table, industry at the work-
stand, intelligence at the books, devo-
tion at the altar. In that household
discord never sounds its warwhoop and
deception never tricks with its false
face. To him it means a greeting at
the door and a smile at the chair, peace
hovering like wings, joy elapping its
bands with laughter. Life is a tran-
quil lake. Pillowed on the ripples sleep
the shadows. Ask another man what
home is, and he will tell you it is want
looking out of a cheerless fire grate,
kneading binger in an empty bread
tray. The damp air shivering with
curses. No Bible on the shelf. Chil-
dren robbers and murderers in embryo.
Obscene songs their lullaby.- Every
face a picture of ruin. War a in theJace a picture vi sUa ..

background and sin staring from the
front. No Sabbath wave rolling over
that doorsill. Vestibule of the pit.
Shadow of infernal walls. FurnaceTor
forging everlasting chairs. Fagots for
an unending funeral pile. Awful word.
It is spelled with curses, it weeps with,
Sruin, it chokes with woe, it swears with
the death agony of despair. The word
"home" in the one case means every-
thing bright. The word "home" in the
other case means everything terrific.

I shall speak now of home as a test
of character, home as a refuge, home
as a politieal safeguard, home as a
school and home as a type of Heaven.
And in the first place home is a pow-
erful test of character. The disposi-
ton in publie may be in gay costume,
while inprivateit iadishabille. Asplay
actors may appear in one way on the

stage and may appear in another way
behind the scenes, so private chbere-
ter may be different from public char-
aeter. Private character is often pub-
lie eharacter turned wrong side out. A
man may receive you into his parlor as
though he were a distillation of smiles,
and yet his heart may be a swamp of
nettles. There are business men who
all day long are mild and eourteousand
genial and good natdred in conamer-
c al life, damming beck their irritabill-
tj and their petulance and their dis-
content, but at nightfall the dam
breaks and scolding pours forth in
Goods and freshets.

Reputation is only the shadow of
I character, and a very small house some-
e times will cast a very large shadow.
b The lips may seem to drop with myrhr

m and easlsa and the disposition to be as
bright and warm as a sheath of sn-

I beams, and yet they may only be a
s magnifeent show window for a wretch-
s ed stoek of goods. There is many a
s man who is efable in public life and
amid commercial spheres who in a

a cowardly way takes his anger and his
f petulance home and drops them in the
i domestic circle. The reason men do
s not display their bad temper ls public
I is beeause they do not want to be
s knocked down. There are men who
bide their petulance and their Irrita-
bility Just for the same reason that
they do not let their notes go to pro-
test-it does not pay--or for the same
reasos that they donot want a man in
Stheir stock compaey to sell his st=ck
below per lest It depreclate the value.
e As at ea-set sometimes the wind

s so after a salsbly day tbereasmy
be a tempestoeo.s aght. Thee area
pe-ple who in public act the ph lan-
thropati who at ks ameaeuthe Nei witb

a sseenetotbelrappersand tbtraow-
Audusoutheb great waltoiost, winth
gtn and pencil went theough the for-
es bof AmerIes to blag down mad to

sketch th beautiful mrds, and after
.k nI sand posueia ompleted

j hisu ar eripb ad dput I it a 1trp
I:s iPhidlpa ai tr ot for a

eabmk ateli thas*kr ats hd utter-
. ly uastrg dea agriUhbat 'lWhle

-aI me'- m sts eab ,

up his gun Lad his peai sad rasited
all the great forest of Amiesca and r--
produced his immortal werk. And yet
there are people with the- tea-thou-
sandth part of thatlesswboareutterll
irreconcilable, who at the less of a

pencil or an article of ~amnent will
blow as long and load and sharp as a
northeast storm. Now, that man who
is affable in public and who Is ir-
ritable in private is making a frauda-
lent and overissue of stoek, and he
Is as bad as a bank that might hare

$100,000 or $520,o00 of lills in cireala-
tion with nospeele ntbewvault. Letus
learn to show pity at bose. If we have
it not there, we have It not anywhere.
If we have not genuine grace in the

family circle, all our outward and pub-

lic plausibility merely springS from the
fear of the world or from the slimy,
putrid pool of our own selfishness. I
tell you the home is a mighty test of
character. What you are at home you
are everywhere, whether you demon-
strate it or not.

Again, home is a refuge. Life In the
United States army on the national road
to Mexico-a long march, with ever and
anon a skirmish and a battle. At even-

tide we pitch our tent and stack the

arms; we hang up the wareap, and, our
head on the knapeack, we sleep until
the mornin'g bugle calls us to march to
the action. How pleasant it is to re-
hearse the victories and the surprises
and the attacks of the day, seated by
the still campfire of the home eirelel

Yes, life is a stormy sea. With shiv-
ered masts and torn sails and hulk
aleak, we put in at the harbor of home.
Blessed harbor! There we go for re-

pairs in drydock. The candle in the
window is to the toiling man the light-
house guiding him into port. Childre,
go forth to meet. their fathers as pilots
at the Narrows take the hand of ships.
The doorsill of the home is the wharf
where heavy life is unladen. Thereis

the place where we may talk of what
we have done without being eharged
with self adulation. There las the place
where we may lounge without being

thought ungraceful. There is the place
where we may express affection with-
out being thought silly. There is the

place where we may forget our an-

noyances and exasperations and
troubles. Forlorn earth pilgrim, no
home? Then die. That is better.

The grave is brighter and grander and
more glorious than this world with no-
tent from marching, with no harbor
from the storm, with no place of rest
from this scene of greed and gouge and
loss and gain. God pity the man or
the woman who has no home i

Further, home is a political safe-
guard. The safety of the state must

be built on the safety of the home.

Why cannot France come to a placid

republic? MacMahon appaints his m-in

istry. and all France is aquake lest the

republie be smothered. Gambetta dies
and there are hundreds of thousands
of Frenchmen who are fearin there-
turn of a monarchy. TheDreyfus ease
is at this moment a slumbering earth-

quake under ParIs. Frane, as a ns.
tion, has-not the right kind of a Chris-
tian home. The Chritianhesrthsto•c
is the only hearthstone for a repubIe.

The virtues cultured in the family cir-
cle are an. absolute necessity for the
state. If there be not enough moral

principle to make the family adhere.
there will not be enough politlcal pri•-
ciple to make the state adhere. N--
home means the Goths and Vandals,
means the Nomads of Asia means the
Numidlans of Afriep, changing from

place to place searding as th pasture
happens to ehange. Confounded be ah
those babels of iniquity which would
overpower and destroy the homel Tb.-
same storm that upsets the ship in
which the family sail will sink the

frigate of the constitution. Jails and

penitentiaries and armies and navies
are not our beat defenses. The door
of the home is the best fortress. House-
hold utensils are our best artillerys,
and the ebimaney of our dwelling
houses are the grandest monuments to
safety and triumph. No home, no re-

publie!
Farther, home Is *a schoo. Old

ground must be turned up with sumbsil
plow, and It must be harrowed and re-
harrowed, and then the crop will not

be as large as that of the new ground
with less culture. Now, youth sad
childhood are new ground, and all the

influences thrown over their heart and
life will come up in afterlife luxurlat-
ly. Every time you have given a smile
of approbation all the good cheer of

your life will come up again la the
geniality of your children. And every
ebullition of anger and every se
trollable display of indignation will
be fuel to their disposition So or 30 or

40 years from now-fuel for a bead re
a quarter of a century rfom this. You
praise the Intelligenece o your chid
too nuch soMetlaes when you think

he is not aware of t, and you will see
the result of it before tenyears of age
in his annoylag afeetattion. You
praise his beauty, supposing he is not
large. enough to understand what you
say, and you will ad him standing
on a high bhar before a Stterlua mlr-
ror. Words adl deeds and examples
are the seed of elpraster, and hildren
are very apt to bea the eondeeditioof
their pareais.

- Ah es begat Issue,
so virtue ip apt to go down In the sa'
cetral line, hbut serodabegat Agebelus,
so iniquity I. tammmtted• What vast
respouniblity eiaesa u pare nst I
view of thids s~lbat

Oh, make your home the brightest
place on earth If yu would ehain your
children to the bIgh pathof virtue and
rectitude and rril Do talways
turn the illans the wrong way. Let
the light, whiek pets gold on the gen-
tian and spots the peaay,pourintoyour
dwellings. Do not expect the ttle
feet to keepsteptoedtedmar-sth. Do
not cover up your wall with such -
tures as West'sr"Deatoul saPle Hwsee
or Tintoretto~s "Massere of the In-
ancents." Ratihr coeer them if you
have picturees wi{"TheawkIng arl
ty," sad "The ill l the Mountain
Stream," and "The Ta Bunt" andths
"Chiliden Amd hlowers," sad the

areeat Scene," and sThrSatuwmsy
:.tIght 3laucting " Oe tyou w1 ht i
herfuier yaoam pa pesph impa
and lamW" fisk and goessa whistle
and gam atulis ,whIsbfrm
the rock it sasb toj elrs
down to the uu c in dw the
shadonw oa the s taspansas ia t
to leQ4tat W#uI
self talk? Ita te tit ate
temspest sad eri a so as
dre(r the sa chaseemow

.ee uag ar dg' .

amsong etln o $ t e te naitha
lark's easel - hmiwg ibduIR.

r watestanl dadsr kbt is,~ e
hark nut as thesesue nom'
m , then w ou mighelli ti --e
your hemes only the shades. Bat-
when God has strew the earth an d e
heavens with beautytshw&idth haeh
let us take into our home sheliesa lls
aecent hilarity, at Ibrightness and a
good cheer. A dark lodmae amabh bad
boys and bad girls ia preparatioe fr
bad men and bad m

Above all, my friends, take teta year
homes Christian prindpe. Ca it be
that in any of the comfrtable homes
whose Inmates I confront the voie ofat
prayser I never fted WhatI No st-
plicatlon at night for porteta r
W•Iat! Jo thanks giving lhth•rmO ~
ing for care? low, my berthe, my
sister, will you answer God is the day
of judgment with reference to your
chudren? It is a plain q slagdtip a
therefore I ask it. In thetenthebapter
of Jeremiah God says He will purout
Bs fury upon the families that c5a

not upon His name. Oh, parents, when
you are dead and gone, and the mess
is covering the inscription of the tomb-
stone, will your children look baLk ad
think of fathey and mother at fail
pyer? Will they takethe old a ully
Bblde and open it and see themark of
tears of contrition and tears ofe seoal-
Ing promise wept by eyes"•l dg •ifoe
gone out into darkness? Oh, If youM
do not inceleate Christian priaelplehn
the hearts of your children, and ou do
not warn them agalinst evil, and yoa dr
not invite them to holiness and to Gad,
and they wander o into Idupatln
and into inSdeleity at last mako
shipwreek otAheir imolral soul, an
their deathbed and in the day at Joudf
ment they will curse you!

Seated by the register or the stovew
what if, on the wall, sheuldeoime out
the hiitory of your children? What a
history-the mortal and immortal life
of your loved ones! _wery parent ir
writtng the history of his child. He a
writing it, composing it into songs w
pointing it with a groan.

Again, home is a type of Beave. At
our best estate we areonly p igNmsana

strangers here. "Heaven is aour hbeoe
Death will never knock at the deomap
that mansion, and in all that eetry
there is not a single grave. Now glad
parents are in the holidays to gathr
their children home agaitn! bti
notieed there is almost always a senaor
a daughter absent--absentrs( hlem,
perhape absent from the seeutry, per-
hap absent from thewerd. Oh,b yr.

glad our Heavenly •ther will:be who
He gets al His childreuhakmewith•lk
in Heae! Ando how delghtalf•-mI&Wvl
be for brothers ndalsters tOmeet ate`
er long separatio•! Oane theey pirtud'
at the door of the toarb. Nea-w tom'
meet atthedoowof iaSWtaVit. O~a

they msw only "through a gtass 'dar
I :arg it is fhace to face,cutrrparpi
iaeorruptios, mortality, iamordatr .
Whereare nowalltheiralins soraaie
and troubles? Overmeitedins thet*
sea tof death, while they pasthrg
dry shod. G•atesofsrl,sapa et
amethyst, throws ofat dpm&inldoat
stir my soul somaerUs thehh •s stheathogt '
home. Once there, let earthly -
rows howl lika storm sas srdl l -.
seas. Heoet Let thefaes reat
empireswither. Homne ! 4ttheowprid
die in earthquake struggle and •i••blr

led aid procession of pets a.
dirge of spheres. Bornet et ver-
lasting ages roll in iesstible sweep.
Home! No sorrow. eo eadla. l.:

tears. No death. But hmne, swat&
home, beautiful bhaoe, everlmtmin-

home, home with eek othe lr, i
with angels hoar with God!

One night, lying oea.my loPunge u•
very tiredmy ehaanldrem allslemarat

me n tefll mp u and•n t e• l -:f
ter-oa the ouange halt ars eena
asleep-I dremed t fhis dsl Ii

a far corolt. It was not n ars a.-
though more than. oelmntl IN taL
crowned the cites Its w aar

fritafulness ildtie dtegardns. WINS
not In Italy. althousah moan th!

isn softness Anled thalt And~l~w
derd nad horkifr thoosa aud

aettles, hlt I foundtb atamt ial-
grew thereaad I aw the rlseia mk

I watched to see itsset, bartle U4
And I saw the pe6pl.btahllayarik

and al eil: "Whenai terylard tP
and peta on wkmen' smdU61g
deslve a the maae.ed awelt at trh

foergo" eL eat lthey nvEr p tlbs
holiday attire.

AMduI wandered Into the sa of
the city to fd the plece whey-the :,
dead sleep, and I looked all sieasib
inue of the beautiful bib the ple
where the dead misgt mneotpWair
sleep, and I saw tess and issa es
not a mausoleum owr a nefnset ers
white slab eak) I see. Ad I we ,t ft4
the chbapel of the gatS town,aul -
saldi Wheredthepr washipat~
where are the herd beaches on wkiah
they Alt? And the answer wens sdeu
tew: a"We bmae ps gooai this ei

try" And the I &wdeieiti4g
as howelaof ther a destitte. am'j
esidoem of amberand hIsQ adfAige

but not a tesc enldT@ &m st a ti-

eidd I beer. And I as lewii`nes
uad I asa down under the luamele d
a great tree. and Iidt: Weres awli
end whine come li thlipene Ashr

the, out froasm " r the .Uvo.ama

up the sOweS poath spud - assthe ei
beod streas thew. ea. sut emi
gmup trosngin aim "ath me, sWs
rI aw the: **me Is h"otl :e
their step, and as .theys, Je
thought I hknew teuirseless bat then
theyr were sorglouiy r ssbae ap
perdt suck as I anPee hefre. ,i-
nessed tp at I bowedn ag er
stranger. autwhe~se t eyWe
their han eanr ottde: Wd*me
weemeV' the mstery w r
and I fr theat ht ie had 1A
eternaty had -om and rw Ow s*
together adgai teel 0 ew l i
Noeves, aii siraws e n
ades "Are we a49 sete and tid
roees l(anae generattmsowartdeep :
"AIn htee!" Ad while tears of glad-
ness r tacamli: down our ebe'
andtheh.ebn thetebsuonucfr .. e
wer debp t r halsraoud the s o-

rasetl.agt* ywerechimin; "r

w euagether began 'nip
:to ut eat I sig "Nome! e n
uand ;r.,

of la a ii teple
Aire

repied; #i
ftult~;~~


