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Weg~tJI..k tasow Jactk faTi.
s..We one, ad all weed c

Thmat' sin to the matnataas was
A"fo&ieh thing indeal; t'It meant A'long and dusty trip.

,With Jlttle at the end s
Except a hot and stuffy room, -

With nothing to commend.
' r us ;: -

x' i *jrse than lbne.
', .•l'astli*t to to"atn dar "

At nigh we''d sometimes have a hop
(Thoughhating to take part), C

Or tnm, the parlor would arias
Sweet "Paddy Duffy's Cart."

Whebuc.ge than.tired of thee ife ii
S W m day to day,

-Brooklountynn idfe

akttt 't ije t•. d

My rrni

Upstairs I hear a banjo twang I
The old vacaton strains. , abou I

And L myself, to tell-the truth.
Am looking up the traing for weeks

-Brooklyn dotted wirosee. t

Every in the house was lled an

GraoL.C94y 
I

people wre evie packed in the aisles, f
when the e~ai iinally rose, and u the

ig about the Pageavnt fragrance of the
which Pasadena girls and boys bed b
been thinking and talking for weeks. n
The opera house was one great bower, fi
for the whole fnramework of the stagee. i
boxes and ~a]4erieswaa hidden by trail- s

ing gee brlygicerl, dotted witho reproses. t
Every sert in the ho ause was filled ad
people wabout her, were evn packed in the aisles, a
when the curostames made themlly rose,and the q
audience suddenly' atopped complain- n
ing abot the heav fwhograne of the
eyelids their folded likt thers. beauti- he
ftableau on the staje. Ii

A loely gr dresppo sed to reporsent i
autumh goddes of lowers wa lying asleep
on mss-covered rocks, and, clustered h
allmer, about her, were little children a
whoBreath-ostumhe-Desert made them look like in.
yello poppies, and whose bright little ,
eyelids were folded like hers. The

tiand his facupe hased to be painted th Cif coor
autumn, when, after a long,dr sm-ht to
mer, everyone was watching and wish
lng for rin hiPesetly, lehe at ful oding
loud reath-of-the-Desert cas the stealing in
De was a man in a suit of drkhs s green
tighte covered with bright tspangles, u
and his face ad been painted the colr

trooped nd whatwas a hor riblethight theyo a
m paffiti sd curviugangil ttilw o.

rig about in his wicked glee at finding
the Goddes tolorafast aseep. Sudden- ii

wery, the soft musi crowd of the orcesstra grew f
loud and warlike, as the Breath-of-the- si
Defert, by a wrb of his ashord, called IT
his army to follow him. In they ti
trooped and what' do' yoi think they 11
were but a crowd of boys, dressed to
look like the ugly cactus that grows ir
all over the desert! .A moment more la
and they would hrve killed the lovely i
Goddess aih all-.lhe poppies, too, but ai
lashl-like a streak of white light- w

ning, down from the mountains at the
back of the stage, came the glittering I
hain God--all in dazzling white and n
silver-and the way his bright sword h
went gleaming about, killing one cac- I
poa i ol.ath, was enOugh q* hake a
o Tld your breath. Last of all, he g

toiJhtel f eath-et-xl -Dekd* And

when he bad him, like the rest, lying si
dead upon the stage, the Rain God h
looked up and smiled, for he saw com- a
ing toward him, the Maiden Spring.
Who was really a sweet girl dreised in H

-eecn gauze. with bare white arms a
who was really a sweet girl dressed in
green gauze, with bare white arms
holding high above her head an im-
mense green fern. Behind her came lit-
tie children in white gauze and shin-
ing wings. They were the Fairy Rain-
drops, and, a moment later, the God-
dess Flora and the poppiesroused from
their sleep and all joined in a happy
dance to joyous music.

"Beautiful!" "Perf~Ntl" people were
saying, as the curtain went down.

"But you just wait until you see
Stella Bird and Ethel Douglas!" whis-
pered a Pasadena boy to the stranger
beside him. "This is only the begin-
ning. Now, after the Rain God comes.,
you see, they'll have all the California
wild flowers represented, and then the
different kind of roses, just in the or-
der that they really come. And Ethel
and Stella take part in everything. My,
butthey candance. Mrs. Hackett wrote
the story of the Pageant and planned
the whole thing, but she says she
doesn't believe she could have made it
go without those two girls. Stella Bird
used to be called the prettiest girl in
Pasadena, but since Ethel Douglas
came here, it's a tie. 'Sh! there goes
the curtain."

And the audience seemed to agree
with this enthusiastic boy, for as Ethel
and Stella, dressed like purple blos-
soms, came leading the wild-flower
carnival upon the stage there was a
sudden, deafening burst of applause
and people began to murmur: "Oh.
give meuthelopera glass,quick!"

Someone threw a great bunch of vio-
lets that fell at Stella's feet and she
caught them up so gracefully, without
losing step in the march, that every-
body cheered. She smiled and bowed a
little before reading the name on the
card with the violets, but a minute
later she handed them to Ethel, when
all the people cheered again without a
thought of the shade that had fallen
on Stella's pretty face.

Then, after the wild flowers, came
the Pageant of the Roses, and truly
emough, Stella Bird and Ethel Douzpas
proved the twin stars of the dveaig.
First, they appeared as snowy-robed
anns in the march of the White Rose,
picturing the old mission days in. Call-
fornia; next, they led a court quadrille
as haughty Dueibsse Roses in blush-
ing gowns and with great pink hats
resting on their powdered hair; then
they were Gold and Ophir Roses from
te Orient, dressed in pink and yellow
and earried in roe-covered sedan
ahIrs; after that they danced gayly

It e mas t'oe of Castile, is black lace
Spanish costmase, tossing basketfuls of

d rses abo•t; and, nally, they Sat-
lr+d arth'with great waverngwings,

tah te yellow butterilts that are said

to bhb Ia the Seart of the Mareehal
le are.. - But, always, through

t 'wis whea thes two with

a; . 'laesgh r M ghtsthat
*ha anamuea shedwu eost delight of

r "The rgtdreatl4~ nttq• • •
Stella heard some one say. nd s
caught the name of Ethel Douglas.

When the performance was over, two
tired, excited young girls, behind the
scenes, were braiding their hair and
getting ready to go home.

"I thought you'd. be ple

` mai wIa tie yo0
cried Stella.

"Conceited!"
"Yes, I've been dreadfully mistaken

in you, Ethel!"
"You mistaken In me!"' Ethel's eyes w4

' filled with tears. "Well, I'm horribly s
disappointed in you. You needn't tl
think I'd have danced with you all
through the Pageant if I had~ ireamed
you'd act hlike this. I 6ba twish i r Ts:-
Hackett hadn't promsed-to - gtve i

t-
again to-unortoW night." pI .

"Well, you needn't worry about that!
You won't have to dance with me again.
I won't be in the Pageant to-morrow
night-not if it spoils the whole
thing."

"WThy, Stella Bird! Think howirs.
Hackett will feel!"

"I can't help that!"
"Well, if you don't come, I won't

either-that's all."
"Suit yourself about that," said Stel- in

la, in a most provoking way, as she di
4+ drew on her cloak and went away to

find her father.
After breakfast,next morning, Stella

Bird was walking down the street in d no
fth very unhappy frame of mind, when n

ut Ethel passed, driving her father's u
ard horse. Mamie White was with her and a

s neither of the girls saw Stella, who
ar, went. on with bitter, slighted feelings acge, in her heart. She wished she had not ga
a said she wouldn't be in the Pageant
ea. that night, for, to her dismay, her

Lhd mother had not sympathized at all
les, about the quarrel loth EthL aidihad

the quite insisted that Mrs. Hackett should id
Lin- not be disappointed in that way. __

the As Stella was walking slowly back be
iti- from town, a half hour later, she saw

little Neddie Baker running towardtnt her as fast as his feet could go.

rep "A tur'ble accident, Stella!" he cried,red his eyes wide with horrot, "runaway
rea an' smash-up, down here at the rail-

ike road crossing! Train ran into the car to
tie riage an' threw 'em out!" ili

he "Whart'sred68tqia... ! w:nia "Oh, both of1 'emn-but she's hurt
Lm- worse! Oh, lt's wtul!" he almost

sh- sobbed. "An' she was the prettiest one gl
ful o 'em all, last night!"

in. Stella's knees began to shake.
yen "Is it very bad?" she asked,'but Neo la

ks, was rusing on.for "'Fraid so," he called back. "Blood

to all over her face. Can't stop now-I'm
on an.errand for the doctor."

ng Stella gave one horrified glance up nen- the street at the crowd gathering in nl
ew front of Mr. Douglas' cottage. Then all
e- she turned with a great sob, and ran al- be
led most as fast as Neddie had gone, down
Ley the walk that led to Mras Hackett's

sey house. th
to "Oh. Mrs. Hackett!" hecried, brust- t

wv ing into the sunny room where that an

are lady sat comfortably reading her tal
tly morning paper. "Oh, Mrs. Hackett!" e
nut and down she went on her knees, t.
lht- with her head in Mrs. Hackett's lap.

he "Why, Stella, child!" began Mrs.
ng Hackett, kindly, but her quiet man-
nd ner changed, as Stella tri•d to tell

Ord her what had happened. "Come, a
ac- dear, comel" she crie' "It may not be

ike as serious as Neddie thought. We'll 1

he go over and see." the
nd She rose, rently lifti•r Stella's tear- ma

uveur, comes- ase eep i may not oe
as serious as Neddie thought. We'll
go over and see."

She rose, gently lifting Stella's tear-
stained face, but Stella only dropped
her head Into the empty chair and
went on weeping.

"I can't go!" she sobbed. "Oh, Mrs.
Hackett, you den't know--rve been so
wicked to her!"

At that instant came another rush
of steps, another burstrgilg bpe of
the door and another breathless girl
with frightened face.

"Oh, Mrs. Hackett!" began Ethel,
and there she stopped short, and stood
like a statue at sight of Stella, kneel
ing -there.

But there was not much of the
statue about Stella. At first sound
of that voice she sprang to her feet.
"Ethel Douglas, you're alive!" she
screamed.

"Oh, Stell. I thought it was you
in that accident! hed Baker said
sol"

And then they rushed into each
other's arms and laughed and cried
and promised everything, and "took
back everything," all at once, while
Mrs. Hackett stood and wondered
what it was all about.

Before she had wondered many min-
utes, though, Ned Baker's oldest
brother dropped in, long enough to
tell them that it was little Lottie
Page, one of the fairy Raindrops in
the Pageant. who was injured. "But
it isn't serious," he added. "Mr. Doug-
las says the's scratched up badly, but
not in danger. You ought to have
seen Ned, poor little fellow! H
thought she was kIihe& and loi'know
his devotion to little Lottie Page Is
a regular neighborhood joke."

That evening everyone, except Ned
Baker, thought the Pageant even
more beautiful than the night before.
After it was all over, Ethel. and
Stella sat on a trunk together in the
dressing-room. Each had an immense
bouquet labelede "Por the Prettiest
Girl in the Pageant," and each was
counting the roses in the bunch she
held.

"Seventy-five," sald Ethel, finally.
"Now what would eastern people
think of that?"

"Seventy-five," finished Stella at
the same instant: "That's what we
get by living in the land of sun-
shine." Then she added, honestly:
"I wish. Ethel, that yours had been
more or nicer, because you are the
prettiest girl in the Pageant, any-
way!"

"Oh, Stella I'm not! You're the
prettiest, and the dearest, and the-"

"'Tisn't so!" pipes a small voice, so
close behind them that it made them
start. "Either of you isn't! It',
Lottie Page!"

Irrepressible Nedd&e Baker ba
slipped away from his mother sand
found his way b•lad the scenes.

"Poor, little Lottie!" said Stella,
softly. "She a so- disappointed not
to be here, to-night!"

Then, at the same Instant, she sad
Ethel had the same ides, and a me
meat later, Ned Baker maraced
prosily of with a hage bolsatau n-
der emh>of his ehubby ath

a. had agreed o take them to the
proests girl it the Pageant.

' NIMHUMU eH!NT,
Dr. TalmaqI Siys1 f i Pie ea-

tive of Thbi W dotld' It

[Copyright. 100, by Louis Klopsch.]
Washington.

Dr. Talmage is now traveling in Nor-
way, where he las been deeply inter-
ested in the natural phenomena a5 r_
the quaint social life of that wonder-
ful land. In'his discourse this weetk

:#e sg t•y• t oothe opinion of
niany, Ul&A g LRL prinol-
pie which works constantly for the

-welfare of body, mind and soul. 'His
text is Lake 14:34: "Salt is good."

The Bible Is a dictionary of the inetZ
similes. It employs, among lving crea-
tares, storks and eagles azA.doves and
unicorns and sheep and cattle;.among
trees, sycamore and terebinths and
pomegranates and- almonds-and ap-

pies; among jwels, pEatts and ame-
thysts and jacinths and clirysoprases.
Christ uses no stale illustrations. Tije
lilies that Heplacks for His sermons arc
dewy fresh; the ravens in His 'dis-
courses are not stuffed specimens of
birds, but warm with life from .wing
tipto wing tip; thedish He points to aze
not dall about the gills, as though long.
captured, but a-squirm in the wet neo•
just brought up bn the beach of Tiberl-
as. In my text, whicU is the perora-
tion of one of f•is rernmops, ke picks up
acrystal and holds it before His congre-
gation as an illustration of divige
grace in the heart, whenHe says what
we all know by experiment: 'Salt is
good."

I shall try to carry out the Saviour's
Idea in his et aq first place
say t'o youi that gr~ e i like salt in its
beauty. In Galicia there are mines of
salt, with excavations and under-
ground passages reaching, 1I am told,
280 miles. Far under ground there are
chapels and halls of receptior, the col-
aemns, the altars and the pulpits of salt.
When the king and the princes come
to visit these mines, the whole place is
illuminated, and the glory of crystal
walls ant crjstql ceilins aj d crystal,
doots.Mia cystsl aothbifs,'inder the
glare of the torches and the lamps,
n•eeds words of crystal to describe it.
But you need not go so far as that tO
find the beauty of it. You live ins,
land which produces millions of bush-
els of it in a year, and you can take the
morning rail train and in afewb hours
get to the salt mines .and salt spring
And you bave this article morning.
moon and night onyour table; Salt has
all the beanty of the snowflake and wa-
ter foam with durability added. It.is
beautiful to the naked eye, but under
the glass you see the stars and dia-
msonds and the while tr, branches aund
the splinters ena the bridges of fire as'
the sun glints them,. There- is more
architectural skill inone ofthesecrys-
tals of salt than human ingenuity has
ever demonstrated in an Alhambra or
St. Peter's. "

It would take all time, with an in-
fringement upon eternity, for an an-
gel of God to tell one-half the glories in
a salt crystal. So with the graee of
God. It is perfectly beautiful I have

kseen it smooth out wrinklds of ea -fron
the brow. I have seen 't make an aged
man feel almost young again. rhave
seen it lift-the stooping shoulders and
put sparkle into the dull eye. Solomon

discovered its t herapeuticqualitieswhen
he said: "It is marrow to the bones."
discovered its t herapeutiequalitieswhen
he said: "It is marrow to the bones."
It helps to digest the food and t6 purify
the blood and to calm the plbses aqd
quiet the spleen, and instead of Tya.-
dal's.prayer test of,20 years ago, put-
ting a man in a philosophical hospital
to be experimented upon by prayer, it
keeps him so- well that he does not need
to be prayed for as an invalid. I am

SAklt.ARn 1P Q.Ljw~ eAUealtPeja on-
net of that morbid religion that its
for three hours on a gravestone read-
ing Harvey's "Meditations Among the
Tombs"-a religion that prospers best
in a bad state of the liver! I speak of
the religion that Christ preached. .1
suppose when that religion has' con-
quered the world that disease will be
banished and that a man a hundred
years of age will come in from business
and say: "I feel tired. I think it must
be time for me to go," and without one
phiecal LpngLH.aven will have him

But the chief beauty of grace is in
the soul. It, takes that which was
hard and cold and- repulsive and
makes it all over again. It pours
upon one's nature what David calls
"the beauty of holiness." It extlr-
pateq everything that is hateful and
unclean. If jealousy and. pride and
lust and worldliness lurk about, they
are chained and have a very. small
sweep. Jesaus throws upon the soul
t.friggrapce of ia~ ingggag as
Hp comeg in, saying, "I am the rose of
SharJn," and He submerges it with
the glory of a spring morning as He
says: "I am the light.." Oh, how
much that grace did for the three
Johns! It took John Bunyan, the
foul mouthed, and made him John
Bunyan, the immortal dreamer. Jt
took John Newton, the-mnfdel sailor,
and in the midst of the htrricane
made him cry out: "lty mother's
God, have merey upon me•" It. took
John Summerfeld from a life of sin
and, by, the hand of a Christin spaker
of edge tools, led him into the pulpit
that burns still with the light of that
Christian eloquence which charmed
thousands to the Jesus whom he once
despised. Ah, you may search all the
earth over for anything so beautiful
or beautifying as the grice of God.
Go all through the deep mine pa•-
sages of Wiellesha and amid the un-
dergroaund kingdoms of salt -lt Hall-
stadt, and show me anything so ea-
quisite, so transcendently beautifuat
thsl*sisel A t fahisab eA and hang
in eternal ci :tals.

Again, grace.is Ike salt in the fact
that it Is a necesity oft -Ife. Man-
and beast perish without ait. 'What
are thao patb Press the w stera

ipra lesV *hy they vwere made tihq
7by 4ee anh bufao galAg to acom;

intag away from thisalt "licks. . Chem-
aIts and pbyaieams all the~w t over
eae us that alls ar am @t flife.
And so with yhe 6 o ; Tou
must have it die areat

eaFZ spalWt at if er dora
-l t* sort of or adora-
lag a mler, ot hiia 1, a
trg brought Ia after the greatest

garst the ba3gnst aet t is are.

4I a n didbW W tob thedfafr l po w
idA'sknd mastitd plarterd hav failrQ

't do their'*arkf Bdrt orinumstf a
mere superfluity, a string of ,belli
around a'horae' neck while hd drans
the fload; aiid la 'iowise helpitrg habs
t. draw J-. Sp far ,4om that, I declare

q gpce of ,God to be'the first *aa
th• ~st necessity., It is food 5e mtust
te or st•r• indo, an eg rnity pi

p, e. It. i clotbing without whie {
-we Frease # the. mast o, infinite ter-

-e-• -It le the plank,- and the only
plasak, on .,shihd wet an 'loat shor -e
ward. It is the , a~dder, ld' the only'
ladder, on Which i e can climb up into

.the light., It is a positive necessity4
for the soul. -You ea'a tell very easily
Wihat'lte effect would be if a perspn,

"refused to tale salt into the body.
'the energies would fail, the lungs
wgul.l struggle with the air. slow
fever. wo~ild crawl through the brain,
the heart would flutter, and the life
would be gone. Salt a necessiC l for'
the lifeotf the'body; the grace of God
a necessity for the life of the abul.
" Again I remark that grace ii like
salt in abYndance. God has strewi
salt in vast grofusion all over the con-
tinents. Russia seems built on a salt-
cellar. Thereis- one region of that
country- that.-trns out 90.000 teas in
a year. England and Russia and Italy
have "inexhahstible resoutces in this
resict. N6rway and' Sweaen, white
with snow above, white with salt be-
neath. Austria, yielding 900,000 tons
ahnnally.' *rearly all the nations rich
ifi It-rook: silt, spring salt, sea salt.
C~ist, the Creator of the world, whern
He uttered our text, lnew it ~rould
bpcome. more and more significant as
the shafts- were sank and the springs
were bored and the pumps were worked
and 'the crystals were gathered. So--
the grace of God is abundant. If is for
all lands, for all ages, for all condi-

'tions. It seems to undergird every-
thing. Pardon for the worst sin, com-
fort fcy the sharpest suffering. brighf-
est light for the thickest darkness.
Around about the salt lakes of Saratov
there are 10,000 men toiling day and
night, and yet they never exhaust the
saline treasures. And if the 1,600,000,-
000 of our race should now cry out to
Go8 for His mercy there would be
enough for all-for those farthebt gone
In sin, for the murderer standing on
the drpof the gallows.' It is an ocean
of mercy; and if Europe and Asia. Afri-
ca,: North' and South Ameica and all
the islands of tWe sea went down ip it
to-day, they would have rlom enough,
to. wash. and come up clean.. Let " no
man.think that his ease is too tough
a one for God to act upon. -Though
your sin- may be-deep and raging, let
me tell you thatOod's grace'is a bridge
not built 'on earthly piers, but sus-
pead. m etle awful-chasm
of y26bi guilt, one end resting upon the
rock of eternal promises and the other
on the foundations of Heaven. Demet-
rius wore a rolie so incrusted with
jewels tha$,no ose ifter bim ever dared
,to wear it, but opr King, Jesus, takes
of the robe of His righteousness, a robe
blood dyed and Heaven impearled. and
reaches out to, the .worst wretch in
all.the earth.agd says: "Put that a•m
Wear it nowl Wear it forever."

'Again, the grace of God is like salt
tn'the way we cotne at it. The salt
on the surface is almost always impure
-tli'at which incrusts the Rocky moun-
jains and the South American pampas
and in India;. but the miners go down
through the shafts and. through ,the
dark labyrinths and along by galleries
of rock and, with torches and pickaxes.
find" their way' under the very founda-
tions of the earth, to where the salt
lies that makes up the nation's wealth.
To 'get to the best saline springs of
the earth huge machinery goes down.
boring depth below depth, depth below
depth, until from under the very
roots of the mountains the saline 'wa-
Ster 'supplies-the aqueduct. This *a-
I ter is brought to the surface and is
exposed in, tanks to the sun for evap-
oration, or it is put in boilers mightily
1 heated, and the water evaporates. and
the salt gathers at the bottom of the
tankl-the work is completed, and the
fortune is mde. So with the grace of
Go1t It is to be profqundly, sought
after, With all the coneentered ener-
gies of. body, mind and soul we must
dig for it. No man stumbles accident-
ally on it. We need to go down to the
very lowest strata of earnestness and
faith to find it. Superficial exploration
will not turn it up. We must strive and
lnmplore and 4ig until we strike the
spring foaming with living waters.
Then the work of evaporation begins.

I and as when the saline waters are ex-
I posed to the sun, the vapors float away,

I leaving. nothing but the pure white
salt at the bottom of the tank, so, when
the Christian soul is exposed to the
Sun of Righteousness, the vapors of

I pride and selfishness and worldliness
I leat of, and there e- chiefly left be-
r neath pure white holiness of heirt.
I hen, as in the case of the salt. the
I furnace is added. Blazing troubles.
stirred by smutted stokers of dark-
Spesa, quicken the evaporation of worl4-

liness, and the crystallization of grace.
Have you not been in enough trouble

to have that work go on? I was red.
Suing of Aristotle, who said there was a

field of flowers in Siclly so sweet that
Sence a hound, eomilg on the track df

game, came to that 4deld and was be-
wfRlered by the perfumes and so lost
the traqk. Oh, that our souls might be-
come like "a field which the Lord hath

blessed" and enale so much of the
r sweetness of hbrislanecharacter that

the hounds of temptation, coming on
our track, might loseIt and goh wling
baek with disappointment! ,

Bat,I emark again, that the grace bf
God is like the salt in its preservattv
quality. You know that salt absorbs
the moisture of astleles of food and in-
fupes them with brine, which preserves
them for a long while. Salt is the
greqt .antiputrefactor of the world.
Experimenters, in preserving flod,
bas tried, sugar and smoke and air-
j tight jars vad ev.r thing.alse bqtps
Sleing as the worldstads Crist' wor
witn be suggebtive, and men will admit
t-at a a great prebalative "salt is

ood." But fban the grace of Godfthe
earth would bay become a stale ear-
e.s long 'b4eiore this. That graee**the
poly preshtvatte of *s t ooamttt-
t nms a a ieratures. Just as soa o as
a governlent lases this sailt of.divine
grace it perishes. TL philosopay of
thi.day; so far as it is antagonistie to
thisreligio, putr• es and sti•as. The
great ant of our.schools of learning
and oer - istintleas at.slenes to-day
is, not- more Leyd••'erand gihtvani

criaes - sld "4eo0,0ps and ph~l-
eeophiol apparatus, but more of that
gree* that will ties at assn -t

WeU. bthat the Go•dof the >qiverse is
tl pd fhe • ble. How strangeit is
that inn ,,txer iagnlhceatnt sweep .e.
tie tflescope they'hakre 'hot sean the
morning istair of Jeas ald thlat i. all
their ex ertfeits with lght and heat
they have not seen the light and felt
the 'wsaath of the Sua of Righteous-
,nnsl. We; want more of the gait of
God's grace in our Loms, in our
schools, in our collep, in our social
lafe in our Christianity. And that
whi ch has it will live; te'at'whieh has
t not will die. "I pjroclalnithe tende•-

ey of everything irrthly oputrefa•t-
tion and death--4he religion of ,Chris
tb-only preservative. ,
. My,abjeet3s one ofgreat eongratn
lotion, to.thsge who hive within their
souls this gospel antiseptic. This salt
wifi preserve them through the'fempta
tions and iorrows of 'life and through
the ages of eternity. I do not mean to.
say that you will have a smooth time
beause you are a Christian: On the
contrary, if you do your whole duty, J
will promise you a rough time. You
znsreh through an enemy's country.
and they will try to double up both
flanks and to cut you of from your'
source of suppf•es. The wir You wage
will not be with toy arrows, but sword
plunged to the hilt and spurring on
your steed over heaps of the slain. But
I think that God omnipotent will see
you through. I think He will.. Butwhy
do I talk like an atheist when I ought
to say I know He will? "Kept by the
power of God through faith unto comni
.plete salvation."

When Gov. Geary, of Pennsylvania
died, years ago, I lost a good friend.
He impressed me mightily-with the-
horrors of war. In the eight hour•
that we rode together in the cars he
recited to me the scenes through
which he had passed in the civil war.
He said that there came one battle
upon which everything seemed to
pivot. Telegrams from Washinton
said that the life of the nation de-
pended on that struggle. He said to
m-e: "I went. into that battle, sir,
with my seaon. His mother and I
-q4 hjfevrf1'li tff : him. You
know how a father will feel toward
hia son who. is coming up panly and
brave and good, Well, the battle
opened and eoneentered, and it was
awful. Horses and riders bent. and
twisted and pried up together. It was
awful, sir. We quit firing and took
to 'the point of the bayonet. Well,
sir, I didn't feel like myself that day.
I had prayed Jo God for strengthi for
that particular battle, and I went into
it feeling that I had in m~y right arm
thea strength of ten giants." And a-
the -governor brought his arm down
on the back of the seat it'fairly made
the car tremble. "Well," lie said, "the
battle was desperate, but-after awhile
we gained a little, epd v'we marched
on a little. I tpred .ropd to .the
troops and shouted: 'Come' on,
boys' and -I stepped across a dead
soldier, and, lo, it was my sonul I
'saw at the first glance he was dead,

and yet I did pt dareto stop a mi-
ute, for: et t ls had come in thel
battle. So I just got down on py.
,)mees,, and I threw myr arms #a'oW,
him, and I gave him one good k*is

and said, 'Gdod-by, dear,' aind spran,
up and 'shouted 'Come on, boys!'
So it is in the Christian eodiebt-It is
a fieree fight. Eternal ages seem dew
pending on the strife. . Heaven is
waiting for the bulletins to annonaee
the tremendous issue. Hall of shot,
gash of saber, fall of battle ax, groan-
ing on every tide. We cannot stop
for lossa or bereavement or anything
else. With one 'rdent exmbrace and
one loving kiss we utter our fare-
wells and then cry: "Come on, boys!
There are other heights to be cap-
tured; there are other foes to be con-
quered; there are other crowns to lie
won.

Yet, as one of the Lord's surgeons,
I thust bind up two or three wounds.
Just lift them now, whatever they be.
I have been told. there is nothing like
salt to stop the bleeding pf a wound,
am; so I take this salt- of 3~hrist's

Gospel and put it qn the lacerated
soul. It smarts a litle at arst, but
see-the bleeding stops, and, io, the
flesh comes again as the 1eth of a
little child. "Salt is good." "Comfort
one another with these word/'

A few years ago two women and a
man strolled into a bieycle store in
Glasgow early one mornnig. They"
explained that they had reached the
city only that morning, and they had
seen an advertisement announcing.
second-hand bicycles for sale at an ad-
joining store. But it Was not open.
They haked the storekeeper if be, had
any second-hand -lades' bicycles for
sale. - He had not, but he showed
them somnenew ones. After examin-
ing se'erel, the man said: "Well, my
dear, I'll buy you a new one, but I&
must do for your Christmas box."
This was in September. The stoke-
keeper asked whither it should be
sent. "The Marquis of Lorne, Rose-
seath," was the rerly, The member;
of this party, which was looking pp
secondhand bicycles at an early hour
in the morning, consisted of the marl
quis of Lorne, his wife, the Prippesa
Louise apd her lady-in-waiting. With
the storekeeper the incident beq.ej
history, and one from which he bw

a highly moral lesson in thrift.--Chi-
cago Evening Ntwts.

letrepoles of seas slds.
Capt. G. E. Shelcy, an English orni-

thologist who has devoted special at-
tentiop to Afrisan birds, says that Af-
rica may fairly claim to be "the me-
tropolis of song birds." It is the win-
tr- home of a large proportion of the
moat attractive small birds of northern
Europe, including, the nightingale, the
swallow and many of the warblers, and
tlhe bush resonnds with their melody.
Africa also possesses a great number
of remarkable and beautiful birds of
its own.-Youth's Companion.

4 oopeless Clse.
Lawyer=Perhaps we can make oat

an alibi!
Prisoner--'se 'fraid nol Dar wara't

no pra'.-meeting dat sight, no re-
vival, de Tennysonelabdidn't meet dat
light, nor de Social Parity 'leagae-
sad, besides, ey kotebed me comin'

right oat oh do oopLp.wif.de.chickenil

Mrs. YeawIvtfe-1 want ive pounds
o s raur, pwase.

Deler-?Yes, a'am: shah I seed it
for yo•? t . _

"I'U make It as light as possible fm
ysm. .'msa."-LI'llisigaPinin.

TfEi- ORIENTAL, SIDL

How Chinese Digitaries View the
Present Treible in the East.

In C•altrmT Gmed emseMleaeeThel-r

e " t "al hf 's?4 "o f CS

leas I***1*.

[Seeclal Washtngton Letter.l
r IHE Ptolemaic theory of the mai-

j verse Rws accepted by the scien-
tifle world titil Coperniens dem-

,nstrateditserlors. Tbeearth'h round,
not flat. AMnd yet, upon the theory of
the flatness of the earth, the ancient
astronomers calculated eclipses and
and returningpof comets.

Truth is diicult to obtlat, that Is,
the whole truth. Consquently man-
kind gropes in error on many points,
some-imes for jany centuries. Well-
established beliefs are so well en-
trenched that even when their errops
are demonstrated people grudgingly
take the truth at Itefull value. There
is a race of people on earth which con-
sistently and persistently refuses to
accept the truth, as it is seen and ac-
knowledged .by hundreds of millions
of people. Earnestly and coned~
tiously the Jews cling to thebelief th
God gave to their ancestors.all of th-
truths of religion which are worth
knowing, and they sincerely - believe
that all inspired writings were-a e
by the hands of their prophetE, priests
and kings. -Is

As a mater or raus every Ran 
capable of receiving-Inspired truthi
Inspiration came not only to the w j$
era of the,Old Testament, and t flhe
writers of the New Testament, but to
many others, even unt thisday and
generatign. The utterances of Abra-
ham Lincoln at Gettysburg were in-
spired from the same source whence
came the inspiration of the authorship
of the book of Job. We may as weJllg
back and accept the Ptolemaic thebYy
of the universe, and reject that of
Copernicus, as to permit ourbelves to
believe that inspiration ceased when
a few. men died, and that the universal
Father ceased to communicate with
His children when the sage of Patmos
was gathered unto his fathers.

"Your Christian religion is good,
but it assumes that the Father, loved
a limited few of His children," says the
Chinese minister to this republic.
"Where is there any findation in thp
history- of mankind to-warrant the
assumption that the thousands oimIl-
lions of human beings -n the orient-
were overlooked by their Creator?
They do not believe that they have
been overlooked. They know to the

j

contrary."
One df, the intelligent members of
the Chinese bir sy'here (and then 1
are all'le . men says: "Diplomati
'cannot talk about religion. They must
psaiculatty' avoid talkiag on such sub-
jects do ' publication. Nevertheiles s
you may be 'sure .that all of us lta e
views, jipl , d one of pa.fo a moment
believes, or,. !w1 er .eieve, that the
Creator sep$ many l tirl of mtil
lions of people to dw in. a with-
Out religion and without f• le of t
the f'ather of all manktnd, or that
positive infbrmation coneerning- the
plans and purpoaCe of God was com-

ajuIneated alone to a few peodpe in one
of thesmallest corners of the earth, W~'
' We were talkiag about *8e eondi-
tions in, China, and the hatred mani-
tested towards the missionaries there.
Speaking in perfect English, he said:
"I notice that Salvation Army men andi
women have been mobbed in Denver
and other' large cities of this coun-
try, and yet they were teaching the
Christian religioCa ar they understand '

it. I have read in your newspapers
that Mormon teachers in Tennessee,
Kentucky, Alabama and other states
have been mobbed and driven away.
Bupposing that the people of China
have less intelligence than your own C
people, is it strange to you that they '

should resent the eforts which have '% I
a

ist pn them r- t

r

ligion which they do not waft? If
they resort to mob violence, are they
not doing exactly whit your own peo-

upon the subj~et bfrefl - _ " -
If we consider all of the doetrimes

and gracesu of our aeeipted rellan, t
and admit that "the greatest of these
is charity," we most admit the force "
of these observations. We must hesi-
tate to assume that "we know it all,"
and that others created like unto our- I
selves have been ignored by their Cre- a
ator. We must admit that they have
as-much right,' aecordist to their
lights, to believe that ConPa.us, their a_
great teacher, was ispired ad spoke -
as one haning authorty, as we have to
blieke in the temaindr who has snt
unto us as one speaing by authority.
C hr cbaiy must compel us to a
admit this mach, even theoug we are
saturated with the belet that they are I

ro~g, and tht tey win alttmiteb
see. the not ot we have been taght to !
e it.t

The referease to the perseeuti of
Sration Army and Mrmsen people
pertinently leds a s to weade wirer.

srke comafg to their heams sd
taLadg the eUldre awy to lead them
to beire, that gladdha or Coetesius
alone s the whet trath a~raay
the emaclpatio, eeation ad asdh
tSlo of the souL

Coiveirat i ' with' the A ra |

the people to whom adisiaset Iellues- a
ha bees gives 99p wrom

Bladhiss sa4 Brahmuanism rveats
By whom was Confueius'taugh rUe
whebee came th ei lese which
Zoroaster and Mabomet so statd I
with such strength to teach their peo-
pie? If those mena cames spirits at
evil, surely it is strange"that they
taught people how to be good and how
to worship. If they came fromn the
same source *henee our Teacher came,
,have we license t fight uad oppose
-them? These are probjemstoomighty
to be decided without refection, pare
tUcularly by people who beklye ie
ity for all mankind. -
" When we read of the blind fanati-

clam of the Chinese mobs, and when
we are incensed beyond measure with
their deeds, might it not, be well four
us to remember the inquisition, t• t:
Bartholomew's dny, Latimer, Ridley
and the alleged witches of Saletm
Before we cast out the.mote fgom
the eyes of the Chinamen let us look
for the beams in our owt eyes. WIn
we rest of the treatment of our mis-
sionaries and are moved to anger a
wrath, might it not be well for as
and for our missionames who arepe-
secuted to repeat the words of One
who suffered: "Father, forgive them.
They know aot what they do."

Talking with a learned Chinaman,
and hearing his appeal for charitable
consideration, necessarily stirs the

OCCIDENTAL CRUELTY.

memory and the heart of one taught
to believe that the greatest of Chris
tian graces is charity, and impels the
mind in the direction of kindly eon-
sideration for the people' who' have
another.side of the.,story to tell; a
side which we do not understand.

TheyJilieve, and who shall galnsay
their right to beiMeve, that 4he same
God who loved our little part of the
world, also loved their greater part
of the world, anad gave them a religion
whirebh s as wBll adapted to their qual-
ity of brain as or religio, is'ealen.
Lated for our quality of bain. They
behlle e that we haved 'no right to "as
sameathat werare better than they are
and' that God has favored ,us with
greater light and love. Therefore they
resent our assumption of superiority.
and ask us to take our missionaries
away from their laed, to cease prose-
lyting their children: '
STh people called "Boxers" are,not

the brutal and d prdlg.; mosts
they h•sve been pictured. On the ecu-
trary they are patriots resenting the
efforts whic'.are being made to de-
stroy hiiir religion, their customs,
their self-respect,-everything that
.; #61n•4q feverence and

One Sunday night recently- in '
church where a large. msionary jeol-
lection was taken the writr listened
to tbe stlries of mlsionaries about the
terrible doings of the people in so-
called heathesn ands, how, mothers
threw their babes into the Ganmes, and
-all that sort o' thing. That very night
In South Washington a young wbite
girl was btatally beaten and killed
by a negro; and on the following Mon-
day morning, ia'n nalfey on the same
block where the ehurch stands, a moth-
er took a strap and beat her child al-
meat-to death with a heavy strap, aid
would have killed her little one but
for the interference of others. There
are many thughtful wen and women
w-o believe that home missionaries
are needed all over this Christian land,
and thaa they are needed more than
foreign misi monaries.

Missonaries are unfortunately Ie
advance guards of the evfllsation of
pelf; the unconscious and innocent
agents of merehants and kings, who
seek not the salvatlon of souls, but
the aequisition of wealth and terri-
tory. Great Ba•taln produces opium in
India, send. it to China, and with the
pulp of the poppy she destroys the
body and brain of the Chinaman; she
follows her drug 'fth large consign-
ments of missionaries. Other naton--
pursue the same course, knowing that
ultimately the niMlonaries will be
sacrilced. Then,-for the sake of the
national honor," armies are set,
China will be dlsmebbered, and rapine
rule where once waspeace and plenty.

This is the Chinaman's aide of the
story. Is it not worthy eonski•eratlo•
in charity and good conc eae?" ..

SMITHa D. URY.
.e Ualm, In Ttrit. --

"Do you know of any preparatlom
that will make one's hair wavy sann
inclined to curl•

"Well, you might try this mixture
I've been putting it on my hair to take
the kinks out, and it won't do it."--C-
eago Tribune.

Ear CVvl.tam.
"Why does a fairy tale eustomearil

end: 'And they were married sad lived
happily ever after? "

"That has come to be essential,"re-
pled Miss Cayenne. "That is what
shows It is a fairy tale."-Washlngtas
Star.

OIvs O*. Dane:.
"With my arm around you, ype

should fear nothing," he aid.
"Except gossip," she replIed, as sh

quietly disengaged hersel•
After all, there are some things tha

woman mdersands better tha r na
-Caes• Post.

Twe VIews .gIt.
Mr. Dlx. (at the reception)-Whkt a

charming lady Miss Six is,
It'sa Ipckty tbhing I dlea't .ef
fore I arthyou.

Mrs. tx--lndeed Itie-f r~ MWIN:
• •o ews: . .......

Tqsaser (aftier ua asd m
Now, ea dewhe t stb4,

tbo• tse shtr eewr ' st hmin e
so 0chs o eter s o
Ihr l'twI

PMWRMPAk P TEARW.

t 8 has wit-

-.a @ twhich e nttic
to any tby remid oat is as.

Coartibena-"i-aai the s absdera of
ai* lonhg, was a 'e alsiemet of the

London lChLauauIm mt abbl

as those"ot-the prince of Wales are
alntsd sfOn rows, and thee of the
laoaaskyo-t am .asi-Ie given emay

MX Iit T - " '*;i

-4 bigrua~a.bikid g begun
by he publihuhlf S.omtbe

in the "Viet Cou-
ties oEngtt ~in 3S

igjj6 betavo iem' wileassheet a wet -

Count Leo Tolatol ili i adsioe"
in hs it erly wbrhli two daugh-
tsenaTagsns andzMoahK who ham
.mre, t namq.rdiasrtait> "How-

rever greg Imaa a""ps R weUat,'
says the qoou :"I aft .,u I gnater
asa correspondent, ut1tthat'm be-
cause my twi6 giria write al nn lee-
ters." .'

-'rs.' Elizaatrli Cady Wilanton does
nos:appoee for 41. 1eemendatl@.
made by several Now Yeet magis-
trates that wife-bestingtashoMld be
poutshe4d. .Saoagiug.- 8a ys: "The
real cuare 1o ,w-bet5. is to be
ion ol, i dino4tUjuI,,n aces-

o bre, bt Jnteac ymes to,
rcewomen

* iave ers to IjI inut hty, Scotland
ws n-i tins thV' &inalar"sgre of
Pets'r wDei the halw ge'ard (in-
naortllaed" by "iL 3Maeasen"), who
at sealnmgbpds .ao, years hmas

guided the trainl betwei Ijildrutame
and thj unctipn. T still a hale
and hearty eptue , railway
rejuireiveufa abkv. 'n ted his
rem'oal to the less poest of
gatekeeper at the M1s hse, a crms-
ti aboaut fitbh r s ea at k mum
from the ju

TB- mIuu4tY' i o

tas. aei i

"The .Hapkse.Diggers Wnds ot
unlike tJhe nomea•clatteef modern
baseball teams. and lw a ideed, the

tersl title of areap M
cl abilete. ; however,

ctezbelin a teoed
bair h d'trit as the
nasnme M e, e hd WlIkaey Dig
gers snes ew al the fneSt am-
dergraduates apfl drdalbversity, m-
&k the sptanlegVo aJl UigWkn hblm-
selft, rsys YoW.'s4~ampealJps.

In 46Asa 7 rt erprt psturer let
fa•t,. wordi goatt:om. leamssI s
o orti t XR-Dr Bo" R unot a bunt
believe .that'the sq e rainnl of
muscle' mict be ~'t better a-
i ci nt ItIC r ea iriro l&al o rn-
tional benevolet•• T"!e idea eap-
tored the students'' s•si't and Rnd
kin- was ured to dmab*a it ia a
working plan. - i ~.

A neighboring vlbg 4 lnkasy
was'lababtlte by w•y ,epr peo
The sipgle read Q of rats,
depressions aq a that earts
avoi it , lasi&

n alway" ver ges,
twhaich Pad t s 1athas park

and a 'Phi' ' 'the question
anaec Wqud tot asergradnates

volunteer to mend this.aggilt?
Sixty men having dose to, Pee.
auskiar' snppiii d s l seades .sd

shpvels, and, it, his byhis awn

eDrains were asnti•• laid, h•el-
lows filled, I• j•ra n- - planted,
and native fer-ns a mfa ear-
served. For maoths tb sth r aim-
self, in blue coat f .eesjibbed h ae
cap, worked gayly with his boyish ad-
hereant-somel rep+edesdfEg the pee•ta
eat familhel p England-by the read-
side, breaking stqus.

Prom the disk-thrower of satiga -
sculpture to the Mei pictures at
the latest pulse41ght; frai the sern.

sonal kill him, kll uhri of the feat-
ball enthusiast to the deveed heotirthl
ness of the lanher Dlggers beam the
tobacco-reeking ball at daadyer'
bicycle race to the fuloa field, ecs
memorative of that studeia who gave
his life to save two seseaats, at-
letis in their age Shave played mr .
parts. ligbhttfally ppeheld,
are sinews of wbr ad of peaeer .
health and grae and wholeso ndams
to the youth of any la T•rg
my digging will probb9
repeated, but ith a rb• i t
strength of body ad ~ h of r
ought to maNslt in a'ha pgtr lie an
araend-goes mareM a em. In thir
merenett, happly, the,. very breath
of the best modern life, gpry o• of

s, the rak ansd le, may quibhai-t
pace. -__ _

MISTAKES IX FLAG zasiml

msm aes " Uw w.4 am h lbw I*

tean Mst aveer san AM
mem Delsew.

It isn't eerybody whd*aws ow to
throw the Amerloea s jsl to the
breeses, says a Writer the PhliLadel-
phia Record. mag are eatF
day oecumarresees, bat 'thesre are iw
people among those ntharge, be thq
ever sp patriotie, who asee cogaitnt
the feet that Old Glarylpaeverlthng
in the Amerleth p.oses os.ad m se
never go below ad sany daw*
stances. At maiay of t1a t glh l -
there are pennants asM edof
same poes, andgenerdi- the
of plaintg the peafaant tthetagypaWr
the fa, is made. Thijaseafgt
lag to the regPtlar navy -es, -i
gard sauh as set is tbltua t at
serigs dh-sl. sVdl#>

yard have tieasa hmabitei

oration

8isr he asa


