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“The Blessings of Covernmgnt,, Like the Dew from Heauem, Shouid Daspend. Alike Ubon the Rich and the Poor.””
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“WHEN SUMMER REALLY COMES
When we gof back to.town, last fall,
s+« We one and all agreed © .
That going to the mountaine 'was
. A'foslish thing indeed;
~ "It meant 4 long and dusty trip,
» With little at the end
Except a hot and stuffy room,
“_’_ith nq&h_ing t> commend.

3 table wax but #H1- sopplied,

: e;service worse than none, .  © |
#AnA there was. gaizht to do all day - |
+ "Bit Heep but #f the =un; : %

At night we'd sometimes have a hop

({Though_hatlng to take part),

Or from the parior would arise

Sweet “Paddy Duffy’'s Cart.”

+... When more than tired of the life
$ W L from day to day, 1

m‘\r_ 3 “ip some mountain side, |
And.try to At play;

Our Jiff’ vrent friends- will go; - -

Upstairs I hear a banjo twang
The old vacation strains,

And I, myself., to tell-the truth,
Am looking up the trains.

—Brooklyn Life.
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Prettiest Girl in the P

Grace E. Cody.
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HE 21xt of April had come and with
it the Pageant of Roses, about
which Pasadena girls and boys hed
been thinking and talking for weeks.
'The opera house was one great bower,
for the whole framework of the stage,
boxes and galleries was hidden by trail-
ing green britiches, dotted with roses.
Every seat in the house was filled and
people wére even packed in the aisles,
when the curtain finally rose, and the
audience suddenly-stopped complain-
ing about the heavy fragrance of the
flowers, in their wonder st the beauti-
ful tableau on the stage.
A lovely girl, dressed to represent
the goddess of flowers, was lying asleep
on moess-covered rocks, and, clustered
all about her, were little chiidren
whose costumes made them look like
yellow poppies, and whose soft little
eyelids were folded like hers. The
tifne was supposed to be a California
sutumn, when, after a long, dry sum-
mer, evervone was watching and wish-
ing for rain. Presently, ihe awful
Breath-of-the-Desert came stealing in.
He was a man in a suit of dark green
jghts covered with brightfspangles,
and his face had been painted the color
of ashes. It was a horrible kight to
»ale him pantifg and curving and vwisf-
fng about in his wicked glee at finding
the Goddess Flora fast asleep. Sudden-
1y, the soft music of the orchestra grew
loud and warlike, as the Breath-of-the-
Degert, by a waye of his sword, called
hiz army to follow him. In they
trooped =nd ‘what do you think they
were but a crowd of boys, dressed to
look like the ugly cactus that grows
all over the desert! A wmoment more
and they would have killed the lovely
Goddess and all ‘the poppies, too, but
flash!—like a sireak of white light-
ning, down from the mountains at the
back of the stage, came the glittering
Rain God—all in dazzling white and
si'ver—and the way his bright sword
went gleaming about, killing one cac-
* tus gftecanother, was ‘enchigh to make
you hold your breath. Last of all, he
+foufrhi *the’ Breath-of-the-Desert’ and
when he had him, like the rest, lying
dead upon the stage, the Rain God
looked up and smiled, for he saw com-
ing toward him the Maiden Spring,
who was really a aweet girl dressed in
green gauze, with bare white arms
holding high above her head an im-
mense green fern.  Hehind her came lit-
tls children ‘in white gauze and shin-
ing wings. They were the Fairy Rain-
drops, and, a moment Iater, the God-
dess Flora and the poppies roused from
their sleep and all joined in a happy
dance to joyous music.

“Beautiful!™ “Perfeat!™ people were
sayidg, 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 i= 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 eandanece. Mrs. Hackett wrote
the story of the Pageant and planned
the whole thing, but she says she
doesn’t belicre she could have made it
go without those two girls. Stella Bird
used to be called the prettiest girl in
Fasadena, but since Ethel Douglas
came here, it's & tie. 'Sh! there goes
the curtain.” b

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

Some one threw a great bunch of vio-
I=is that fell at Stella’s feet and she
eaught them up so gracefully, without
Iosing step in the march, 1hat 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
enough, Stella Bird and Ethel Douglas

wed the twin stars of the évening.
First, they appeared as snowy-robed
nuns in the march of the White Rose,
picturing the old mission days in Cali-
fornia; next, they led a court quadrille
ss haughty Duchesse Roses in blush-
ing gowns and with great pink hats
resting on their powdered hair; then
they were Gold and Ophir Roses from
the Orient, dressed in pink and yellow
snd carried im rose-covered sedan
chuirs; after that they danced gayly
out as Bossa of Castile, in black lace
Spanish cosisme, tossing basketfuls of
red roses about; and, finaily, they flut-
tered forth with great wavering wings,
as the yellow butterfifes that are said
to be born in the Neart of the Marechal
Niel roee. ~ But, slways, through
Ahe evening it was when ‘t::u ;-:u '-l.iilt:h
their sparkling : ry-like
mwﬂ tooflights that
‘{he audience showed mwost delight of

“The prettiest gizl in,the Eageant,?
Stella heard some one say. And she
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 pleased a
my complimengs,” Ethels was bnt
“I mever dréamed you'd bé jepldugt®;

“Feajous!{ ‘1 néver dredmped b Ji
praise 'would make ‘you- -Lmiﬂ'e 3
cried Stella. i

“Conceited!”™ 1

“Yes, I've been dreadfully mistaken
in you, Ethell”

“You mistaken in me!” Ethel's eyes
filled with tears. “Well, I'm horribly
disappointed in you. You needn't
think I'd have danced with you all

you'd act Fke this. I only'wizh Mrs.

Hackett ‘hadn't promised to give it
again to-morfow night.” F i S

“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 whola
thing.”

“Why, Stella Bird!
Hackett will feel!™

“] ean't help that!™

“Well, if you don't come, I won't
either—that’s all.”

“Suit yourself about that,” said Stel-
la, in a most provoking way, as she
drew on her cloak and went away to
find her father.

After breakfast, next morning, Stella
Bird was walking down the street ind
very unhappy frame of mind, when
Ethel passed, driving her father’s
horse. Mamie White was with h#r and
neither of the girls saw Stellg, who
went on with bitter, slighted feelings
in her heart. She wished she had not
zaid' she wouldn’t be in the Pageant
that night, for, to her dizmay, her
mother had not sympathired at all
about the quarrel with Ethel, and had
quite insisted that Mrs. Hackett should
not be disappointed in that way,

As Stella was walking slowly back
from town, a half hour later, she saw
little Neddie Baker running toward|
her as fast as his feet could go.

“A tur’ble accident, Stella!™ he cried,
hiz eyes wide with horror, “runaway
an’' smash-up, down here at the rail-
road crossing! Train ran into the car
riage an’ threw "em out!™

“Who?7 criedStella, . . 17,50

*“Oh, both of 'em—but che's hurt
worse! Oh, it’s awtul!”™ he almost
sobbed. “An’ she was the prettiest one
of "em all, last night!™

Btella’s knees began to shake,

“Is it very bad?” she asked, but Nea
was rusing on.

“*Fraid s0,” he called back. “Blood
all over her face. Can’t stop now—I'm
vn an errand for the doctor.”

Stella gave one borrified glance up
ithe street at the crowd gathering in
front of Mr. Douglas’ cottage. Then
she turned with a great sob, and ran al-
maost as fast as Neddie had gone, down
the walk that led to Mrs. Hackett’s
house. '

“Oh, Mrs. Hackett!" ghecried, brust.
ing into the suany reom where that
lady sat comfortably reading her
morning paper. “Oh, Mrs. Hackett!™
and down she went on her knees,
with her head in Mrs. Hackett’s lap:

“Why, Stella, child!™ began Mrs
Hackett, kindly, but her quiet man-
ner changed, as Btella tried to tell
her what had happened. “Come,
dear, come!” ghe cried. “It may not be
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 ean’t gol!” she sobbed. “Oh, Mrs.
Hackett, you den’t know—I've been so
wicked to her!”

At that instant came another rush
of steps, another bursting open 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
statne about Stella. At first sound
of that voice she sprang to her feet.
“Ethel Douglas, you're alive!™ she
screamed.

“Oh, Stella, T thought it was you
in that accident! Ned 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 encugh 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-
lax saye she’s scratehed up badly, but
not in danger. You ought to have
seen Ned, poor little fellow!  He
thought she was killed. and ‘you 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, FEthel and
Stella sat on a trunk together in the
dressing-room. Each had an immense
bouguet labeled: “For the Prettiest
Girl in the Pageant,” and each was
counting the roses in the bunch she
held. i

“Seventy-five,” sai@ 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 voun are the
prettiest girl in the Pageant, any-
way!™

“Oh. Stella I'm mot! You're the
prettiest, and the dearest, and the—"

*'Tisn't so!™ pipes a small voice, so
close behind them that it made them

Think how Alrs.

start. “Either of you isn't! It's
Lottie Page!™
Irrepressible Neddie PBEaker had

slipped away from his mother and
found his way behind the scenes.

“Poor, little Lottie!” said Stella.
softly. “She wns so disappointed not
to be here, to-uight!™

Then, at the same instant, she and
Ethel had the same iden, and a mo-
ment later, Ned Baker marched
; off with s huge bouguet un-
der each of his chubby arme

He had agreed to take them to the
prettiest girl in the Pageant.

through the Pageant if I had dreamed |,

Dr. Talmage Says Tt T a Preven-
tive of This World’s Ills,

[Copyright, 130, by Louls Klopsch.] ;
wasning.lnn.

De. Talmage is now traveling in Nor-

way, where he has béen deeply inter-

ested in the matural phenowena ag
the quaint social life of that wonder-

“he argtes] gaqutray; to jthe opinien of
many, thal religion is an active prinei-
ple which works constantly for the
‘welfare of body, mind and soul. 'His
text is Luke 14:34: “Salt is good.”
The Bible is a dictionary of the finest
similes. 1t employs, among ljving crea-
tures, storks and eagles and doves and
unicorns and sheep and caitle; among
trees, sycamore and terebinths and
pomegranates and- almonds+and ap-
ples; among ‘jewels, pearlsand ame-
thysts and jacinths and chrysoprases.
Christ uses no stale illustrations. The
Yilies that He placks for His sermons are
dewy fresh; the ravens in His 'dis-
courses are not stuffed specimens of
birds, but warm with life from wing
tipto wing tip; the fish He poinls te are
not dull about the gills, as though long,
captured, but a-squirm in the wet net
just brought up on the beach of Tiberi-
as, In my text, which is the perors-
tion of one of His rermops, He picks up
acrystaland holde It before His congre-
gation as an illustration ' of diving
grace in the heart, when He says what
we all know by experiment: *Salt is
good.”

I shall try to carry out the Saviour’s
idea in this pexs ang in the first place
say to you that grace is Ifke salt in its
beauty. In Galicia there are mines of
salt, with excavations and under-
ground passages reaching, T am told,
280 miles. Far under ground there are
chapels ard halls of reception, the col,
wmns, the altars and the pulpits of salt.
When the king and the princes come
to visit these mines, the whole place is
lluminated, and the glory of erystal
walls and crystgl ceilings and crystal
floors’and erystal colimns, ander the
glare of the torches and the lamps,
needs words of erystal to deseribe it,
But you need not go so faras that to
find the beauty of it, You live'in a
land which produces millions of bush-
els of it in a year, and you can take the
morning rail train and in a few hours
get to the salt mines and salt springg, |
And you bave this article morning.

. moon and night on your table.. Salt has

all the beauty 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 dla-
monds and the white tree hranches and
the splintera «nd the bridges of fire as
the sun glints them. There is more
architeetural ckill in one of thesecrys-
tals of salt than human {ogenuity 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 teil one-half the gloriesin
a salt erfstai. So with the graee of
God. It is perfectly beantiful. I have

paeen it smooth out wrinklésof cate from

the brow. I have seen it make an aged
man feel almost young again. Ihave
geen it lift.the stooping shoulders and
put sparkle into the dull eye. Solomon
discoveredits iherapeutiequalitieswhen
he said: “It is marrow to the bones.”
It helps to digest the food and t6 purify
the blood and to ealm the pualses and
quiet the spleen, and instead of Tym-
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

| speaking now_of a healthy xeligion—

not of that morbid religion that sits
for three hours on a gravestone read-
ing Harvey's “Meditations Ameng the
Tombs”—a religion that prospers best
in a bad state of the liver! I spesk of
the religion that Christ preached. . 1
suppose when that religion has eon-
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
physical pang Heaven will have him.
But the chief beaunty of grace is in
the soul. It- takes that which was
hard and eold and - repulsive and
makes it all over again. It pours
upon one’s nature what David calls
“the beauty of holiness.™ It extir-
pates everything that is hateful and
unclean.  If jealousy and. pride and
lugt and worldliness lurk about, they
gre chained and have a very small
sweep. ' Jesus throws upon the soul
the fragrance of a summer garden as
He comes in, saying, “I am tne rose of
Sharon,” and He submerges it with
the glory of & spring morning as He
says: “I am the light” Oh, how
much that graece did for the three
Johps! It took John Bunyan, the
foul mouthed, and made him John
Bunyan, the immortal dreamer. It
took John Newton, the infidel sailor,
and in the midst of the burricane
made him cry out: *“My mother’s
God, have merey upon me!” It took
John SBummerfield from a life of sin
and, by, the hand of a Christian maker
of edge tools, led him into the pulpit
that burns still with the light of that
Christian cloguence which ¢
thousands to the Jesus whom he ance
despised. Ah, you may search all the
earth over for anything so beautiful
or beautifying as the grace of God.
Go all through the deep mine pas-
sages of Wieliczka and amid the un-
derground kingdoms of salt in Hall-
stadt, and show me anything so ex-

this: grace of God:fashioned and hung
in eternzl erystals. ;

Again, grace is like mlt in the fact
that it is a necessity of life. - Man
and beast perish without salt. “What
are thoss paths across the western
prairies? Why, they were made there
by ilrer an, buffalo going to and com-
ing away from the sait “licks.”  Chem-
ists and physicians all the world over

.Am! so with the graes of God;

| wounld be

1 respect!

quisite. 50 transcendently beautiful as{

- T
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RELTGION 0P CHRIST,

orF i’ medicits' to' e taken aftet pow-
dérs'and minstitd ‘plasters havé failed
‘to do_ their work; but ordinerily e
mere superfluity, a string of bells
‘around a-hore’s neck while hd draws
the 'load; and in'nowise helping him
| to draw jt. So far from that, I declare

e grice of God to be the first and.
the last necessity. It is food we must
take. or starye into an_ eternity of
famige. ' It is clothing withouf which
we freeze 10 the mast of infinite ter-
vor. -1t la the plank; and the only
'plank, on .which we-ecan float shore-
ward., It is"the ladder, find’ the only’
ladder; on Which we ean climb up into
the light.» It is & positive necessity

a4 for the soul! “You csn tell very easily

what "the efféct would be if a' perspn,

fol 1snd. In hia @iscourse this week,) refused to take galt into’ the body.

The energies would fail, the lungs
would struggle with the ajr, slow
fevers. would crawl through the brain,
the heart would fluttey, and the life
gone. Balt a necessity for
the life:of the body; the grace of God
a necessity for the life of the soul.
(* Amain T remark that grace is like
=alt in abundance. God has strewp
salt in vast profusion all over the con-
tinents. Russia seems built on a salt-
eellar. There:is-one region of that
country that:tirns out 90,000 tons in
a year. England and Ruseia and Italy
Have inexhatistiblé resoufces in this
Norway and Sweden, white
with snow above, white with salt be-
neath. Austria, yielding 900.000 tons
ahnuoally.” Nearly all the nations rich
in it—rock salt, spring ealt, sea salt.
Chgist, the Creator of the world, when
He uttered our text, knew it would
.become more and more significant As
ihe shafts were sunk and the springs
were bored and the pumps were worked
and “the crystals were gathered. So
the grace of God is abundant. It is for
all lands, for all ages, for all eondi-
tions. It seems to undergird é&very-
thing. Pardon for the worst sin, com-
fort far the sharpest suffering. bright-
est light for the thickest darkmness.
Around about the salt lakes of SBaratov
| 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 ery out to
Goll for Hiz mercy there would be
enough for all—for those farthest gone
in sin, for the murderer standing on
the dropof the gallows.: It is an ocean
of mercy; and if Europe and Asia, Afri-
ca, North'and South America and all
the islands of the sea went down in it
to-day they would have room enough,
to. wash and come up clean, Let.no
man.think that his case is too tough
a one for God to act upon. -Though
your sin may be'deep and raging, let
me tell you thatQod's grace-is a bridge
not built on earthly piers, but sus-
t pended-and spanning the awful chasm
of Yodr guilt, one end resting upon the
rock of eternal promises and the other
on the foundations of Heaven. Demet-
rins wore a robe mo incrusted with
jewels thal no one after him ever dared
to wear. it, but opr King, Jesus, takes
off the robe of His righteousness, a robe
blood éyed and Heaven impearled, and
reaches out to, the worst wretch in
all the earth and says: “Put that on}
Wear it now! Wear it forever.”
‘Agalin, the grace of God is lke salt
in“the way we coime at it. The salt
on the surface is almost always impure
—that which incrusts the Rocky moun-
tains and the South American pampas
and in India; but the miners go down
through the shafts and: through the
dark labyrinthe 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
Ties that makes up the nation’s wealth.
To get to the best =aline springs of
the earth huge machinecy goes down,
boring depth below depth, depth below
depth, until from under the very
roots of the mountains the saline wa-
ter ‘supplies-the aqueduct. This wa-
ter is brought to the surface and is
exposed in-tanks to the sun for evap-
pration, or it is put in boilers mightily
heated, and the water evaporates, and
the salt gathers at the bottom of the
tank—the work is completed, and the
fortune iz made, So with the grace of
God, It is to be profoundly sought
after. With all the cancentered ener-
gies of body, mind and squl we must
dig for it. No man stumbles accident-
ally on it. We need to go down to the
very lowesf strata of earnestness and
faith to find it. Superficial exploration
will not turn it up. We must strive and
implore and dig until we strike the
epring foaming with living  waters.
Then the work of evaporation begins.
and as when the saline waters are ex-
posed to the sun, the vapors float away,
leaving mothing 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
pride and selfishness and worldliness
float off, and there it chiefly left be-
neath pure white holiness of heart.
Then, as in the caze of the salt, the
furnace is added. Blazing troubles,
gtirred by smutted stokers of dark-
pess, quicken the evaporation of world-
liness, and the erystallization of grace.

Have you not been in énough trouble
to have that work goon? 1 was read-
ing of Aristotle, who said there wasa
field of flowers in Sicily so sweet that
once & hound, eoming on the track of
game, came to that field and was be-
wildered by the perfumes and so lost
the track. Oh, that our souls might be-
come like “a field which the Lord hath
blessed” and exhale so much of the
sweetness of Christian character that

TR TR b T
aciencs that the God of the universeis
the God of the Hible. How strange it ia
that in all their magnificent sweep of
the telescope they ‘have not seen the
morning star of Jesths and that'in all
ftheir experifments with light and heat
threy have not seen the light and felt
the ‘warmth of the Suwr' of Righteous-
ness! . We want more of the salt of
God's in our lomes, in our
schools, in_our eolleges, in our social
life, in our Christianity. And that
which has it will live; that which has

THE ORIENTAL BIDE.

How Chinese Dignitaries View the’
. Present Trouble in the East.

—_—

Ia Charitysnd Good Oenscience Their
" Arguments Are Wephy of Con-
530 bideziigsn hyithe Amer-

iean Besple,

it not will die. 1 proclaim'the tend

ey of everyihing earthly to putrefacs
tion and death—the religion of Christ
theonly preservative. .

.My, subject is one of great congratu=
lation, to.those who have within their
souls this gospel antiseptic. This sak$
will preserve them through the tempta-
tions and sorrows of life and through

the apes of eternity. Ido not mean to |

say that you will have a smooth time
because you are a Christian; On the
eontrary, if you do your whole duty, I
will promise you a rough time. Yon

march through an ememy's country,-

and they will try to double up both
flanks snd to cut you off from your
source of supplies. The wir you wage
will not be with toy arrows, but sword
plunged to the hilt and sporring onm
your steed over heaps of the slain. But
I think that God omnipotent will see
you through. 1think He will. But why
do I talk like an atheist when I ought
to say I know He will? *“Kept by the
power of God through faith unto come
plete salvation.” a

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 hours
that we rode together in the cars he
recited to me the scenes through
which he had passed in the ecivil war,
He said that there came one battle
upon which everything seemed to
pivot. ‘Telegrams from Washington
said that the life of the nation de-
pended on that struggle. He said to
me: “I went into that battle, sir,
with my son.~ Hiz mother and J
thought evérgfiing’’ ¢f : him. You
know how = father will feel toward
his son who. is coming up manly and
brave and good. Well, the battle
opened and concentered, and it waas
awful. Horsex and riders bent and
twisted and piled up together. It waa
awful, sir. We quit firing and took
to ‘the point of the bayonet. Well,
sir, 1 didn’t feel like myself that day.
1 had prayed to God for strength for
that particular battle, and I went'into
it feeling that I had in my right arm
the'strength of ten giants.” And as
the ‘governor brought his arm down
on the back of the seat it'fairly made
the car tremble. - “Well,* he said, “the
battle was desperate, but after awhile
we gained. a little, and ‘we marched
on a little. I turned round to the
troops and shouted: ‘Come on,
boys!’ and-I stepped across m dead
goldier, and, lo, it was my son! 1
eaw at the first glance he was dead,
and yet I did ot dare to stop a min-
ute, for ileerikls had come in the:
battle. So I just got down om my
knees, and I threw my arms aroynd
him, and I gave him one good kiss
and said, ‘Good-by, dear,’ and sprang,
up and ‘shouted “Come om, boys!'”
8o it is in the Christian confliet—it is
a fierce fight, Eternal ages seem de-
pending on the strife, = Heaven im

[Epecial Wast Letter.]
FYHE Ptolemaic theory of the umni-

verse was accepted by the scien-

"tific world tntil Copernicus dem-
Jnstrateditserrors. The earthis round,
aot flat. And yet, upon the theory of
the flatness of the earth, the ancient
astronomers ecalculated eclipses and
and returnings of comets.

Truth iz difficult to obtain, that is,
the whole truth. Consequently man-
kind gropes in error on many points,
some-imes for many centuries. Well-
established beliefs are so well en-
trenched that even when their errors
are démonstrated people grudgingly
take the truth at its' full value. There
is a race of people on earth which con-
sistently and persistenily refuses to
accept the truth, as it is seen and ac-
knowledged by hundreds of millions

- —

Buddhism snd Brahmanizm giveni
By whom wes Confucius taught; mns
whence came the impulses which

Zoroaster and Mahomet to stand f

with such strength to teach their peo-
ple? H those men camé as spirits of
evil, sarely it is strange that they
taught people how to be good and how

same source whence our Teacher came,
‘have we license to fight and oppose
them? These are problems too mighty
to be decided without reflection, par

When we read of the blind fanati
cism of the Chinese mobs, and when
we are incensed beyond measure with
their deeds, might it not be well for
us to r ber the inguisiti Bk
Bartholomew’s day, Latimer, Ridley
and the alleged witches of Salemi
Before we cast out the mote from
the eyes of the Chinamen let ua look
for the beams in our own eyes. When
we rea. of the treatment ol our mis
sionaries and are moved to anger and]
wrath, might it not be well for us
and for our missionanes who are per-
secuted to repeat the words of Ome
who suffered: “Father, forgive them.
They know not what they do.”

Talking with a learned Chinaman,
and hearing his appeal for charitable

of people. Earnestly and  cc

tiously the Jews cling to the belief tha } .

God gave to their ancestors all of the
traths of religion which are worth
knowing, and they sincerely = believe
that all iuspired writings were made

by the hands of their prophets, priests |

and kings. -
As a matter of fact every brain is
‘capable of receiving imspired truth.
Inspiration came not only to the writ-
ers of the Old Testament, and fo the
writers of the New Testament, but io
many others, even unto this day and
generation. The utterances of Abra-
bam Lincoln at Gettysburg were in-
spired from the same sonrce whence
came the inspiration of the authorship
of the book of Job. We may as well go
back and accept the Ptolemaie theory
of the unmiverse, and reject that of
Copernicus, as to permit ourtelves to
believe that inspiration ceased when
& few men died, and that the universal
Father d. to unicate with
His children when the sage of Patmos
was gathered unto his fathers.
“Your Christian religion is good,
but it astumes that the Father loved
a limited few of His children,” says the
Chinése minister to 'thix republic.
“Where is there any foundation in the-
bistory of mankind to warrant the
sssumption that the thousands of mil-
lions of human beings in. the orient:
were overlooked by  their Creator?
They do not believe that they have
been .overlooked. They know to the

contrary.” . a
One of, the intelligent members of
the Chinese embassy here (and they
sre all learned men) says: “Diplomats
cannot talk about religion. They must
particularly’ avoid talking on such sub-
'jeets! for ' publication. ' Nevertheless
you may ‘be :sure that all of us have
views, and not on¢ of us for a moment
believes, or wilkever believe, that the
Creator sent mapy thousands of mik
lions of people to cwell in China with-
out religion and without fhe lowe of
the Fathér of all mankind, or that
positive information concerning. . the
plans and purposes of God was com-
jeated alone to u few people in one

waiting for the bulletins to a
the tremendous issue. Hail of shot,
gash of saber, fall of battle ax, groan-
ing on every side. We cannot stop
for loss or bereavement or anything
else. With one ardent embrace and
one loving kiss we utter our fare-
wells and then ery: “Come on. boys!
There are other heights to be cap-
tured; there are other foes to be con-
quered; there are other crowns to be
won." ;

Yet, as one of the Lord’s surgeons,
T must 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 of = wound,
ami so I take this salt- of Christ’s
Gospel and put it on the lacerated
soul. It smarts a Mitle at first, but
see—the bleeding stops, and, lo, the
flesh comes again as the ‘flesh of a
little child. “Salt is good.” “Comfort
one another with these words.”

Am Example of Homely Thrift.

A few years ago two women and &
man strolled into a bicycle store in
Gla early one mornnig. They
explained that they had reached the
city only that morning, and they had
seen an advertisement announcing:
second-hand bieycles for sale at an ad-
joining store. But it was not open.
They asked the storekeeper if he had
sny second-hand ladies' bicycles for
gale. - He had not, but he showed
them some new ones. After examin-
ing several, the man said: “Well, my
dear, 1'll buy you a nmew one, but it
must do for your Christmas box.”
This was in September. The store-
keeper asked whither it should be
sent. “The Marquis of Lorme, Rose-
peath,” was the reply. The members

of this party, which was leoking vp |’ I

second-hand bicycles at an early hour
in the morning, consisted of the mar-
quis of Lorne, his wife, the Princesa
Louise and her lady-in-waiting. With
the storekeeper the incident e
history, and one from which he drew
a highly moral lesson in thrift—Chi-
cago Evening News.
Metrepolls of Sengx Birds.

Capt. G. E. Shelley, an English orni-

thologist who has devoted special at-

the b ds of t ptation, g on
onr track, might loge it and go howling
back with disappointment! -

But, I remark again, that the grace of
God is like the =alt in its preservative
quality. - You know that salt absorbs
the moisture of articles of food and in-
fuses them with brine, which preserves
them for a long while. Salt is the
great antiputrefactor of the world.
Experimenters, in preserving food
have tried sugar and smoke and air-
tight jars und everything.else, but as
long as the world stands Christ's words
will be suggestive, and men will admit
that aa a great presetvative “salt is

i good.” But for the grace of God'the

earth,would have become a stale ear-
cass long before this. That grace is the
only preservative of laws and constitu-
tions and literatures. Just as soom as
a government. loses this salt of divime
grace it perishes. Tiv philosopny of
ihis.day. 5o far az it i= antagonistie to
this religion, putrefies and stinks. The
great want of our schools of learning
fand our institutiens of science to-day

is, not more Leyden jars and galvanic

:fbatteries awd ‘speetroscopes and phil-

osophical apparatus, but more of that

grace that will teach our men of

tention to Afrlean birds, says that Af-
rica may fairly claim to be “the me-
tropolis of song birds." It is the win-
ter home of a large proportion of the
most attractive small birds of northern
Europe, including. the nightingale, the
swallow and many of the warblers, and
the bush resounds with their melody.
Africs also possesses a great number
of remarkable and beautiful birds of
its own.—Youth's Companion.
A Heopeless Case.

Lawyer—Perhaps we can make out
an alibi! i

Prisoner—I'se 'fraid not! Dar warn't
no pra'r-meeting dat night, no re-
vival, de Tennyson clubdidn’t meet dat
night, nor de Bocial Purity 'leagne—
and, besides,-dey kotched me comin'
right out ob de coop. wif de chickens!
—Puck.

Obliging.

Mre. Youngwife—1 want five pounds
of sugar, please.

Dealer—Yes, ma'am; shaii I send it
for you? | k
“No, I'll take {t with me if it isn’t tos
hl',‘-" | Hie
“I'll make it as light as possible foe
you, ms'sm."™ & Press

of the smallest corners of the earth,™ ;
' We were talking about the condi-
tions in. China, and the batred mani-
fested towards the missionaries there.
Bpeaking in perfect English, he said:
“I notice that Salvation Army men and
women have been mobbed in Deaver
and other, large cities of this coun-
try, and yet they were teaching the
Christian réligion, as théy understand
it. I have read in your newspapers
that Mormon teachers in Tennessee,
Kentucky, Alabama and other states
have been mobbed and driven away.
Eupposing that the people of

bave less intelligence than your own
people, is it strange to you that they
should resent the efforts which have

L& %

been made io foist upon them a re-
ligion which they do nmot want? If
they resort to mob violence, are they
uot doing exactly what your own peo-
ple do when they are wrought to frenzy
upon the subject of religion?”

If we consider all of the doctrines
and graces of our accepted religions,
and admit that “the greatest of these
is charity,” we must admit the foree
of these observations. We must hesi-
tate to assume that “we know it all,”
and that others ereated like unto our-
selves have been ignored by their Cre-
ator. We must admit that they have
as much right, according to their
lights, to believe that Confueius, their
great teacher, was inspired and spoke
as one having authority, as we have to
believe in the teacher who has sent
unto us us one speaking by authority.
Christian charity must compel us to
admit this much, even though we are
saturated with the belief that they are
wrong, and that they will ultimately
ser the light as we have been taught to
ser it.

The reference to the persecution of
Sa'vation Army and Mormon people
pertinently leads us to wonder what
cur people would do if they saw mis-
sionaries comiog to their homes and
taking the children away to lead them
to believe that Buddha or Confucius
alune gave the whole truth concerning
the emancipation, elevation and salva-
tion of the soul.

Conversation with the learned men
ot the orient leads up to the proposi-
tion that we must charitably consider
the people to whom a different religion

“‘_- tion, ily stirs the

! WIS
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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 com
sideration for the people who have
another side of the story to tell; a
side which we do not understand.

They believe, and who shall gainsay
their right to belieye, that the same
God who loved our little part of the
world, also loved their greater part
of the world, and gave them a religion
which is as wéll adapted to their qual
ity of brain as our religion is ealeu
lated for our quality of brain. They
believe that we have ‘mo right to as
same that we'are better than théy are
and that God has favored us with
greater light and love. Therefore they
resent our assumption of superiority.
and ask us to take owr missionaries
away from their land, to cease prose
Iyting their children.
* The people called “Boxers™ are mot
the brutal and degrading. .monsters
they have been pictured. On the con-
trary they are patriots resenting the
efforts which are being made to de-
stroy their religion, their customs.]
their self-respect—everything that
-_m:n apd patigns hold.in reverence and
Rdnor. * 42152 f,

One Sunday night recently in a
church where a large missi ¥ col-

to worship. If they came from the|

ticularly b; le who belléve i ! ep
cularty by people who belévs n,ghar ] ok She Gl Tob of

1 ¥ cipaisgd has  wit-
ne’::‘ed m just once in her long
ﬂ_f‘n:. gt e 7 1 1

In Kansas it is ¢ to start &
magazine which shall be contributed
1o only by residents of Kansas.

Col.” Haflen-Powell, the defender of
Mafeking, was a t of the
London Chronicle-during'the Matabels

War.

r wigs
s, where-
as those of the prince of Wales are
allowed sevén rows, and those of the
lowil - mayor éf London ate given only

BT o sl &
huol;wnhesu

A big undertaking
by the publishing house of,
in the “Victoria History of the Coun-
ties' of England.” Tt in 160
litge oetavo volumes, and will cost
$1,464 a et L el

Count Leo Tolstoi is ably assisted
in his litétary work by his two dangh-
ters, Tatjsna and: Marcha, who have
more than. ordinary {alent. “How-
ever great I,may ve.as a movelist,”
eays the count, “I am much greater
as a correspondent, but that’s be-
eanse my two girls write all my let-
ters.™ s e T

Mrs. Flizabeth Cady Stanton does
not: approve of the recommendation
made by several New York magis-
trates that wife-beating’#shonld be
punished by flogging. She says: “The
real cure for wife-beating.is to be
found .not, in disciplining an ocea-
sional brute, but in teaching men to
respect women." arir

Travelers to Drumtbchty, Scotland,
‘'will now 1hiss the' familiar figure of
‘Peter ‘Bruce, the historic guard (im-
mortglized: by “Ian Maclaren™), who
dor. the long peciod of 35 years has
guided the train between Kjldrummie
and the junction. Though still a hale
amd hearty septuagenariap, railway
requirements have néce ted his
removal to the less onerous post of
gatekeeper at the Moss house, a cross-
ing about' thréequarters of a mile
from the junction: C

THE HINKSEY DIGGERS.

Finest Underav of Oxford
Universfiy ‘Under Joha Rus-
kin's Leadérship.

£ s g B
“The Hinksey Diggers” spunds not
unlike the lat of dern
baseball teams,. and swas, indeed, the
literal title of a memorable group of
college athletes. So far, however,
from’ being characterized by tousled
hair and turbulent manners, as the
name might suggest, the Hinksey Dig-
gers numbered some of the finest un-
dergraduates of Oxfdrd university, un-
der the captainey of John Buskin him-
self, says Youth’s.Companipn.

In 1873 the greai-art lIgetorer let
fall some words ah the aiml
of Oxford sports, . He could not but
believe that the same training of
museles might be turnéd to better ac-
eount in some work of loeal or na-
tional henevolence. ' The idea cap-
tured- the stwdents' famey, and Rus-
kin was urged to embody it in =
working plan. 1 yint

A  npeighboring village of Hinksey
was'inhabited by wery  poor
The single road was so full of ruts,
depressions and. . rubbish, that ecarts
avoided it and worked their individ-
ual way over the tiny village green,
which was thus spoiled both as a park
amd a ‘playgronnd.  The question

lection was taken the writer listened
to the stories of missionaries about the
terrible doings of the people in po-
called heathen lands, how  mothers
threw their bahes into the Ganges, ané
all that sort o thing. That very night
in South Washington a young whitel
girl was brutally beaten and - killed
by a negro; and on the following Mon-
day morning, in an alley on the same
block where the church stands, a moth-
er took a strap and beat her child al-
most- to death with a heavy strap, and
would have killed ber little one but
for the interference of others. There
are many thoughtful men and women
who believe that home missionaries
are needed all over this Christian land,
and that they are needed more than
foreign missionaries.

Missionaries are unfortunstely the
advance guards of the civilization of
pelf; the unconscious ‘and innocent
agents of merchants and kings, whe
seek not the salvation of souls, but
the aecquisition of wealth and terri-
tory. Great Britain produces opium in
India, sends it to China, and with the
pulp of the poppy she destroys the
body and brain of the Chinaman; she
follows her drug with large consign-
ments of missionaries. Other nations
pursue the same course, knowing that
ultimately the missionaries will be
sacrificed. Then, for the sake of “the
national honor,” armies are sent,
China will be dismembered, and rapine
rule where once was peace and plenty.

This is the Chinaman’s side of the
story. 1Is it not worthy consideration,
in charity and good conscience?”

_______ SMITHD. FRY.
Ne Harm im Trriag It.

“Do you know of any preparation
that will make one's hair wavy and
inclined to curl?” i

“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.”-—-Chi-
cago Tribune.

Her Cymielsm.

“Why does a fairy tale customarily
end: 'And they were married and lived
happily ever after?"”

“That has come to be essential,” re-
plied Miss Cayenne. “That is what
shows it is a fairy tale."—Washington
Star.

Ounly One Daager.

“With my arm around you, you
should fear nothing,” he said.

“Except gossip,” she replied, ss she
guietly disengaged herself.

After all, there are some things that
woman understands better than man.|
—Chicago Post.

Tws Views of It.

Mr. Dix. (at the reception)—What a
charming lady Miss Hix is, my dear.
It’s a lncky thing I didn’t meet her be-
fore I married you.

Mrs. Dix—Indeed it is—for Misa Hix
~—Chicago Daily News.

» What 5t Was.

‘eacher (niter some explanation) -
Now, children, what s an éﬁid!nh‘!)‘.
Scholar—It’s ' where every.

has been given. By whom was

to school for ever s0 long.—Detralt
Free Press,

body gets sick and we dom’t ha' .qﬁ
- we ve to g

Would tné wondergraduates
volunteer to mend this road?

Bixty men having dome so, Prof.
Ruskin * supplied ‘pidks, "spades and
shovels, and brought down his own
gardener to superintend the digging.
Drains were scientifically laid, hol-
lows filled, banks turfed and planted,
and native ferns and mosses con-
served. For months the master him-
eelf, in blue coat nnd ear-tabbed bine
cap, worked gayly with his boyish ad-
herents-—-some representing the proud-
est families of England—by the road-
side, breaking stones.

From the disk-thrower of antiqoe
sculpture to the moving pictures of
the latest prizesfight; from the ocea-
sional “kill him. kill him," of the foot-
iall enth t to the devoted helpful-
ness of the Hinksey ; from the
tobacco-reeking ball of the six-days’
bicycle race to the Brokaw field, com-
memorative of that student who gave
his 'life to save two servants, ath-
letics in their age have played many
parts. Rightfully apprehended, tlu,’
are sinews of war and of peace, of
health and grace, and wholesomeness
to the youth of any land. The Hink-
sey digging will probably never be
repeated, but its principle — that
strength of body and health of mind
ought to result in = happier life all
around—goes marching on. In this
movement, happily, the very breath
ol the best modern life, every one of
us, the rank and file, may quicken the"

pace. . j

| ———
«pld Glery” Must Geo the Top =f
the Mast Every and AR

Else Below.

Tt isn't everybody who knows how to
throw the ‘American colors to the
breezes, says a writer in the Philadel-
phia Record. Flag raisings are every-
day oecurrences, but there are few
people among those in charge, be they
ever so patriotie, who are cognizant of
the fact that Old Glory tops everything

possessions,

in the American and must
never go below under- any eircum-
stances. At many of the flag raisings
there are pennants umfolded on the
same poles, and generally the mistake
of placing the pennantat the top, over
the flag, is made. This is very irritat-
ing to the regular navy men, who re-
gard such an act in their ranks as.de-
serving of dismissal. A number of the
officers stationed at League island navy
yard have time and again had the flag
given its proper place‘gn poles in va-
rious parts of the city, especially over

hoolhouses downtown. On last Dec-
oration day there was s flag :
over fhe Matthew W. A
Sixteenth and Porter sireets, and
- penmawt; which- contained the schosl
name, was placed at the top of the

that the country’s eolorsshould be put
at the top, and the error was immedi-
3 corrected. Recently the same

mistake was made at National park, on
the Delaware river. The irritating
7 ‘messenger was dispatched in 2
> ‘to have the positions of the flag

pole. Word mmmmh"

]




