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. want to show them how stupid they
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A PICTURE MEMORY PAINTS

- am tired of the eity,
A e ty, with its bustle,
-am weary of the squalos, of the poverty,
the gin,
ind I turn from trade’s activity delighted-
: I¥ to dream
am again a barefcot rover "long the mar-
. =in of a stream,
VYhere the willows @ip their branches in
.. the water's placid flow,
#'here the dog-wood blossome floated In the
land-of-long-agn,
And I dream-of that low cottage, weather-
beaten, out-of-date,
And the hollyhocks that huddled *round
the old front gate.

Vemory paints for me a picture of a sap-
ling for a pole,

A linen cord, hooks, bobbers, and the
shaded fishing-hole,

A boy who woreone gallus—always twist-
€d, by the by~ .~

In one edkner of the picture waterJflies add
the ‘chrome

Of thelr hearts, & small reminder of the
Sun: i of ithat home,

Where to wreathed porch, low door-
=tep, flowered pathways lead you

_ straight -

From the hollvhocks that huddled round
ithe old front gate.

4As 1 dreaming view the picture I can hear
ithe mellow tone
Cf the cow-bells clanging vespers in the
clearing alder-grown,
And there comes old Bossy's moolng, just
as even lizhts the =tars,
And the thud of falling timbers—some one
letting down the bars.
Ah, to be a child of Nature once again
I'd glad resign
The all that fame has brought me; yea, the
sordid wealth that's mine,
Go care-free and happy-hearted forth to
2 make my peace with Fate,
‘Ieath the hollyhocks that huddle "round
the ald front gate.
~Roy Farrell Greene, in Ladies’ World,
New York.

§ Wanted No Rore Scicnce

Ther Would Rather Taurn Hopest Than Go
Through Such an Erperichce Agmin.

Y RESPECTABLE friend, Mr.

Simbell, who had left the skilled
prufession of housebreaking for the
mwore humérum but safer occupation
of coal dealer, is a man with a consid-
erable sense of humor.

“I ean tell you a story about me
and Andy and Patsy Dallington that
isn’t baé fun,” he =aid to me one éay.

“It was like this. Andy and me
often met at the Angel in Brixton,
and one day we were together and
pretiy hard up. Well, in comes Patsy—
a fellow I pever cared much for, al-

though he amd Andy chummed to-
gether, We saw he'd something on his
mind, and 1 thought he wanted me
gone, but Andy would make me stop
for it. Patsy had been down near
Leatherhead to see some friends, and
he thought he'd spotted a good thing.

**Ever heard of Sir Miles Harold,
sir? O, you have.  Well, then, you
kunow that he was nearly a millionaire,
if rot guite. His father was a big con-
tractor, but Miles was ome of them
scientific genis, always = bothering
with chemitals and thirgs of that sort.

“Patzy came down with the news
that it was a place worth cracking.
Sir Miles had got some splendid gold
amd silver plate, and, as the house
wasn't well guarded, it was an easy
job.

“*You crack it, then, Patsy,” ses 1.
‘I'm a hit superstitions about scientific
gents”

“*‘It’s as easy as winkin’," be =es.
*The old fool thinks nothing but about
his playthings."

“Andy looked at me and winked.
and then told Patsy to dry np while
him and me talked it over. At last we
decided that Andy should go down and
have a look at the job hisself, and if it
was &ll right we should go in partner-
ship over H.

“Me went the pext day. He was
there a day or two and came back
quite enthusiastie, and we set to work
at. onece.

“We kired a greepgrocer’s carl, with
a fast pony, to do the job with. Patsy
drove down to Leatherhead, and Andy
and me went by train. Patsy was to
look after the cart while Andy and me
got the swag, but the programme had
to be altered. The morning we et out
1 slipped on the wet pavement, and
came down on my arm. It wasn't
broken, but it was badly bruised and
my wrist was sprainedy, and 1 bad to
be odd man out “stead of Patsy.

“1 drew up outside the house as near
to the grounds as T could get, and my
chums went on. It was a capital night,
no moon. but starlight.

“Paisy had marked a swing window
1o the larder, and, being a slim chap.
he wriggled through and went round
te the dining-room window and let
Andy in.

“The best of the plate was keptina
cabinet in the dining-room. It only
inok Patsy @ minute or two to pick
the lock, and Andy sucked in his
breath at the sight inside. They were
bugy storing it in the bag, when sud-
denly the room blazed with light—
electrie light, of course—and a guiet
voice said: ‘Please put your hands
above your heads, or 1 must shoot.’

“It was such a knockdown surprise
that their hands went up almost by
themselves, mnd they serewed round
their heads to szee Bir Miles—a pale,
dreamy-looking gent, with a big fore-
head—standing in a doorway with a
revolver covering them.

“ ‘Dion’t give me the trouble to shoot,
gentlemen; it would make such a
nasty mess on the carpet,’ ses he. ‘Car-
ruthers, bring me some cord.’

“4 big young fellow stepped for-
ward with a laugh and began fasten-
ing their hands and elbows together,
after which he hobbled their feet.

“When they were trussed up Sir
Miles commanded them to follow him,
and they shuffied along, with the
voung chap behind. He led them into
the workshop and made them sit
cown. :

““Very interesting capture, Caruth-
ers,” said Sir Miles, ‘Burglars?’

“Yes, sir,’ ses Carruthers.

“*You are not very intelligent mem-
bers of your profession,’ he ses to
Andy and Pat. ‘or you would not have
come here. Carruthers oblige me by
going outside and coming in by the
window as these gemtlemen did. 1

were.! =

styas sir! he ses, and he went out,
ndpm-ml_v-helldmtnthnbe-
gaa ringing softly. ‘He is gctl.inlg
through the window nnw.,'_ ses Bir
Miles. “And this bell'—pointing te E.

her—'ranggwhen yvou' opemed the
::lllﬁne‘l. You were m‘{t’dingly fool-

venged on Mr, Miles.

them.

““If you'll let ve go, sir,’ kes Andy,
speaking his politest, “we'll never be
foolish no more. You're too elever a
gent for us, sir,’

“*Carruthers,’ he sex when his man
came in again, *this foolish person sug-
gesta that I should let them go. He
does not kmow how well timed this
visit is. A capital opportunity for
trying my new battery, Carruthers,

“Carruthers s¢rewed up hix face.

“4I don’t think I should, sir,’ ses he,

“*Why not?*

“*It might kill them, sir.!

**0," ses Sir Miles, as careless ax you
please, ‘they're lusty fellows; and, be-
sides, they broke into my house.

“Poor Andy and Patsy, sir, were in a
bad way. Andy scs he wae sweating
till it trickled down him, and Patsy
was taken different, for he was shiver-
ing till hiz teeth chattered. What it
was they didn’l know, but it was plain
it was something awful. They begged
Sir Miles again and again—Patey was
erying—to have mercy ard let 'em go.
When that did no good they fell to
swearing awful, and threatened Sir
Miles, but it didn’t make a ha-porth
of difference. He only gmiled and gaid
it was too good an opportunity to bz
lost.,”

“He and. Carruthers cleared the bot-
ties and things off two tables, and
lifted Patsy on one and Andy on the
other,

“*I'm afraid, sir,’ Carruthers began,
as he got out some awful-looking in-
strument, but Sir Miles ses:

“*0, they're strong—they'll stand it.
And, anyway, I don’t care.

“They touched Andy with the in-
strument in the back. A terrible pain
darted through him, he =said; the worst
he had ever =uffered, and he eouldn’t
help sereaming. Then they tried it on
Patsy, and he suffered the same,

“ Acts beautifully, doesm’t it?" ses
Carruthers.

“*‘Pooh!’ ses Sir Miles; ‘turn op a
stronger current. 1'm deeply indebted
to these gentlemen for this oppor-
tunmity.’

“*And that fiend,’ went on Andy,
‘gave us another dose worse than the
other, The pain was something awful.’

“How long it lasted they couldn’t
say; but at last the two torturers
whispered together and then wemt to
the groaning men and examined their
backs.

““Good heavens, sir—look!® ses Car-
ruthers. ‘We'd better send for the doe-
tor, or—"

“No,! ses Sir Miles; Tl give them
a note to take to one of the hospitals
in town. They're in no danger for an-
other six hours, and they can almost
walk it in the time.’

“He sat down and wrote it, and then
Patsy and Andy were set loose. They
looked awful, they said, and Sir Miles
gave them a stiff dose of brandy.

“*‘Now, gentlemen, he ses to "em.
‘I'm very muech obliged to you for com-
ing here. I have been ennbled to carry
out an experiment that will make me
famous. Hurry off to London as quick
as yon can, and give this note to one of
the 'ospital surgeons. The doctor you
give it to will understand from my let-
ter how t{o cure you; but if you don’t
want to be paralyzed for life, you'd bet-
ter get to London in less than six
hours."

“Xow, I'd been getting in a funk, sir.
waiting for 'em. 1 expected them back
inside half an hour, and they’d been
gone more than an hour. My nerves
were like a jelly, and I was just ready
for a bolt when I heard a door slam. 1
knew then there was something wrong.
and started off; but before I could get
into the road my two chums came down
the drive. You never saw anyithing
like their faces, sir!

“ ‘We're done for!’ ses Andy. ‘If we
can’t reach the "orspital in three hours
we're dead men!’

“Rit by bit, sir, az we flew along I got
the story out of em. It made me feel
quite sick, sir, and thankful 1 was that
I’d hurt my hand and wasn’t.there,

“] got 'em to town in about two
hours, but that didn’t comfort ‘em.
The pain was something awful, they
said.

“] told "em at the 'orspital that my
two mates were in a bad way and want-
ed attending to immediate, and I'd a
note about them for the head doctor.
There was very little delay, for every-
body who saw their faces knew they
must be pretty bad.

“They were taken into the receiving
ward, and the doctor came, and T gave
him the note. He read it more than
once, it seemed, and he pulled some of
the wriest faces 1've ever seen.

“*Let me see your backs,” he ses at
last. ‘So you fell into Sir Miles Har-
old's clutches, did you? Lucky to be
alive!”

“He examined their backs careful
and. it made them breathe free when
he said: *Well, you came in time. L'li
just put a blister on you, and you'll be
all right in a day or twe.” b
“He put on the blisters, and then put
Sir Miles’ note in an envelope and
sealed it.

“It is not necessary to come herc
again,” he ses; "but to-morrow you can
go to the nearest chemist, give him this
letter, and he'll kngw what to do for
you. =

“We all thanked him, and then went
to Andy’s place. When the whizsky bot-
tle was on the table we felt better. We
relieved our feelings for a good half-
hour by threatening how we'd be re-

“And then Patsy proposed we should
see what he said in the letter. Ican't
remember it now word: for word, but it
was something to the effect that the
writer, Sir Miles Harold, had caught
the bearers in the act of stealing his
plate, and had determined to frighten

“It was a great success, for, though
all he did was to prick their backs with
a bundle of needles, and then redden
the skin with some carbolic acid, they
believed their life was in jeopardy un-
less they hastened to a "osspital. Would
the doctor who read it carry the joke
a little farther and blister them?

“I wanted to laugh, but I was afraid.
At last Andy jumped up suddenly,
cussing samething awful, and pulled
off that blister; and Patsy did the
same. And then I laughed till I nearly
killed myself, and at laet they laughed,
too.

“I've mever heard anything to equal
it, sir; but I know to thisday Andy and
Patsy couldn’t see the humor of it.
There’s one thing I know—neither of
‘em will try for the plate of any seien-
tific gents. Andy's said many a2 tima
he’d rather turp honest."—London An-
SWers. z
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THE TRUE RELIGION.

Dr. Talmage Says It Must Be from
Heaven.

Makeshifis of Human Manufacture
Are Useciesn Whoen Mensmred by
God's Plamb Line—=The
Wall of Character.

[Copyright, 1960, biy Louls Klopsch.]
rashington,

From Trondhjem, Norway, where
Dr. Talmage is now staying, he sends
the following discourse,; in which he
shows that the world can never be
benefited by a religion of human man-
ufoeture, which easily yields to one’s
surroundings, but must have a reli-
gion let down from Heaven; text,
Amos 7:8: *“And the Lord said unto
me, Amos, what seest thou? And I
said, A plumb line.”

The solid masonry of the worid has
for me a fascination. - Walk about
some of the triumphal arches and the
cathedrals 400 or 600 years old, and
see them stand as ereet as when they
werz built, walls of great height, for
centuries not bending a quarter of an
inch this way or that, So greatly
honored were the masons who builded
these Walls that they were free from
taxation and called *free” masons.
The trowel geis most of the credit
for these buildings, and its clear ring-
ing on stone and brick has sounded
across the ages. But tnere is another
implement of just as much importance
as the trowel, and my text recognizes
it. Dricklayers and stonemasons and
carpenters, in the building of walls,
nse an instrument made of a cord,
at the end of which a lump of lead
is fastened. They drop it over the
side of the wall, and, as the plummet
naturally seeks the center of gravity
in the earth, the workman discovers
where the wall recedes and where it
bulges out and just what is the per-
pendicular. Our text represents God
as standing on the wall of character
which the Iraelites had built and in
that way testing it. “And the Lord
said unto me, Amos, what seest thou?
And I said, A plumb line.”

What the world wants is straight up
and down religion. Much of the so-
called piety of the day bends this way
and that to suit the times. It is
oblique, with a low state of sentiment
and morals. We have all been build-
ing a wall of character, and it is glar-
ingly imperfect and needs reconstraoe-
tion. How shall it be brought into
perpendicular? Only by the Divine
measurement. “And the Lord said
unto me, Amos, what seest thou?
And I said, A plumb line.”

The whole tendency of the times is
to make us act by the standard of
what others do. We throw over the
wall of our character the tangled
plumbline of other lives and reject the
infallible test which Amos saw. The
question for me sghould not be what
you think is right, but what God
thinks is right. This perpetual refer-
ence to the behavior of others, as
though it decided anything but hu-
man fallibility, is a mistake wide as
the world, There are 10,000 plumb
lines in use, but only one is.true and
exact, and that is the line of God's
eternal right. There iz a mighty at-
tempt being made to reconstruct and
fix up the Ten Commandments. To
many they seem too rigid. The tower
of Pisa leans over about 13 feet from
the perpendicular, and people go thou-
sands of miles to see its graceful in-
elination and to learn how, by extra
braces and various architectural con-
trivances, it is kept leaning from cen-
tury to century. Why not have the
ten granite blocks of Sinai set a little
aslant? Why not have the pillar of
truth a leaning tower? Why is not an
ellipse as good as a square? Why is
not an obligne as gocd as straight up
and down? My friends, we must have
a standard. Shall it be Gods or
man’s?

The Divine plumb line needs to be
thrown over all merchandise. Thou-
sands of years ago Sclomon discovered
the tendency of buyers to depreciate
goods. He zaw a man beating down
an article lower and lower and saying |
it was not werth the price asked, and
when he had purchased at the lowest
point he told everybody what a sharp
bargain he hai struck and how he
outwitted the merchant. “It is
naught, zaith the buyer, out when he
is gone hizs way, then he boasteth™
(Proverbs 20:14). Society is so utterly
askew in this maiter thet you seldom
find a seller asking the price he ex.
pects to get; he puts on a higher value
than he expects to receive, knowing
that he will have to drop. And if he
wants $50, he asks $75. And if he
wants $2,000, he asks $2500. *“It is
naught,” saith the buyer. “The fabric
is defective; the stylé of goods is
poor; I can get elsewhere a better ar-
ticle at a smaller price. It iz out of
fashion; it is d ged; it will fade;
it will not wear well.” After awhile
the merchant, from overpersuasion or
from desire to dispose of that partic-
ular stock of goods, says: “Well, take
it at your own price,” and the pur-
chaser goes home with light step and
calls into his private office his confi-
dentinl friends and chuckles while he
tells how for hall price he got the
goods. In other words, he lied and
was proud of it.

Nothing would make times so good
and the earning of a livelihood so easy
as the universal adoption of the law
of right. Suspicion strikes through
all bargain making. Men who sell
know not whether they will ever get
the money. Purchasers know not
whether the goods shipped will be ac-
cording to the sample. And what,
with the large number of clerks who
are making false entries and then ab-
sconding and the explosion of firma
that fail for millions of dollars, hon-
est men are at their wits’ end to
make a living. He who stands up
amid all the pressure and does right
is accomplishing something toward
the establishment of a high commer-
cial prosperity. I have deep sympa-
thy for the-laboring clssses who toil
with hand and foot. But we must
not forget the business men who,
without any complaint or bannered
procession through the street, are
enduring a stresa of ecircumsiances
terrific. The fartunsie people of to-day
mre tb sz who mre lmelrllfmldaﬂ]
wages or regular the
men most to be pitied are those who
conduct a business while prices are

straits that they would quit business
to-morrow if it were mnot for the
wreck and ruin of others: When peo-
ple tell me at what & ruinously low
price they purchased #n article, it
gives e more dismay thdin satisfap.
tion. I know it means the bank-
ruptdy and defaleation of men in
many departments, The men who
toil with the brain need full as much
sympathy ns those who toil with the
hand. All business life is struck
through with suspicion, and panies
are the result of want of confidence.

The pressure to do wrong is strong-
er from the fact that in our day the
large business houses are swallowing
up the smaller, the whales dining on
bluefish and minnows. The large
houses undersell the small ones, be-
cause they buy in greater quantities
and at lower figures from the pro-
ducer. They can afford to make noth-
ing, or actually lose, on some styles
of poods, assured they can make it
up on ollleu. S0, a great dry goods
house goes outside of its regular line
and sells books at cost or less than
cost, and that swamps the book-
sellers; or the dry goods house sells
bric-a-brac at lowest figures, and that
swamps the small dealer in bric-a-
brae. And the same thing goes on in
other styles of merchandise, and the
consequence is that all along the busi-
ness streets of all our cities there are
merchants of small capital who are in
terrific struggle to keep their heads
above water. The ocean liners rum
down  the “Newfoundland fishing
smacks. This is nothing against the
man who has the big store, for every
man has as large a store and as great
a business as he can manage.

To feel right and do right under
all this pressure requires martyr
grace, requires divine support, re-
quires celestial reenforeement. Yet
there are tens of thousands of such
men getting splendidly through. They
see others going up and. themselves
going down, but they keep their pa-
tience and their courage and their
Christian consistency, and after
awhile their success will come. There
is generally retribution in some form
for greediness. The owners of the
big business will die, and their boys
will get poesession of the business,
and with a cigar in their mouths, and
full to the chins with the best liquor
and behind a pair of spanking bays,
they will pass everything on the turn-
pike road to temporal and eternal
perdition. Then the business will
break up and the smaller dealers will
have fair opportunity. Or the spirit
of contentment and right feeling will
take possession of the large firm, as
recently with a famouns business
house, and the firm will say: “We
have enough money for all our needs
and the needs of our children. Now
let us dissolve business and make way
for other men in the same line.” In-
stead of being startled at a solitary
instance of magnanimity, it will be-
come a common thing. I know of
seores of great business houses that
have had their opportunity of vast
sccumulation and who ought to quit.
But perhaps for all the days of this
generation the struggle of small
houses to keep alive under the over-
shadowing pressure of great houses
will continue; therefore, taking
things as they are, you will be wise
to preserve your faith and throw over
all the counters and shelves and casks
the measuring line of divine right.
“And the Lord said unto me: Amos,
what seest thou? And I eaid: A
plumb line.”

In the same way we need to rectify
our theclogies. All sorts of religions
are putting forth their pretensions.
Some have a spiritualistic religion,
and their chief work is with ghosts,
and others a religion of pelitical econ-
omy, proposing to put an end to hu-
man misery by a new style of taxa-
tion, and there iz a humanitarian re-
ligion that looks nfter The bodies of
men and lets the soul look after itself,
and there is a legizlative religion that
proposes to rectifly all wrongs by en-
actment of better laws, and there is
an aestheiic religion that by rules of
nisite taste 1d Tift the heart
out of its deformities, and religions of
all sorts, religions by the peck, re-
ligions by the squarfe foot and reli-
gions by the ton—all of them devices
of the devil that would take the heart
away from the only religion that will-
ever effect anything for the human
race, and that is the straight up and
down religion written in the book
which begins with Genesis and ends
wtih Revelation, the religion of the
tkies, the old religion, the God-given
religion, the everlasting religion,
which says: “Love God above all and
vour neighbor as yoursell.™ All re-
ligions but one begin at tae wrong end
and in the wrong place. The Bible re-
ligion demands that we first get right
with God. Tt begins at the top and
measures down, while the other re-
ligions begin at ithe bottom and try
to measure up. They stand at the
foot of the wall, up to their knees in
the mud of human theory and specula-
tion, and have a plummet and a string
tied fast to it, and they throw the
plummet this way and vreak a head
here and throw the pluinmet another
way and break a head there, and then
they throw it up, and it comes down
‘apon their own pate. Fools! = Why
stand at the foot f the wall rectify-
ing up when yon ought to stand at
the top rectifying down? 1 was in
the country, thirsty after a long walk.
And I came in, and my child was blow-
ing soap bubbles, and they rolled out
of the cup blue and gold and green
and sparkling and beautiful and orb-
icular, and in so small a space I never
saw more splendor concentrated. But
she blew jonce too cften, and all the
glory vanished into suds. Then 1
turned and took a glass of water and
was Tefreshed. And so far as soul
thirst is concerned I put against all
the blowing, glittering soap bubbles
of worldly reform and human specula-
tion one draft from the fountain
from under the throne of God clear
as crystal. Glory be to God for the
religion that drops from above, not
coming up from benesth! ‘“And the
Lord said unto me, Amos, what seest
thou? And I said, A plumb line.”

I want you to notice this fact, that
when a man gives up the straight up
and down religion of the Hible for
any new fangled religion, it is gener-
ally to suit his sins. You first hear
of his change of religion, and then you
hear of some swindle he has practiced
in a special mining stock, telling some
one if he will put in $10,000 he can
take out §100,000; or he has sacrificed

dable worldlinezs. His zina are so
broad he has to broaden his religion,
and he becomes as broad as tempia-
tioni, iis broad as the soul's darkness,
as broad as hell. They want & reli-
gion, that will allow them to keep
their sins and then at death say to
them: “Well done, good and faithful
servant,” and that tells them: *“All
is well, for there iz no hell.” What a
glorious Heaven they hold before usl
Come, let us go in and see it. There
are Herod and all the Labes he mas-
sacred. There are Charles Guiteau
and Robespierre, the feeder of the
French guillotine, and all the liars,
thieves, house ,burners, garroters,
pickpockets and libertines of all the
centuries. They have a.l got crowns
and thrones and harps and seepters,
and when they chant they sing:
“Thanksgiving and homor, and glory
and power to the broad rehgion that
lets us all into Heaven withont re-
pentance and without faith in those
humiliating dogmas of ecclesiastical
old fogyism.”

My text gives me a grand opportun-
ityofsaying a useful word to all young
men who are now forming habits for a
lifetime. Of what use to a stonema-
son or a bricklayer is a pumb line?
Why not build the wall by the unaided
eye and hand? DBecause they are in-
sufficient, because if there be a de-
flection in the wall it eannot further
on be corrected. Because by the law
of gravitation a wall must be straight
in order to be svmmetrical and safe,
A young man is in danger of getting
a defect in his wall of character that
may never be corrected.

One of the best friends I ever had
died of delirium tremens at 60 years
of age, though he had not since 21
years of age, befors which he had
been dissipated, touched intoxicating
Yignor until that particular earousal
that took him off. Not .eeling well in
the street on a hot summer day he
stepped into a drug store, just as you
and [ would have done, and asked for
a dose of something t0 make him feel
better. And there was alcohol in the
dose, and that one drop aroused the
old appetite, and he entered the first
hquor store and staid there wuntil
thoronghly under tne power of rum.
He entered his home a raving maniae,
his wife and daughters fleeing from
his presence, and at first he was taken
to the city hospital to die.

Remember that the wall may be 100
feet high, and yet a deflection one foot
from the foundation affects the entire
structure. And if you live 100 years
and do right the last 80 years you may
nevertheless do something at 20 years
of age that will damage all your earth-
Iy existence. All you who have built
houses for yourselves or for others,
am I not right in saying to these young
men, you capnot build a wall so high
as to be independent of the character
of its foundation? A man before 30
years of age may commit enough sin
to last him a lifetime. Now, John or
George or Henry, or whatever be your
Christian  name or surname, say here
and mow: “No wild oats for me, no
eigars or-cizarettes for me, no wine
or beer for me, no nasty stories for me,
no Sunday sprees for me, Iam going
to start right and keep on right. God
help me, for I am very weak. From the
throne of eternal righteousness let
down to me the principles by which I
can be guided in building everything
from foundation to capstone. Lord
God, by the wounded hand of Christ
throw me a plumb line.”

“Rut,” you say, “yon shut vs young
folks out from all fun.” Oh, no! I like
fun. I believe in fun. I have had lots
of it in my time. But I have not had
to go into paths of sin to find it. No
eredit to me, but because of an extraor-
idnary parental example and influence
I was Kept from outward transgres-
sions, though my heart was bad enough
and desperately wicked. I have had
fun illimitable, though I never swore
one oath and never gambled for se
much as the value of a pin anéd never
saw the inside of a haunt of sin save
as when many years ago, with a com-
wmissigner of police and a detegtive and
two elders of my church, I explored
New York and Brooklyn by midnight,
not out of curiosity,~but that I might
in pulpit discourse set before the peo-
ple the poverty and the horrors of un-
derground city life. Yet, though I was
never intoxicated for an instant and
never committed one act of dissolute-
ness—resirained only by the grace of
God, without which restraint I would
have gone headlong to the bottom of
infamy—I have had so much fun that
I donm’t believe there is a man on the
planet at the present time who has had
more. Hear it, men and boys, women
and girls, all the fun is on the side
of right. Sin may seem attraetive, but
it ia deathful and like the manchineel,
a tree whose dews are poisonous. The
only genuine happinessis in a Christian
life.

There they go—two brothers. The
one was copverted a year ago in ehurch
one Sunday morning during prayer or
sermon or hymn. No one knew it at
the time. The persons on either side
of him suspected nothing, but in that
young man’s soul this process went on:
“Lord, here I am, a young man amid
the temptations of eity life, and I am
afraid to risk them alone; come and
by my pardon and my help; save me
from making the mistake some of my
comrades are making and save me
now.” And quicker than a flash God
rolled Heaven into his soul. He is just
as jolly as he used to be, is just as bril-
liant as he used to be. He can strike
a ball or catch one as easily as before
he was converted. With gun or fishing
rod in this summer vacation he is just
as skillful as before. The world is
brighter to him than ever. He appre-
ciates pictures, musie, innocent hilari-
ty, social life, good jokes and has plen-
ty of fun, glorious fun. But his broth-
er is going down hill. In the morning
his head aches from the champagne
debauch. Everybody sees he isin rapid
descent. What cares he for right or
decency or the honor of his family
name? Turned out of employment, de-
pleted in health, cast down in spirits,
the typhoid fever strikes him in the
smallest room on the fourth story of
a fifth-rate boarding house, eursing
God and caliing for his mother and
fighting back demons from his dying
piliow, which is besweated and torm
to rags. He plunges out of this world
with the shriek of a destroyed spirit.
Alas for that kind of fun! It is re-
morse. It is despiir. It is blackness
of darkness. It is woe unending and
long reverberating and crushing as
though all the mountains of all con-

fal'ing and yet try to pay their clerks
and employes and are in such frarful

his integrity & plunged ip& Ureme- ¢

tincnts roiled on him in one avalanche

FARMER ANDPLANTER.
‘l‘t) DESTROY BOLL WEEVILS.

Imperiant Infermation for Cotton
Grewers by the Tesan State
Entemolegist.

Permit me to reply in a general way
fo the numervas inquiries being Te~
teived concerning the Loll weevil and
remedial measures.  Will say that 1
*.ave visited & number of localities and
inspectied about o humdred cutiom
firlds. A most gratifying result devel-
ops and one which 1 was prepared for,
wlerever my recommendations, sug-
pested lest year and this, had been
faithfully applied. I have seen many
i lanters during the pnst few days whe
lust year practiced picking up the fall-
en equeres from the time they first be-
gan falling, and kept it up al intervals
of ten days to two weeks. Inly yese-
terday did I find an iostance of the sue-
cesa of one farmer andl the complete
failure of another joiningy him. The
fermer had in 14 acres of old land cot-
ton, picked np his squarcs faithfully
and wmade seven bales. 1lis neighbor,
wha i= eonceded by all {o be the better
farmer, had an adjoining field of 25
acres of cotton, but did not gather and
burn his squares, made two bales. 1
have gathered data along this line this
scason until I have references to bear
out these statements in almwst every
important post office in (he infested
region. The result of this method of
gatlering and burning the squarcs are
so theroughly effectnal, and as easjly
provided for ard applied by the least
as well ns the greatest cotton planters,
that 1 must appeal 10 the planters for
a greater effort along this Tine this
jear than last. Let each locality or-
panize and systematically se= to it that
the fallen and infested squarcs are
gathered and buyyned. Tt is u matter of
common interest and mo on? can af-
ford to remain inactive. The moer-

Lanis should e ge it. It enm not
be {oo strongly indorsed. Those to
whom the cotton planters owe means
and support should insist upon their
cusiomers picking and burning the
squares, and doing a0 without a mo-
went’s delay. In no other way can
they be sure to make a crop witl which
to pay their debts.

There is & common practice which
I must agnin condemn without re-
serve, I am still asked the question:
“Why not plow under the squares?”
Ecme put ercss bars on {heir plow
beams and brush off all of the loose
sguurea ahead of the shovels, and cov-
cr them up as they plow by. Thisisa
most pernicious practics. To assist the
boll weeril these fallén mguares need
to be protected from drought and the
diirect rays and heat of the sun. This
}owing under does all this and affords
plenty of moisture to hasten and facili-
tale develop of the evils,
It van not be told the planters too
plainly, positively or often, that this
plowing under of the squarcs makes
a boll weevil farm instemd of a cotton
fann. It is far betfer to leave 1{hem ex-
posed, for then ants, parasites, predace-
ous insects and other anioal: will' de-
stroy a few of them at least.

1 um furthermore often met with the
stateiment: “What is the use of my
pieking up squares and burning them
when my neighbor does not?™ | an-
swer, all the use which is indicated by
producing a good cron of cotion on
the one hand and a good erop of tell
weevils on the other. The fuet is that
during the breeding season, the wervils
fly iery little, only from plant to
ylani. 25 long as the squares are found
for them to work on. Henes a weervil
is likely to come forth, live and die
in a 4t-ncre field, withaut ever  get-
ting to enotlier one. Th= spread of the
weevil is due tc their tlights during the
wigreting periods, which are in the fail
when they seek shelter for hibernating,
and in the spring when they come
forth to find the young cotton. There-
fure, everyone who gathers and barns
his squares will_be sure, other things
being =qual, to make a crop whether
the neighbor on the other side of the
fenee picks up his squarss are not.

Upon gretting out among the planters
1 tind & wrong impression existing
nbeut the pan and shaking process,
‘which I recommended earlier in the
sgeuscn. My suggestion was fo plant a
{ew rows of very early cotton, say Ltwa
or three Tows, every len or twenty
peres apart, and thns offer food for
the weevils coming out from winter
quarters. Then plant the bulk of the
cuttion considerably later so as net to
counteract the trap rows. 1t was the
early trap rows which were to bt sha-
ken and the weevils knockpd off into
puns. This s entirely practical and
unouestiopably cntirely  suceessful.
Luter on, owing to the lateness of the
seasom, I suggested, in order to make
n winning fight all aiong the line, that
for this year the entirs Lelds be gone
over and the pap-shaking method ap-
plied. T have visited many small
planters who did so, and their palehes
are a pleasing sight and a joy forever
in the midst of so much boll weevil
agitatien and dismay. Much ¢f this |
will tuke obension here to say, 14 great-
Iy casgeerated. I have recently gane
tn oniv locality where it seeus abont all
the plenters and politicians in  their
jrecinet who could write a Jetter, in-
sisicd that I must visit their town and
test some boll weevil machines and
remedies. The next day after my ar-
rival 1 went forth, with three other
men, to find and slay bool wecvils,
Three of us made the rounds of field
plter field of cotton, and after a fror
hours' search we found, after counting
our catch, that we had 11 boll weevils,
The local newspapers ure now running’
a loeal “ad™ asking for sufficient boll
weerils to enable them to keep the
“holl weevil man™ in town. People
reein to get discouraged and demoral-
iscd, and to my mind, entirely withunt
reqxscu. 1 have mude rowmds of ale
mwasi every boll weeril-infested conuty
and If some people will cnly stop whin-
ing and eomplaining and go 1o work
on the squares which they can wasily
guiher at very small cost, we'll all be
happy this foll in th: possession cof a
profitable cotton erop. Last werk wlkile
in Fert Pend county, I saw one plant-
er give bis forman 11 negroes fer the
1 wrpese of pleking up the spuares from
his cotton.  They begun at 9 a. m. and
finished at 6:20 p. m. His estimate was
*hat about pinety acres bad bern
clcared at 2 cost not to excoed $i—
less than ten cents an acre.

Vight here I wish to sugpest that
fanoers and merrianics set  them-

| substitute fcr mutton.

sclves the task of devising an appars-
tus which will gather up these squares
from the ground by suttion process. T
sent out a circular some time ago on
the pan and shaking process and urged
that apparatus b2 designed which
would shake the cotton and catch the
weriils as they dropped. As a resuli,
some fifteen or twenty designs were
submitted to me. I bave suggested
many changes "and returned them
eopy. These machiner are now being
perfecied and in a few days I will
innke £n official test of several of the
derigus and hope that they mect
our expectations. 1 have encuraged
every cne as much ns poasible fa test
and cxperiment, and in resporse - to
their inquiries have added suggestions
and further co-operated with them in
every way possible. Let's hear from
others.

Meantime, be sure to pgather up
samares and burn them. Ko time to
delny. Do it now.—Fred W. Malley,
stafe entomologistyin Texas Farx and
Ranch,

THE FARMER OF TO-DAY.

e ja » Reading, ﬁr.‘m-lte Man,
Denplie the Newspapes
Carieaiwrist.

Where do the humorous papers gel
subjects for their hayseeds cartoons
and “funnygraphs?” Surely mot from
furmers who “take the papers,” keep
posted in matters pertaining to their
Imsiness, and as & consequence are all
the tine “clothed und in their right
minds.” Where do rascally sharpers
with gold bricks and patented pro-
cesses for making two pounds of but-
ter from one, find the suckers most
eary to catch? Noi among farmers
who read the agricnltural papers and
are “on to” their schemes,-but awong
thuse who don't need any papers to
teach them how to farm; the chronie
guods-tox mechanic with mouth open
ready for any bait that m=y be highly
cclosed to concezl the hook. The
furmer of to-day, who is worthy of his
calling, reads the literature of his bus-
incez becsuse he has to to hold Lis
position. He must have agricultural
papers eoited to his seetion, and agri-
cultural books and bLulleting, and hav-
ing gone thus far he will ‘have books
and pap on other topics upon which
the progressive man needs general in-
fcrmotion, He is a good, intelligent
titizen, able 1o make his farm yield to
its full capacilty and to manufacture
and sell his crop to best advantage,
andl is too well posted to be played for
n simpleton in buying or selling. They
know enough of polities to vote intel-
hgenily, have too much interest at
stake to prove unpatriotic and tuo self-
respecling to be bribed. The intelll-
went farmers of the country eonsti-
tute the great comscrvative foree that
will preserve this country amd guvern-
ment when the ignerant rabbLle are
run wild by the mouthings of dema-
gugues. We are glad to know that
cverywlere the agricultaral pepers are
rapidly increasing their - ecirculations,
and consequently their influerce, and
by thiz token we know that grod
{aymers are becoming meore nuMeTnus.
Agricultural papers could not exist
without this class of farmers; neither
catid any other business. The govern-
uents, state and national, can neit do
toe much nor spend too much money
for the advancement of agriculture
and the interest of farmers who pro-
duce most of the wenlth of the ecun-
try and enjoy only a small portion of
it—Texns Furm and Raoch.

The Goat Indnstry.

Cont culture in the United States ia
enjoying a boom. The hardy, thrilty
nature of these animals has mude
them well adapted to the elimate and
comdditions of the routhwest, where
wrent herds of them are reared. It is
estimnted that there are 200,000 An-
worn goats in this country. The aver-
age fleeve weighs alout three pounds,
though some exeeptional eclips have
reached eighteen pounds. There is a
good market for the fleece and skins
and the carcass, when fat, is not & bad
The industry
has grown rapidly within the past few
years, and is no longer confined to the
west and southwest—Drovers’ Jour-
nal.

HERE AND THERE.

—This country ha= been supplying
the British army in South Africa with
Jiorses and mules until there is danger
of  shortage.

—The greztest present draw-back to
the sheep on the furm is the mangy
eur, whose mangy owner loves him bet-
ter than he loves his balf-starved wife
aml children.

~-Tests have shown thalt common
ficld peas are an excellent egg. pro-
wueing fond, which i readily account-
vl for by the large amount of nitro-
e bst ined in them.

—The question whether or not I
Lorers receive higher wages than they
didd )00 or 509 years ago is totaliy ir-
relevant to the subject of producticn
and distribution. [he real qnestion iz,
do they receive a fair proportion of the
resulis of their Javor?

—{jwe agricnliudal paper suggesis
that bee keeping wonld beh nive ave-
cation for girls, It is nic» encugn and
profitzble enough. One of the largest
breeders of gueens in th: sonth is a
veman, but finding a girl willing 10
tackle the job is the troubi=.

-~The farm hom= is the fonndation
of all our instiivtions. Bociety,
chureh, state, liberty, law and order
zll depend upen the prosprrity of the
furm. Manufacturss, trade and com-
meree, food and clothing of the mil-
hcns, all depend vpon the farm.

-=Every farmer thould plant rute-
bagns. Don't wait uniil it rams n

privpare the grourd. That skould
bave been done a month agn. Ouev get
the seeds sprovted and the planis

routed, they will grew until frost, and
are gcod food for man or beast.
~—Fruit on fthe farm is a profitable
investment 1n many ways. It voices the
rich and valual:dle elements of the soil,
jts, folizge cools the summer air, its
perfume sweetens the breezs, and its
healih-giving food gladdens and
cheers all members of the family.
“Corn is st its lbest for fodder or
silage when the grain is fully rip:, bug
the tindes still at Jenst a pale green.
It should never be cut before gliking
The latter p of the lile of the

plant is spent , devrloping starch anid

sugar, which are and chem
icully the snme,

FOR HER. !
T
Smart Child Whe Acecpied an Invita-

tion is Ask Hard Questions
oot Aks

She was fair of face, and—well, say
35. Her elothes were meat and cool.

8
i
i

uted: the burean of W y -
for thbz accommodation of ‘strangers
visiting Kansas City during the ses-
sion of the Democratie national eon-
vention. This large button bere the

When she tripped into a car and
took & seat the men stared at her.
The women did likewise. te
sat ‘s middle-aged woman with her
seven-yearold daughter. The child

waist, the, pointing to it asked:

“What is that, mamma?” :
“It's very rude to point, domg you

know, my dear?” quoth mamm
“Well, what is it?" she again In-

The young woman heard the inquiry
and reprimand and smiled at the
perverseness of the child, then holding
out her hands said: “Come here, littls
sweetheart, and I will explain it to

}'0;1” child looked at her moather,
who nodded sssent. She wenk over
and was lifted to a sest in the young
woiman's lap.

“Now, I'll tell you all -about it,
These buttons e 1;91' tl::

urpose of furnishing 'ormation
she many visitors who have eome to
Kansas City this week. 1f they are
seeking a hotel or street or store all
they need do is ask the ﬂam,"nf -
button like this. In other words, ithe
wearer of & button likel':hl’-hll ﬁn;
EWEr guestions asked. you un
stand mpw?’ she asked. The ehild
nedded* her head. :

“fnd are you going to answer gues-
tions?" queried the child

“Just try me und see, the

yﬁg WOIDAD.
e

chiid fingered the button in si-

lence for-s few moments, them 'she
suddenly :- “How old are you?
lll!m "

“Are yon as old as my mamma?”
per.lislﬁ{ the child. Mamma frowned.
The young Woman smiled.

“Are yon married?” was the next
question. )

“No, dear, I am not.” = T 4

“Why don't yon get markied’

The young woman showed signs of
embarrassment.

“Iexpeﬂtosometintt,":henm

A Chinaman came into the car. The
child took her eyes off the young
woman long enough to see who was

new passenger.

th: Wouldyou marry that Chinaman?”
she asked, pointing to where he sat.
Mamma smiled. The men.

and the young woman blushed turi~
ously. Putting the child down, she
signaled the conductor to stop and
whe from the car. y

as she could send ft. i

LORD BUTE’S PALACE. |

Princely Seat Has Been Buildiag for
Twenty Years and Is Not Yet

Lord Bute his her_x,-ﬂ} years at the
construction of a princely seat in the
island of Bute, but not until the chapel,
now almost eompleted, is ready will
Mount Stuart be truly finished for all
future generations. The entrance hall.
of the house alone cost $500,000. Mon-
olith eolumfs of rare and beautiful
marbles support the arcaded gallery,
which, in its turn, is rich in marble and
bronze, and blazes with blue and fawn
color and gold. The fldor is like that
of the Colonna palace in Rome—huge
blocks of purple porphyry and marbles
of infinite variety and hues and mark-
ings. Marble has been used lavishly
throughout the whole house. Only one
room, says & recent visitor there—the
pleasant “garden parlor"—is without
it, and here the woodwork and white
paint are a charming change from the
somewhat stateliness of
the rest of the great building, says the
Boston Herald. :

Kot one library contents the marquis
of Bute. He has three, the White, red
and blue libraries opening out of one
another, and bear evidence of his eclec+
tic taste, not only as regards the con-
tents of the shelves, but the scheme of
decoration and the few priceless pie-
tures which find place on their walls.
The dining-room is chiefly remark-
able for an exquisitely carved antique
mantelpiece in purest Parisian marble,
and for the graceful erystal shields to
the electric lights. The erypt of the
unfinished chapel is now nsed for daily
service, and here the Roman Catholic
residents in Bute are always welcome.

believe, when the sound of the masons’
trowels and the carpenteras’” hammers
shall cease at Mount Stuart, where
they have been busy for 1y & quar-
ter of a cemtury, the knell of the mar-
quis will be sounded.
A Sespended Railread.

Between the towns of Elberfeld and
Barmen, in western Germany, a re-
markable elevated railroad is near-
ing completion, while part of it has
been in operation for several months.
The cars are suspended beneath the
superstructure from a single rail on
which run motor trucks attached to
the car roofs, the motive power heing
electricity. Each m.:;ut;emmmo-
date 50 passengers, e maxi-
mum speed, with a train of sither two
or four cars, is 25 miles an hour. The
road, which is more than eight miles
in length, crosses the Wupper river
without interruption.—Youth's Com-
panion.

The Ant and the Grasshepper.

When it was become w

for s cold handout or something.
P “No,” said the ant, “it is useless
me me. Ium;'.'
“And what,” exclaimed the grass
hﬁm! *'l“l“ﬂl ."a‘.‘ “is to be ex-

of stght whe-
threw that “Ask me” button as fer

the Kansas-8ity Star, that was distrib--

talismanie words, “Ask me.” &

stared at the large button on the shirs

-

The superstitious people of Rothesay -

winter, the
grasshopper went to the ant ll‘ askedy

"
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