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OING HOME.
s ars. lmsal. F . I.Kaols.

T E soft, hazy October sunshine
Stell on a West Virginia poorhouse,

changing its white painted sides into
a subdued pearly tone. In one of the
east rooms, opening of the hall and
Inmates' satting-room, lay Aunt Emily
on a low, black, wooden bed: She had
ilain thkis room since one April day
when he rht side felt numb and
astia .refused to obey her wilL

,jet* tke of paralysis she was
E9 ue to aft up longer than an

er two. During all this time
another inmate, had

aot aaE -t he instructions
of Mrs. inters the stewardess.

This morning Aunt Emily's pale
face looked more sallow than usual
in the subdued light coming through
an old yellow paper curtain. Her thin
gray hair was parted in the middle
and drawn tightly back from the
forehead; the gaunt hands were fold-
ed on the faded calico comfort, the
palsied right one underneath. She
had her large brown eyes turned to-
ward the window where the beauty
of the autumn gleamed.

October frosts had made the hill-
sides, that stretch away for miles, a
bright landscape, reminding one of
Joseph's coat, so many were the col-
ors. Half of the trees had changed
their green foliage for red or yellow,
but some still clung to the old color
as it loath to put on the brighten
shapes of a step nearer death. The
corn fields were bare except for the
golden brown shocks that rose here
and there like wigwams. In the pas-
tures, yet green, the sheep wandered
about or rested from their rambles
under the tall oak trees. Far away
in the distance, the bluish gray tops
of the Allegheny mountains looked
down like sentinels on the quiet coun-
try, and the thin, fleecy clouds clung
lovingly to their summits.

Aunt Emily turned her head away
from the window as the door creaked
on its hinges and Mary Sharp en-
tered. Mary was a middle-aged wom-
an with a lot of copper-colored hair
that was freshly combed, and a kind
face that shone as from a recent wash-
ing with kitchen soap. Although she
made a visible effort to walk lightly,
her heavy shoes squeaked noiselessly
on the bare floor. She went over by
the bed and sat down in the scarred
wooden rocking chair and began
swaying taca and forth, a loose rock-
er go click, cluck at every motion.
She smoothed down her checked ging-
ham apron and said:
StBrow are you feeling to-day, Aunt
Emili"

"About the same. Fve just been
thinking Low much all things in this
world are alike. Every day the leaves
of those trees over on the hills are
nearer death and decay. They'll soon
be scattered all over the ground."

Mary did not answer for a minute
or two, but finally said:

"Well-tae trees will all be green
again next spring."

"Yes. Last spring, Mary, the trees
were green and full of life just as I
was when 1 married Andy Dover and
settled down on our-20 acres. For a
while everything was bright. We lovedwhile everything was bright. We loved
our little Annie with her long go'den
curls and watched her grow into wom-
anhood and marry Clinton Mayes.
Then I buried Andy. But Annie com-
orted me and took me to live with
her. She and Clinton were good to
meef aid the children, dear little
things, were so much company."

Aunt Emily paused and wiped her
eyes with one corner of the un-
bleached sheet. Mary sti;l swayed
back and forth, and the click, cluck
of the loose rocker was the only no'se
that broke the silence except the low
hum of voices and the occasional
ehuckle of "foolish Ben" from the
other end of the hall.

"But Clinton wasn't much to blame
for not wanting to keep me any long-
er," Aunt Emily went on, as she
cleared her throat. "Annie was sick-
ly, and the doctor's bill had to be paid,
although the miner's wages were cut
down 24 cents a day. My money was
all gone, and I wasn't able to work
much. Annie must be sicker now, for
she has not written to me for more
than a year, and like the trees I am
withering. i.ook over there!" Aunt
Emily pointea with her able hand to
the pauper's burying ground across
the road where the soft sunshine,
coming through the trees, touched the
plain boards that marked each mound.
'Mary, Ill soon be there."

Mary gave a loud cough, wiped her
face with a piece of unhemmed mus-
lin that she took from her apron belt,
and replied:

"Oh! I reckon not! Annie will
coue for you some day and take you
home to get well. Let me prop you
up in bed before I go to help get din-
ner."

Mary soon had the idfalid sitting up
with the two cotton-batting pillows
and a ragged edged dtmfort at her
back. "I'11 go now if you are resting
all right," and the heavy shoes
aqueaked across the foor.

Aunt Emily's only answer was: "Pm
afraid Annie will never come." As the
sound of squeaking shoes died away
she shook her trembling head and
said slowly: "She will never come."

In the kitchen the women were help-
ing Mrs. Winters get dinner. The
steam was rising from a couple of
large iron kettles on the range in
one corner of the room, and the odor
of boiling cofee filled the air. Mrs.
Winters in gray ealico wrapper and
blue apron was putting bacon into a
skillet. Her usually pale face was
lushed from the beat of the stove.

Mary gpt the dishes from the cap-
board and took them to the long
table at the other side Of the room.
She wiped of the brown oilcloth be-
fore setting the dishes in their places,
and, as she worked, the wrinkles in
her forehead grew deeper. When the
tabs was nearly ready Mrs. Winters
came over and sat down on the end of
a becthat ran aloig one sid6 of
the table.

"How is Aunt Emily this m ,oring,
Mary?" -she asked, as she wiped the
perspiratioa from her face.

"She says she feels the same. But
she was blue and told me she 'woald

-een be Ia the bryai' grOSnd. She
seem to worry rIght imart because

aal 4'$ wAisi AUte " *amh

Mary added, with a knowing nod, "I
don't believe she'll live long."

"I must go in and see her after din-
ner," Mrs. Winters said, as she turned
her head to the window with a sigh.
Her kind face always looked sad as
if it reflected the poverty-stricken
misery around her; even when she
smiled it seemed from pity rather
than joy.

That evening after supper Mrs. Win-
ters took down a tablet of writing pa-
per, the small round bottle of ink and
the red penholder and wrote the follow-
ing letter to Mrs. Annie Mayes:
"If you ever want to see your mother

alive, come soon."
"I won't say anything about this let-

ter to Aunt Emily," she said to her hus-
band, "because if Annie don't come it
will be such a disappointment to the
poor old woman."

SOne afternoon a week later Mrs.
Winters was interrupted in her sewing
by a knock on the front door. She
opened it and admitted a frail looking
little woman with lprge brown eyes
looking from a very thin face.

"Is this Mrs. Winters?" the stranger
asked. "I am Mrs. Mayes."

Mrs. Winters took the visitor into
the sitting-room, assuring her that her
mother was no worse. After her wraps
were laid aside she said:

"I will go to mother at once."
"I am afraid the sudden surprise of

you walking into her room would be
more than she is able to stand," Mrs.
Winters said. "Just take this rocker
and I will go and tell her first."

After Mrs. Winters left the roof the
visitor rocked for a minute or two as
the footsteps sounded down the hall,
and then got up and walked to the win-
dow and looked out.

Aunt Emily turned her face toward
the door as Mrs. Wintersopenedit. The
large brown eyes had a look of resigna-
tion, and as they recognized Mrs. Win-
ters the thin lips parted in a sad smile.

"Good afternoon. Do you feel pretty
well?" Mrs. Winters said, as she sat
down in the rocking chair by the bed.

"Yes, and happy, too. I like to watch
the men gather in the corn shocks from
the hillside yonder. It makes me glad
to know that some one has a good
harvest."

"I came in to see if you were awake.
There is a lady in the sitting-room
that wants to see you. I'll go and bring
her in."

"Oh, maybe it's Annie!" Aunt Emily
exclaimed, and the look of resignation
in her eyes changed to one of joyous
hope.

Ten minutes later mother and daugh-
ter were sobbing in each other's arms.
When their emotions had subsided An-
nie drew the old rocker close to the bed
and sat down, resting her hand on her
mother's. They talked of the children,
Clinton and home,and how on the mor-
row Annie was to take her mother
home. Then there was silence for a
time, broken only by the noise of the
loose rocker.

"So, to-morrow I am going home to
see the children again," Aunt Emily
said, and a tear drop wet each cheek.
She reached for the corner of the un-
bleached sheet, but the soft handker-
chief of the daughter wiped them away
instead, and the low voice responded:
"Yes, mother, I am going to take you
home in the morning. Clinton and Isee
things differently now."

Mrs. Mayes went early to Her moth-
er'sroom the next morning. She opened
the door and walked toward the bed
to awaken her. Aunt Emily's face was
turned toward the window. Her hands
were folded on top of the comfort, the
able one above as usual.

"Mother!" Mrs. Mayes called, as she
reached the bed, but the sleeper did not
awaken. "Mother!" she repeated, as
she laid her hand on the folded ones,
then started back, gave a low scream
and sank into the old rocker. Her
mother was dead.

Aunt Emily's face wore a happy
smile as she lay ready to be taken home.
Her hands were folded over the black
burial robe, as they used to be on the
faded calico comfort, and clasped a
bunch of autumn leaves that "foolish
Ben" had brought from the woods.
When she was carried from the house
all the inmates gathered at the front
gate for a last glimpse of one who had
been with them seven years. They
watched the hearse and carriage wind
slowly down the hill and waited for
the last glint of sunshine on the orna-
ments of the hearse as it disappeared
behind the poplar grove, before turn-
ing their tear-stained faces to the
house.

Only "foolish Ben" spoke. "What you
cryin' for?" he said. "Don't you know
she's goin' home with Annie?"--The
Housekeeper.

RHINOCEROS IN CAMP.

E•rouater with the Almml While
AreeklaC is Afrieaa-Red- laket

Cansed iL. Death.

While trekking in South Africa, Par-
ker Gillmore often outspanned on the
open veldt. It was a hfe of discomfort
and adventure, which he vividly de-
scribes in his book, "The Great Thirst
Land." Contrary to what would be
commonly believed, wild beasts not in-
frequently came about the camp, and
even into the heart of thecampfire.

One night we had outspanned rather
late, and the "boys" had built an enqr-
mous fire close by the wagon, and be-
tween eating and shouting kept me
awake. Toward daylight this was still
going on, when I heard several excla-
mations of terror. I looked out of the
front of the wagon. The boys were fy-
ing helter-skelter everywhere, and a
rhinoceros was trotting backward and
forward across the fire, tossing car-
casses, skins, cooking utensils and
blankets about as if each of them con-
tained somebody.

A red blanket seemed particularly
to take the fancy of the irate beast.
At it he went, and got his horn well
into it. But there it seemed to sticl.
The more he shook his head, the more
tightly the blanket wrapped itself
about it, entirely hiding the eyes,

He shook his head, pawed with his
forefeet, lay down his clumsy length
and relled from side to side, strug-
gling in vain to get free of the envel-
oping blanket. I laughed aloud at
his grotesque anties.

Suddenly he gave a nort, a bound
and a kick, and started for the somber
shadows of the forest; but he carried
a two-ounce ballet behind his shoul-
der. How he escaped knocking that
ornamental head.piece of his against
a tree was a wonder. In thl'e morning
he weas ted deed. Tie Mulet bad
doe 14 washk

ARE SWIFT AND SURE

God's Judgnent. Ar., Lke Sharp
Mairs, says D .Talmage..

attesa oe the WeiSt Ae • therPam-
Sehed or Rewarded--A Cala•m-

ties Are Directed by D1
vme Wisdem.

(CopFrtiht, as by oopsch.]
. . Washiulon,

Dr. Talmage, in his journey west-
ward thoungh urope, uas recently vis-

ited s•eaesc.f thrilling(historie events.
He sends this sermon, in which be
shows that nations are judged in this
world and that God rewards them for
their virtues and punishes them for
their crimes. The text is Isaiah 7,
th• "In the satne' day sbalthe Lord
shave with a razor that is hired, name-
ly, by them' beyoll~ rif ater, by the
king of Assyria."

The Bible is the boldest book ever
written. There are no similitudes in
Ossian or the Iliad or the Odyssey so
daring. Its imagery sometimes seems
on the verge of reckless, but only
seems so. The fact Is that God would
startle and arouse and propel men and
nations. A tame and limping simili-
tude would fail to accomplish the ob-
ject. While there are times when He
employs in the Bible the gentle dew
and the morning cloud and the dove
and the daybreak in the presentation
of truth, we often ind the iron char-
iot, the lightning, the earthquake, the
spray, the sword and, in my text, the
razor. This keen-bladed instrument
has advanced in usefulness with the
ages. In Bible times and lands the
beard remained uncut save in the sea-
sons of mourning and humiliation, but
the razor was always a suggestive sym-
bol. David said of Doeg, his antagon-
ist: "Thy tongue is a sharp razor work-
ing deceitfully"-that is, it pretends
to clear the face, but is really used
for deadly incision.

In this striking text this weapon of
the toilet appears under the follow-
ing eircumstances: Judea needed to
have some of its prosperities cut of,
and God sends against it three Assyrian
kings-first Sennacherib, then Esar-
haddon and afterward Nebuchadnez-
zar. These three sharp invasions that
cut down the glory of Judea are com-
pared to so M~napy sweeps of the razor
across the face of the land. And these
devastations were called a hired ra-
zor becaute God took the kings of As-
syria, with whom He had no sympathy,
to do the work, and paid them in pal-
aces and spoils and annexations. These
kings were hired to execute the Di-
vine behests. And now the text, which
on its first- reading may have seemed
trivial or inapt, is charged with mo-
mentous import: "In the same day
shall the Lord shave with a razor that
is hired, namely, by them beyond the
river, by kings of Assyria."

Well, if God's judgments are ra-
zors, we had better be careful how we
use them on other people. In careful
sheath these domestic weapons are put
away where no one by accident may
touch them and where the hands of
children may not reach them. Such
instruments must be carefully handled
or not handled at all. But how reck-
lessly some people wield the judgment
of God! If a man meets with bust-
ness misfortune, how many there are
ready to cry out: "That is a judgment
of God upon him because he was un-
scrupulous or arrogant or overreach-
ing or miserly. I thought he would
get cut down What a clean sweep
of everything! His city house and
country house gone. His stables emp-
tied of all the fine bays and sorrels and
grays that used to prance by his door.
All his resources overthrown and all
that he prided himself on tumbled into
demolition. Good for him!" Stop, my
brother. Don't sling around too free-
ly the judgments of God, for they are
razors.

Some of the most wicked business
men succeed, and they live and die
in prosperity, and some of the most
honest and conscientious are driven
into bankruptcy. Perhaps the unasuc-
cessful man's manner was unfortu-
nate, and he was not really as proud
as he looked to be. Some of those
who carry their heads erect and look
Imperial are humble as a child, While
many a man in seedy coat and slouch
hat and unblacked shoes is as proud
as Lucifer. You cannot tell by a
man's look. Perhaps he was not un-
scrupulous in business, for there are
two sides to every story, and every-
body that accomplishes anything for
himself or others gets Industriously
lied about. Perhaps his business mis-
fortune was not a punishment, but
the fatherly discipline to prepare him
for Heaven, and God may love him
far more than He loves you, who can
pay dollar for dollar and are put
down in the commercial catalogues
as Al. Whom the Lord loveth He
gives $400,000 and lets die on embroid-
ered pillows? No; whom the Lord
loveth He chasteneth. Better keep
your hand of the Lord's razors, lest
they cut and wound people that do
not deserve it. If you want to shave
of some of the bristling pride of your
own heart, do so, but be very careful
how you put the sharp edge on oth-
ers. How I do dislike the behavior
of those persons who when people
are unfortunate say: "I told you so-
getting punished-served him right!"
If those I-told-you-so'a got their
desert they would long ago have been
pitched over the battlements. The
mote in their neighbor's eyes, as
small that it takes a mleroscope to
find it, gives them more trouble than
the beam which obscures their own
optics. With air sometimes super-
cilious and sometimes pharasaieal and
always blasphemous they take the
razor of Divine judgment and sharp-
en it on the hone of their own hard
hearts and then go to work on men
sprawled out at fall length under dis-
aster, cutting mercilessly. They be-
gin by soft expressions of sympathy
and pity and half praise and lather
the victim all over befare they put on
the sharp edge. -

Let us te careful how we shoot at
others lest we take down the wrong
one, remembering the servant of
King William atus, who shot at a
deer, but the arrow glanced against
a tree and killed the king. Instead of
going out with shafts to pierce and
rasor to cut we had better imitate
the friend of Rlahard Coeur de ison.
Richard, in tbe war oe the Crasdes,
was aptured aud impasoaed, bu

lwe loyal friend went around the land
from stronghold to stronghold and
sang at each window a snatch of
song that Richard Coeur de Lion had
taught him in other days. And one
day, coming before a jail where he
suspected his king might be incar
cerated, he sang two lines of song
and immediately King Richard re-
sponded from his cell with the other
two lines, and so his whereabouts
were discovered, and a successful
movement was at once made for his
liberation. So let us go up and dows
the world with the music of kind
words and sympathetic hearts, sere
nading the unfortunate and trying tc
get out of trouble men who had noble
natures, but by unforeseen circum-
stances have been ineareerated, thus
liberating kings. More hymn boo-
and less razor.

Especially ought we to be apolo
getic and merciful toward those who
while they have great faults, have
also great virtues. No weeds verily,
but no flowers. I must not be toe
much enraged at a nettle along the
fence if it be in a field containing 4,
acres of ripe Michigan wheat. Some
time ago naturalists told us there
was on the sun i spot 20,000 miles
long, but from the brightness and
warmth I concluded it was a good
deal of a sun still. The sun can af-
ford to have a very large spot upon
it, though it be 20,000 miles long, and
I am very apologetic for those men
who have great faults, while at the
same time they have magnificent via
tues.

Again, when I read in my text that
the Lord shaves with the hired razor
of Assyria the land of Judea, I think
myself of the precision of God's provi-
dence. A razor swung the tenth part
of an inch out of the right line
means either failure or laceration, but
God's dealings never slip, and they do
not miss by the thousandth part of an
inch the right direction. People talk
as though things in this world were
at loose ends. Cholera sweeps across
Marseilles and Madrid and Palermo,
and we watch anxiously. Will the
epidemic sweep Europe and America?
People say: "That will entirely do
pend on whether the inoculation is
a successful experiment; that will de-
pend entirely on quarantine regula-
tions; that will depend on the early
or late appearance of frost. That ep-
idemic is pitched into the world, and
it goes blundering across the con-
tinents, and it is all guesswork and
an appalling perhaps." I think, per-
haps, that God had something to do
with it, and that His mercy may have
in some way protected us; that He
may have done as much for us as the
quarantine and the health officers. It
was right and a necessity that all
caution should be used, but there have
come enough macaroni from Italy,
and enough grapes from the south
of France, and enough rags from tat-
terdemalions, and hidden in these ar-
ticles of transportation enough chol-
eraic germs to have left by this time
all the cities mourning in the ceme-
teries. I thank all the doctors and
quarantines, but more than all, and
first of all, and last of all, and all
the time, I thank God. In all the 6,000
years of the world's existence there
has-not one thing merely "happened
so." God is not an anarchist, but
a king, a father.

When little Tad, the son of Preas-
dent Lincoln, died, all America sym-
pathized with the sorrow in the white
house. He used to rush into the room
where the cabinet was in session and
while the most eminent men of the
land were discussing the questions of
national existence. But the child had
no care about those questions. Now, 1
God the Father and God the Son and
God the Holy Ghost are in perpetual
session in regard to this world and
kindred worlds. Shall you. His child,
rush in to criticise or arraign or con-
demn the Divine government? No;
the cabinet of the Eternal Three can
govern and will govern in the wisest
and best way, and there never will be
a mistake, and, like razor skillfully
swung, shall cut that which ought
to be cut and m•old that which ought
to be avoided. Precision to the very
hairbreadth. Earthly timepieces may
get out of order and strike wrong,
saying it is one o'clock when it is twe, 1
or two when it is three. God's clock
is always right, and when it Is one
it strikes one, and when it is 12 it
strikes 12, and the second hand is as
accurate as the minute hand.

Further, my text tells us that God
sometimes shaves nations. "In the
same day shall the Lord share with c
a razor that is hired." With one sharp t
sweep He went across Judea, and
down went its pride and its power.
In 1861 God shaved the American na-
tion. We had allowed to grow Sab-
bath desecration and oppression and t
blasphemy and fraud and impurity
and all sorts of turpitude. The south a
had its sins, and the north its sins, I
and the east its sins, and the west its
sins. We had been warned again and
again, and we did not heed. At length
the sword of war cut from the St.
Lawrence to the gulf and from At- 1
lantic seabord to Pacific seaboard. f
The pride of the land, not the cow-
ards, but the heroes, on both sides
.went down. And that which we took
for the sword of war was the Lord's I
razor. In 1862 again it went across
the land; in 1863 again; in 1864 again.
Then the sharp instrument was in-
eased and put away.

Never in the history of the ages was
any land more thoroughly shaved than f
during those four years of civil conm-
bat, and, my brethren, if we do not ,
quit some of our individual and na- a
tional sins the Lord will again take 4
us in hand. He has other razors with-
in reach besides war--epidemies, a
droughts, delauges, plagues--gras- l
hopper d locust--or our overtower- a
ing sueeah may so far excite the jeal-
ousy of other lands that under some
pretext tIb great nations may comn-
bine to putT" Lnlown. Our nation, so a
easily appronetd on north and south
and from both oceans, might have on
hand at once more hostilities than
were ever arrayed Iganst any oae I
power. I hope no such combination I
against us will ever be formed, but I a
want to show that, as Assyria was the I
hired razor against Babylon, and the e
Huns the hired razor againat the I
Goths, there are now many rasorsl
that the Lord could hire If, because of 4
oa natiosal sins,' He should under- ;
take to shave us. In 1870 Germany I
was the razor with which the Lard I
shaved France. Japan was the razor a
wlt wbl 9 ab'4 Chi"d a, p id I

d America the razor with whichd shaved arrogant, oppressive and Bible-
If hating Sa. But nations are to re-
d pent in a day. May a speedy and

e worldwide coming to God hinder on
e both sided the sa all national calam-

r- ity. But do not let us as a nation
r, either by unrighteous law at Wash-

:- ington or bad lives among ourselves

r defy the Almighty.a One would think that our national

aI symbol of the eagle might sometimes
is suggest another eagle-that which an-

Si dent Rome carried. In the talons ofd that eagle were clutched at one time

Britain, Franee, Spain, Italy, Dalma-
0 tia, Rhaetia, Noricum, Pannonia, Moe-
e ala, Daela, Thrace, Macedonia, Greece,
- Asia Minor, Syria, Phoenicia, Pales-

a tine, Egypt andf all northern Africa
k and all the fislands of the Mediterra-

neanr-indeed, all the world that was
r worth having, a hundred and twenty
>, millions of people under the wings of

e that one eagle. Where is she now?
r, Ask Gibbon, the historian, in his prose
o poem, "The Decline and Fall of the

e Roman Empire." Ask her gigantic
4 ruins, bemoaning their sadnes,
e bthrough the ages, the screech owl at
e windows out of which worldwide con-
' querors looked. Ask the day of judg-
d ment, when her crowned debauehees,

d lCommodus and Pertinax and Caligula
t- and Diocletian, shall answer for their
a infamy. As men and as nations let
d us repent and have our trust in a
n pardoning God rather than depend on

e former successes for Immunity! Out
r of 13 of the greatest battles of the
world I'apoleon had lost but one be-

t fore Waterloo. Pride and destruction
r often ride in the same saddle.

k But notice once more, and more than
L all, in my text, that God is so kind and

t loving that when it Is necessary for
e Him to cut He has to go to others for

t the sharp-edged weapon. "In the same
a day shall the Lord shave with a razor
n that is hired." God is love. God is
k pity. God is help. God is shelter.
e God is rescue. There are no sharp
s edges about Him, no thrusting points,

, no instruments of laceration. If you
e want balm for wounds, He has that.
? If you want Divine salve for eyesight,

He has that. But if there is sharp
a and cutting work to do, which re-

quires a razor, that He hires. God
has nothing about Him that bhurts,
P save when dire necessity demands, and
then He has to go clear off to some

d one else to get the instrument. This

Divine clemendy will be no novelty to
I those who have pondered the Cal-

varean masiaere, where God sub-
E merged Himself in human tears and
a Erimsoned Himself from punctured ar-

teries and let the terrestrial and in-
a fernal worlds maul Him until the chan-t deliers of the sky had to be turned

I out, because the universe could not en-
e dare the outrage. Illustrious for love

he must have been to take all that as
our subsitute, paying out of His own
heart the price of our admission at
the gates of Heaven.

King Henry II. of England crowned
Shbis son as king and on the day of core-

-nation put on a servant's garb and wait-
I ed, he, the king, at the son's table, to
I the astonishment of all the princes.
1 But we know of a more wondrous
D scene--the King of Heaven and earth
a offering to put on you, His child, the
I crown of life and in the form of a serv-
t ant waiting on you with blessing.

Extol that love, all painting, all sculp-
tare, all music, all architecture, all
worship! In Dresdenian gallery let
e Raphael hold Him up as a child, and in
Antwerp cathedral let Rubens hand
I Him down from the cross as a mar-
tyr, and Handel make all his oratorios
vibrate around that one chord: "He
was wounded for our transgressions,
bruised for our iniquities." But not
until all the redeemed get home, and
from the countenances in all the gal.
leries of the ransomed shall be re-
vealed the wonders of redemption,
shall either mang or seraph or arch.
angel know the height and depth and
length and breadth of the love of
God.

At our national capital a monument
In honor of him who did more than any.
one to achieve our American independ-
Senee was for scores of years in build-

ing, and most of us were discouraged
and said it never would be completed.
And how glad we all were when in the
presenee of the highest officials of the
nation the work was done! But will
the monument to Him who died for the
eternal liberation of the human race
ever be completed? For ages the work
has been going up. Evangelists and
apostles and martyrs have been add-
aing to the heavenly pile, and every

one of the millions of redeemed going
up from earth has made to it contribu-
tlon of gladness, and weight of glory
is swung to the top of other weight of
glory, higher and higher as the centu-
tries go by. higher and higher as the
whole millenniums roll. sapphire on
the top of Jasper, sardonyx og, theStop of chalcedony and ehrysoprasas

above topaz, until far beneath shall
be the walls and towers and domes of
our earthly capitol, a monument for-
ever and forever rising and yet never
done, "Unto Him who hath loved us

and washes us from our sins in His
blood and made ua kings and priests
forever." Alleluia, ame.

Liset's Narrow Eseape.
Liszt's love-letters to Princess Caro.

lyne Wittgenstein, recently published,
deal with the narrow escape which
Liszt had of marrying the lady. The
princess imagined that she had per-
suaded the pope.to sanction her di-
vorce from the prince, and actually
fixed her wedding day for October 22,
1861, Liszt's fiftieth birthday, but
shortly afterward renounced the idea,
and there is now little doubt that she
deteetedreluetantly on Liszt's part. It
was no ardent hiver who wrote: "Per-
manent happiness can only be found
in renunciation, the utter, absolute re-
nunciation such as the saints have
practiced, and such as love, in Its mo-
ments of highest exultation, alone can
understahd."-San Francisco Argo.
naut.

Oruisn of the Chinese eus.
The euastom of Chinamen weariag

pigtails is not anient, considering the
period that China has existed as a
nation. It dates from 1637, when the
Manchus, who then eommeneed the
conquest of the eeltsatll empire, en-
forced this fashion of doing the haiu
as a sign of degradation. The average
queue is three feet long, says the
Golden Penny, and, reasoning that the
adult Chinamen number 200,00,000, we
get a united pigtail wresunlng 113,63
miles long, sb dept to go four nad
a MIj k pq Po tp h waSht

FARMERAND PLANTER.
THEERA OF THB SMALL FARM.

!hre Psretrve AurIealturslts As
Abowase•as the st. Farm aai

Dlversifyas Phwe*ets.

The agricalturists of America have
entered upon an era of small farms.
They realize more than ever before
that old theories of farming have
peassed away and new conditions now
exist. The demand upon the farm
for recruits in the city sweat shops
has lessened the number of young
people who are centent to remain on
the farm. This has also Increased the
number of consumers of farm prod-
ucts and added to the market re-
quests for everything coming from
the garden, orchard and cereal feld.
The important subject then for the
tiller of the soil to consider is how
to increase the yield of a given acre-
age.

The smaller farm of diversified pro-
ductions solves to a certain extent
the question of how to make the farm
pay. Every available foot of tillable
land is utilized on 7the small tract.
The expense for help, machinery and
interest on investment is not so large
and the risk of loss is not so great.
Twenty acres well tilled in this age
yield more actual profits than a
quarter section did under the
old system of fifty years ago. The
land is kept under better tilth, the
crops grown arq more marketable,
and the farmers are better equipped
with modern implements and ma-
chinery.

Farmers have learned some very
important lessons in the practical
fields of every day life. They use
more brains and less muscle, do more
planning and make less blunders than
their forefathers. They study the
conditions of soil fertility and apply
the scientific or natural remedies for
maintaining land values. I have a
neighbor who, this season, has pro-
duced and marketed 430 crates of
strawberries from one acre of land.
The berries sold at an average of
$1.50 per crate, thus making the gross
income from that small area $645 for
one year. Next season he expects to
use. commerieal fertillezrs to supply
the lost potash, phosphoric acid and
nitrogen and increase his crop to 500
crates.

Mixed farming gives the agricdltur-
ist an opportunity to have something
to sell at all seasons of the year. This
dispenses with the necessity for mort-
gaging a crop to secure money to ma-
ture it and prepare it for market,
The man with the small farm, located
near a railroad, which is almost any-
where in the United States, can have
an acre of asparagus, a similar tract
in strawberries, some planted to cur-
rants, blackberries or raspberries, an-
other patch of cultivated crops of
peas, beans, cor. cucumbers, melons
or other marketable products. These
things are always saleable and geners
ally command good prices.

An acre of well tilled land, under
ordinary conditions, will give the
careful man from $100 to $1,000 anna-
ally. I am well acquainted with small
farmers who give conservative esti-
mates of their yearly crops as fol-
lows: Cabbage, $600; onions, $450; to-
matoes, $800; peas, $300; cucnumbers,
$150; green corn, $250, celery, $800;
canteloupe, $600; rhubarb, $100; as-
paragus, $450; potatoes, 350, and
cauliflower, $600 per acre. In the
fruits they report equally good re-
salts. The general average for straw-
berries ranges about $400; gooseber-
ries $600 and other small fruits about
the same. These are not merely the-
oretical figures, but actual results
from small farms in the west.

Where irrigation is practiced much
soil fertility comes from the silt car-
ried by the water from the natural
forests. But every farmer who suc-
ceeds knows the value of fertilizers.
In most crops such as above enumer-
ated an application of 500 to 1,000
pounds of a fertilizer containing ap-
proximately ten per cent. potash,
eight per cent. phosphoric acid and
three per cent, nitrogen adds to the
quantity and quality of the produnets
and thereby increases the farm in-
come. The outlay is but small in com-
parison to the increased value of the
land and its crops by the reasonable
use of correct fertilizers. They may
be obtained at any of the local seed
houses, and fal informatioh .to
how to apply to the several
given free by the dealers. Th* -
a part of the stock in trade ofIh
small farmer, and should have a page
in his ledger account.--Joel Shoemak-
er, in Farmers' Home Journal.

•OY BEAN BXPERIllBTS. •
SA Plant That Harn eean IEh Nes-

e leeted Owing to lsnoame

oft ts Value.

The soy bean, commonly but incor-
erctly called soja bean, is a legumin- p
ous plant and a native of southern L
Asia. It is said to have been cultivat-
ed in China even•efore the time of
Confucius, but it spread to sur-
rounding countries was very slow.
This plant has been very much neg-
leeted, owing to the ignoranee of its.
value as oaomop, and not until recent-
ly has a t value of the soy been
elearly deitistrated. In 1878 Prof.
Haberlandit made a series of experi-ments in Hungary with the soy bean, I
and strongly urged its cultivation as
a food for both man and beast. This a
t plant has been grown in our own I

country for a great many years, prin-
eipally in the south. So we see It is
not a late discovery, as many of us F
think, but this has been used in Japan r
i and China for centuries as food for

man. The fart that the soy is self- $
, pollinated makes the yield independ- t

uent of insects, and a crop o seed is t
SInsated wherever the conditions are
such as to allow proper vegetable t
growth. There is no other crop so t
easily raised and that can be used to I
such good advantage is compounding ar feeding rations as the soy bean. The ae value of a feeding stuff is measured
s by the amount of fat and portein in t
e it, and the chena al esnaylsis show the I
a may bean to contain three times more a
r protein than corn and one-third more
r than eow peas: Farmers are just be- aa ginning to mse the neessty of a high- a
e ly concentrated food. Hence the e
s great demand for bran, and what I as e
a endeavoring to show, is that we stillt
Shave a better and chesper way o get- I
I ting our pirotea and fat foraing eleo-
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eompare the soy bean with bran and
oil meal. Proft. Henry, his book an
"Feeds and Feeding," iv thL
amount of digestible ntriments in a
ton of il meal to be 1,4a• pounds;
bran, 1,068; while soy beans contain
1,326 pounds per ton. Now 1,4•2
pounds of digestible nurtiments in oil I
meal costs us 28; 2,062 pounds of 1
bran costs us $15, while 1,326 pounds 1l
of digestible nutriment per ton of soay
beans can be grown at a east of two a
dollars in work and a small cash out- I
lay for seed. Steward, in his book i
on the feeding of animals, estimates I
the feeding value of a ton of soy
beans to $44, while the fertilising val-
ue of the decaying roots is $19 per a
acre.

Our experience with soy beans s 1

this: They have no equal as a feed so a
far as we have tried them. For hogs
and dairy cattle they are superb. The 4

inerease in the milk pail and butter 1
taub confirms us in the belief that they
have no equal as a feeding stuf. Tak-
ing into consideration, first, their
great nutritive value, second, cheap
nem, and, third, fertilizing value-
which is equal to that of clover-they
are certainly a valuable crop. Our
cattle will leave elover knee high and
eat soy bean forage in preference.
Ground that produces one and one-
half tons of timothy hay will pro-
duce three tons of bean hay, which
is worth $2.50 more per ton than
timothy, says Prof Morris. We find
we can produce pork, beef and milk
at a very low rate with the soy bean.
We fattened a bunch of hogs last fall
almost exclusively on soy beans. Just
three weeks before selling, we com-!
menced feeding corn. The hogs were
fattened in the shortest time and
made the fnest meat we ever pro-
daced. Their costs had a glossy ap-
pearance which would cause one to
think they were kept curried. Mr. W.
H. Wilson, of Virginia, gives Ave ree-
sons for growing more beans than
corn. He says: "First, I can get more
net money out of one bushel of say
beans than I can out of five bushels of
corn; second, I think that corn is fve
times harder on ground than the soy
bean; third, corn costs me Ave times
more to grow; fourth I think the soy
bean five times greater in oily mat-
ter than corn; fifth, I think the soy
bean five times better for producing
meat, milk and butter than corn."
This man has grown this crop 17
years. As a food for man the soy
bean is good, whether cool•d, Ike
green peas, parched and eaten as pea-
nuts or ground and psed as cofee. It
has been sold as the coffee bean by
some seedmen. No farmer would be
without this valuable plant after
once giving it a fair trtis-Evan B.
Davis.

New 1•.I* fts the Uerd.
Faney breeders of stock for the

show ring have to consider points of
eclor, form, and similar character
isties in a way that the average farm-
er who raises stock for the market
entirely overlooks. A slight variation
in any of these minor points might
prove a defect that would condemn an
otherwise fme animal for the exhibi-
tion ring, and a fancy breeder woald
sooner dispose of such animals at a
nominal sum than to hold them for
further breeding. The farmer or
breeder who is on the lookout for new
blood, would find a rich prize in these
animals. A boar pig or a bull of this
clas can nearly always be purchased
comparatively cheap, and as the head
of the herd it would prove of the
greatest value to the farmer. New
blood is needed continually in every
herd, but it is never needed to the
extent of jutifying thelnatroduction
of inferior blood. Better constant in-
breeding, until something better can.
be obtaind, than the introduction o
Inferior unknown blood.-Epita

mist.

Lhe Irwl an the Parsm.
Every farmer, or anybody else, who

raises fowls below the grade of pure
bred should buy a cock of some pure
breed which he likes, or two of them.
if he has too many hens for one. By
acontinuing this course, and carefully

selecting pullets for their conformity
to the markings of the cocks, in three
generations it will take an expert to
distinguish between them and stand-
ard fawls. In fact, it is a fact well
known to all breeders that sometimes
a half-breed may possess beter mark-
ings than many full-blooded ones.
Hence, whether handling pure breeds
or mixtures of breeds, there will be

antuy culls, hpd some will throw back
to one of the breeds used in creating
the breed originally. We can point to
a fock of about twenty white Wyan-
dottes, bred from prise winners, in
which some four or five are fairly well
marked white leghorns. This is not
unusual with the newer breeds--
Farm and Banch.

HBjB AND THER.

-- Nature's own remedy for lies es
pigs," says the Australian Agricultur-
•t, "is mud." Nature's remedy is out
of date. Kerosene emulsion sprayed
on is far better.

-This bps been one of the best sea-
ons in all history for growing "Prov-

idence" riee, and we learn some good
crops have been made on this sytem,
but It will not do to depend upon.

-Much fruit that is uet for mar-
ket may be canned, or made into de-
licious forms that will keep in cans
inde•ntely. A farmer who has fruit
only duaring fruit seasons during fruit
years, is not living up to his privi-

-Every farmer aouald have a
plentiful supply of fruit all the year
round, when the fruit erop fails as
well as when it Is abundant. Mason

ars are cheaep and will last a life
time, and sugarwell, they must pay
trust prices

-The only way to raise first-class
turkey stock is by glving pIults plen-
ty of exercise. The more of it they
have, as a rule, the better they wll
grow aud be in the ead. aanging
about the fields, catching grash
pers and other inects is the only
tbhing that wl gie,a growing poelt
the rigor that wil d lop it iat. a
strong ldut owL

-The Georgis Poultry Neraleaaps
satisties m risoea by the govern-

eat snow that the average nurm
of sgs alider al tnhe bo-f4a
onatry, is abount sixty c aus pea

year, but soad seraug heos o
breed, or san good a•ougre*
eared for, will pwedaae tn or

3asp aperseek

IT WAS ONLY BABY. 4

o aUs vet t

In the park rece da

and see the sueal sigh The

relates the New York ugt es

over near an ean e ag shout 4

bight road wagon a ir the a
eurve and sped toward e centes
thd e prk. Then out one othe

walks, 200 yards a-h• theway horses, came at , te i gir

was about si years •. In herbshe sarried a baby• as b
herself. The infat ona decked ithteat sprion of hutdreesd .

The little mother's back
turne d to the oneordn• hore

seedy-looking man with;; a dirtynd greasy eTlthes sput from n the
sidewalk and threw hiIself at Lhe
horses , reinsc He arigs them,
on for a moment, andr s th
one side. A moment by ter a
gushed-look. Theinf man Ie. the itgarb of fashion saw tm. child

and as the runaways charged
him he threw away has eane
dashed into the roadway. He eausThe bit of one mof ther bhae ad
atulo ned volently to e side. A
poeliceman saw a trage drtdud gzuasy lothe upelg from3 lthbe
and ran to reach thbe hlsedt at ihehors turnedin aw the hag ste, ogld

aond stood for a moemett tp
with fear. At lasot tshe d eated
but of she did so he st cmbld ad
fell, dropping the babys. Then
made one thrfeb lae rale, just
deent to clear her froiad the

beels, but the baby 'a quietly,the next moment the h asen nd
on wheels had dashed Its tide

A cry of horror from
spectators. The
the baby first, closely byman polic fashion an t • trampnd breathless.h e hd The tlittle was sted.

itag ryinr.g t she side red the ard,
The polieeman dsoppe and
pleked up the baby thed , -
Then he smifeebled. i

"Why, It's a big rug ol!""the on my word it th hea a mnd t
oA f of shon. a

Well, cttor The !"poena re ed
the bseedy tndividu clobHere, l Thtle girttl" r the d

man, cheerily, "here's p•pn baby.
,art a bit. Now go had gad

mother." s"An d bin ome de ndg the r ,y
aThe the man of fapeh and•, dl•y

pice d at the littlebabrs ha nds.

Thsaen the tramp to the ehdld.-

Aon the thord, in•idn, made Wluone tonh be natire. struggledfrom the gatherirg" erid athe pd

their several ways.i

HOW TO XANAei ABi

It Ias uase Kasuh *heu wetse
-me.• as toI. meli Over the i i

eof the jea

Mrs. Faler and VlE s. Deai
fighbors and rit deh other

fsequently, and uFauler has
tire with surpve athat Mrs.
lg's husbaand ner solds when
comes home and sbda AD upI
ready. She asked iars. D--
It and was told ite as easy as

tag off ao, l ays Ja s Chicag• T--•). .
Herald.

"YoU have only ft e a let tle
she said. "Why,a man af be
aged by a tactftul i."

Jurst then r ears a e i
rather tired and rt i
took his rat, u
his ear, and askedn if e was ug
hung-y. j I.'

He said he dilda mind waltIn
at her suggestioa be toIoksh l pe
and went into other ren.

"There!" wh Mrs. Di-- to
her neighbor, I teollr. yeuit l
required a little t," a .re wa -
about getting while
Fuller went hoamed to try bew a
would work on her husband

She found him with a t rhuder
brow, and at oace began the
treatment.

"Please go Into the parlor and
the paper while I hurry up the i
per"

"Well, you have` arvel Do
posae I can satisfy' y appetite 4I

news from China. I Ike.tbat. A
miht as well be a bachelor. - a
with it a have a wife who is
gaidiag to the neighbors!"
"I was over to Domings a few

ates, and Mr. Deming -e
while I was there, sa) he wasn't 4b
mros, and her sap is late, Se."

"Of course, it is. Gml s"ng r'a
and hindering each other. I we4r
you ever set anything done."

Mrs. Ruler had tried test, a
did't seem t work. Her
were hurt and her temper was .
he eoamelaed to take heroile

and se what would happen. the c .o
ofa the white aron she had pt.av

, aturned, as omly a worm
"George A-gstas reer, R se

wat any sapper to-iagt yous e
it pourself. i'm gog some h 4
and will stay there until yore r
how to treat me. You a hu e _ ;
married a cook." I

Mari," piped Fller, feebly, IdomI

"!Thens will you be ses ep
alder
"Why of couma. I weas 

They 
age

eher le two tent "V5a.ss ls.
narer thnk it take. assio entewa
Stact ire mst meno , aee aid

esa. Doming whisiesi - `
hbar ai i 4 iat hi w

s here, Fr te h..ul
yous fe ou etlast odfaine

The Mthee-Row mu

The amghter-Y-hy,
a s khw hoer
"Hi pepl re a wO Oth

uwk~~ ~ ypes'-~


