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THE STATION AGENT'S STORY.

Seey never did much for me till I got achance, one day.
Io take a better station, and prepared toScome away;
S14 worked down there in Watertown forthirteen years, and passedmrom messenger to agent and was calledup here at lest.

aAD when they heard about It'they came
Sn with smiles and praise,A-nd told me how it tickled them to hear

' I'd got the raise;
'hey knew I'd have it, some day; they had

seen it all the time,
"For a fellow with such talents as I had

was bound to climb."

And they put their heads together and got
up a splendid spread--

4 gorgeous farewell dinner, with the mayor
at the head;

And they made a lot of speeches and they
praised me to the skies.

And I felt my cheeks turn crimson and the
dampness in my eyes.

Snd theladles that I danced with, when the
b eas•Lbegan to play,

lM tae' place would seem so lonesome
after I had gone away.

And the wealthy banker's daughter who
had seemed so proud before

Almost confessed she loved me, as we
sailed across the floor.

And pretty Janet Flemming, who had let
me understand

That she felt herself above me, trembled
when I held her hand-

Trembled, sighed, and, looking at me. said
" she wished I wouldn't go;

'It'll be so very stupid here without you.
don't you know!"

- had sever, till that evening, guessed how
well they liked me there;

I' had worked and hoped and waited and
they hadn't seemed to care.

And, oh. what a world of gladness had been
- ine. if I had known-

'But they let me wait and worry and keep
tolling on alone.

How I might have held my head up if I
only could have guessed-

-lad I but known they thought that I was
worthy of the best

The wait had been less dreary and my work
had been as play-

But they kept their feelings hidden till I
had to come away.

Yes, It's just the same old story, people
somehow never know

What a man Is worth, or care to. till it
comes his turn to go-

And perhaps it's best they shouldn't, for
begin to flatter men-

live them all the praise they earn-and
there's no living with them then-

-till, I wish their celebration might have
. been arranged before

They found out that I was going and would
- wander back no more.

-. E. Kiser. in Chicago Times-Herald.

A Pleasure Voyage
By Ly.n Roay Neehs.

(oaydta bay DlyS:m•y Pub. 0s.)

FEW minutes before the steam-
ship Pontic left San Francisco a

,oung .woman, followed by a porter
carrying two satchels, hurried up the
ga"g-plank. She proceeded at once to
the purser's office and said in an anx-

S- but business-like tone:
"You got my telegram-Miss Percy

Hartwell, of Denver?"
S"Yes," he replied.

"Then you have a stateroom for me?"
"Yes," he answered again, "but you

IAnow this ship is making a round trip
to Honolulu and does not go to Japan?"

"That will be all right," she said, as
she paid her fare. By the time the
gang-plank was hauled in and the ship
bad cast off she was safely quartered in
her stateroom.

The indescribable journey through
the Golden Gate, with all the glorious
play of color and contrast and scene.
qeemed to have no attraction for her.
Not until the ship with the happy
crowd of travelers was well out to sea
did she make her appearance on deck.
She was of medium height, well built
And perfectly dressed. Even the dust
And weariness of a long railroad ride
had not dulled the beauty of her blue
ayes nor paled the glow of her fine com-
Wlexion.

It takes several days to find out that
The captain of a ship is not an informa-
tion bureau, and after that sensible
people leave him to his uncommunica-
tive ways.
SMiss Percy Hartwell began where
the others left off. She did not ask
spt. Wheelton questions. In some

-ay which made the others jealous she
compelled him to seek her. In sun-
i~hine and in storm she was equally in
pvidence, and after awhile the grizzled
old captain began to admire her sea-
worthy qualities. She was cheerful,
she was interesting, and she was full
of vigor and common sense. Like every
good diplomatist, she did not force
the point until she reached it, and then
with a smile, which would have won
Ike confidence of any rpan who had
a spark of feeling left, she said in a
calm voice that had in it an under-
fone of pleading which even a steam-
ship captain could feel:

_"Captain, I want to be perfectly
frank with. you. I understand, of
course, that this is an excursion to
Hiawaii and return. Now, I do not like
excursions at all, and a few days ago
I had no more idea of coming on this
trip than of going up in a balloon. My
reason in coming was the hope that
you might overtake the transport
David. which sailed 24 hours ahead of
you. There is some one on that ship
'hat I must see and I thought there
was a possibility of overtaking the ves-
sel before we reached Honolulu. Now,
I want to ask you frankly if you think
it can be done? She is slower than
you are."

SThe captain looked at her with his
weather eye opened wider than usual,
and sbe continued:

"Do not give me one of your excur-
'lon replies, but think over it and figure
it out."

S"Well, well, welll" he exclaimed, but
before he could answer a call took him
baway.

Miss Percy Hartwell's next efforts
were exerted upon the chief engineer,
whom she managed to meet, and whose
engine room she risited, distributing
well balanced praise that pleased the I

ld Saotsman mightily. The result was
that in the course of 48 hours she had
these two worthies of the ship calculat- 4
iag for her benefit, and when she fnal-
y drew from them the points that

they smight overtake the David some
hgers before they reached Honolulu,
she .expressed her satistfation, and
then the captain let her matean aidal
goesdence.

Yonu mst not mention it," he id,
"bat we have important disptehes a

m-- the goveramet wbhih 'ws t e J
.'.d.er to the DavM It possible.d"

i shen atsesq rtwell did a very
as. tg She - uspes tp. n

he s and exclaime- t

The voyage went on pleasantly and
swiftly and Miss Hartwell laughed and
joked with the captain and the ohief

gineer, urging them to push the shil
a little faster.

Finally there came a fine gray morn-
ing, when there was a blur on the hori-
zon in front, and Miss Hartwell eared
for neither breakfast nor luncheon.
While the chase was going on the blue
was growing into the distinctness of a
great steel hull freighted with human
belngs.

It was afternoon when the ships
came within hailing distance. Just be-
fore signaling the captain approached
Miss Hartwell and asked:

"What is his name and what do you
want me to do?"

"Lieut. Edward Ledman," she re-
plied, "and I want you to either bring
him over to me or to send me over to
him," and the signaling began.

"Government dispatches for the
David, and, if you please, send Lieut.
Edward Ledman."

Soon a boat put out from the other
ship and the passengers crowded over
to watch its coming. The sailors pulled
with steady stroke and the little craft
rose and fell with the billows, while
the hands of Miss Percy Hartwell
clutched the railing as if human life
were at stake.

There upon the broad wastes of
the Pacific the great mass of machin-
ery paused. The boat circled like a
frightened bird, but finally the rope
was caught and one of the sailors ran
up the ladder as easily as if every-
thing were smooth and quiet. The
tall young man in the lieutenant's
uniform did not do as well, but his
nerves were steady, even if his legs
wabbled. The passengers were in-
clined to laugh at his lack of skill,
but that did not deter him. He
reached the deck and asked the cap-
tain quickly why he was summoned.

In the meanwhile Miss Percy Hart-
well had retired to the further side
of the ship. The captain directed
one of the stewards to conduct the
officer to Miss Hartwell

"You have only five minutes, sir,"
was his warning, "and I advise you
to be as expeditious as possible."

There were three minutes of grace,
but at the end of that time the lieu-
tenant returned radiant.

"I happen to know," said the cap-
tain, "that the dispatches are for
your ship to proceed with all haste
to Manila and if the weather had been
stormy I should have signaled to that
effect, so now it is not right for me
to detain you even for a minute, and
I wish you good-by and God speed."
Lieut. Ledman thanked him and

there was a sudden rush in which the
arms of the oflicer were around Miss
Hartwell, followed by rapid kisses,
which the crowd would have applaud-
ed if they dared. Down the ladder
again he went, and once more the lit-
tle boat see-sawed through the waves.
There were many kisses thrown and
the soldier's cap was raised until his
arm must have approached paralysis.

Then after the farewells had been
blown by the sirens of the ships, Miss
Percy Hartwell for the first time
showed indications of weakness. The
dear old spinster who sat near her at
the table approached to offer her as-
sistance, and she could not help call-
ing attention to a ring on the third
finger of the young lady's left hand!

This brought Miss Percy Hartwell
very much to her senses and she dart-
ed for her stateroom. The next day
in honest gratitude she told the cap-
tain all about it; The lieutenant was
with his regiment in San Francisco
and was ordered to sail before he ex-
pected. He did not have time to carry
out his programme of returning and
placing the ring upon her finger, but
did the best he could to send it by
mail.

"That did not suit me at all," said
Miss Percy Hartwell, "and I was deter-

mined that he should put it on him-
self, and that is why I came."

She does not remember much about
Hawaii or Honolulu. or any of the
scenes in the mid-Pacifle islands, but
when she is asked if she enjoyed her
pleasure trip her reply is:

"Pleasure? You mean bliss!"
And that is all there is about it

until Lieut. Edward Ledman gets
back from the Philippines.

R•etafl oonlag i
The energy of one of the oldest in-

habitants of a Massachusetts town is
a byword among his neighbors and a
trial to his grandchildren, who have
not inherited their full share of his
active temper, says the Youth's Com-
Panion-

His grandson John, in particular,
suffers from the old man's untiring in-
dustry, for John is his assistant in
the little grocery shop, where every-
thing from codfish to brooms may be
had. A purchaser of ginger snaps lin-
gered one day to hear the noontime
addreis delivered to poor John by his
grandfather.

"Now, Johnny, I'm a-going home for
my dinner," said the old man, briskly,
"and on the way TII carry up these
pails to Mis' Manson and fetch back
her kerosene can. I shall be gone
up'ards of half an hour. You'll have
plenty of time to eat your luncheon,
and whilst you're resting after it I
wish you'd saw up that little mess
of wood that lays out by the back
door and split it up for stove kindling,
for the weather's turning sharp
a'ready.

"Most likely I'll be back 'fore you
get out o' work, and anyways I don't
want you to keep at It all the time;
so If there's a few extry minutes jest
set down and make out a bill or two;
the lust of the month'll be upon us
'fore we know it!"

Oldest Tree In the World.
The town of Kos, the capital of the

small Turkish island of that name lying
of the coast of Asia Minor, possesses
the oldest tree in the world. Under its
shades Hippocratei inculcated his dis
ciples in his methods and views eon-
cerning the healing of X000 years ag~
Tradition carries the age of the tree
back to the time of Aesculaplus (of
whom Hippocrates was a lineal de-
acendant), which would add some 400
years to itsage.--Chis Chroilc.

Iresn B's Peolat eat View.
]other--ertrude. rm afraid you

made as datass in refd g that Mr.

Daqlttei--UhY Moiher!
.! a' useek iuaar i uhieb

he 1o r, him! shos he s ei
thelthat buhamu a..i he-i -

~C~- ;.

CROSSING THE FERRY

Dr. Talmage Tells of David's Pan
sage Over the Jordan.

se Dbaws a easeo f Comf oret Mad
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Copyright, 1900, by Louis Klopsch.j
Washington.

From an unnoticed incident of olden
time Dr. Talmage, i this discourse
drains oanm comforting and rapturous
lessons. The text is 2 Samuel 19:18:
"And there went over a ferryboat to
carry over the king's household."

Which of the crowd is the king?
That short man, sunburnt and in fa-
tigue dress. It is David, the exiled
king. He has defeated his enemies and
is now going home to resume his pal-
ace. Good! I always like to see David
come out ahead. But between him and
his home there is the celebrated river
Jordan which has to be passed. The
king is accompanied to the bank of the
river by an aristocratic old gentleman
of 80 years, Barzillai by name, who
owned a fine country seat at Roge-
lim. Besides that, David has his fam-
ily with him. But how shall they get
across the river? While they are stand-
nlg there I see a ferryboat coming from

the other side, and as it cuts through
the water I see the faces of David and
his household brighten up at the
thought of so soon getting home. No
sooner has the ferryboat struck the
shore than David and his family and
his old friend Barzllai, from Roge~nm,
get on board the boat. Either with
splashing oars at the side or with one
oar sculling at the stern of the boat
they leave the eastern bank of the Jor-
dan and start for the western bank.

That western bank is black with
crowds of people, who are waving and
shouting at the approach of the king
and his family. The military are all
out. Some of those who have been
David's worst enemies how shout until
they are hoarse at his return. No
sooner has the boat struck the shore
on the western side than the earth
quakes and the heavens ring with
cheers of welcome and congratulation.
David and his family and Balsllai from
Rogelim step ashore. King David asks
his old friend to go with him and live
at the palace, but Barsillai apolo-
gizes and intimates that he is infirm
with age and too deaf to appreciate
the music, and has a delicate appetite
that would soon be cloyed with lux-
arious living, and so he begs that David

would let him go back to his country
seat.

I once heard the father of a presi-
dent of the United States say that be
had just been to Washington to see his
son in the white house, and he told me
of the wonderful things that occurred
there, and of what Daniel Webster said
to him, but he declared: "I was glad
to get home. There was too much go-
ing on there for me." My father, an
aged man, made his last visit at my
house in Philadelphia, and after the
church service was over, and we went
home, some one in the house asked the
aged man how he enjoyed the service.
"Well," he replied, "I enjoyed the serv-
ice, but there were too many people
there for me. It troubled my head
very much." The fact is that old peo-
ple do not like excitement. If King
David had asked Barzillai 30 years be-
fore to go to the palace, the probability
Is that Bartilala would have gone, but
not now. They kiss each other good-
by, a custom among men oriental, but
in vogue yet where two brothers part
or an aged father and a son go away
from each other never to meet again.
No wonder that their lips met as King
David and old Blarillal, at the prow of
the ferryboat, parted forever.

This river Jordan, in all ages and
among all languages, has been the sym-
bol of the boundary line between earth
and Heaven. Yet when on a formeroc-
easion I preached to you about the
Jordanic passage I have no doubt that
some of you despondingly said: "The
Lord might have divided Jordan for
Joshua, but not for poor me." Cheer
up! I want to show you that there is
a way over Jordan as well as through
it. My text Sya: "And there went
over a ferrybt to earry over the
king's househotl-t

All ouar cities are familiar with the
ferr$bodt. It goes from San Praneiseo
to Oakland and from Liverpool to
Birkenhead, and twice every secular
day of the week multitudes are on the
ferryboats of our great cities, so that
yoa will ieed to hunt up a classieal die-
tionary to find out what I mean while
I am apeaking toyou about the passage
of David and his family across the river
Jordan.

Xy subject, in the first place, Im-
presses me with the fact that when we
cross over from this world to the next
the boat will have to come from the
other side. The tribe of Judah, we
are informed, sent this ferryboat across
to get David and his household. I stand
on the eastern side of the river Jor-
dan, and I find no shipping at all, but
while I am standing there I see a boat
plowing through the river, and as I
hear the swirl of the waters and the
boat comes to the eastern side of the
Jordan and David and his family and
his old friend step on board that boat
I am mightily impressed with the fact
that when we cross over from this
world to the next the boat will have to
come from the opposite shore.

Every day I ind people trying to ex-
temporise a way from earth to Heaven.
They gather up their good works and
some sentimental theories, and they
make a raft, shoving it from this shore,
sad poor, deluded souls get on board
that raft, and they go down. The fact
is that skepticism and infidelity never
yet helped one man to die. I invite all
the ship carpenters of worldly philos-
ophy to come and build one boat that
can safely eross this river. I invite
them all to unite their skill, and
Bolingbroke shall lift the stanchionsa
and Tyndall shall shape the bowsprit,
and Spinoza shall make the maintop-
gallant braces, and Renan shall go to
tacking and wearing and boxing then
ship. All together in 10,000 years they
will never be able to make a boat that
can eross this Jordan. Why was it
that Splnoza and Blount and Shattes-
bury lost their seals? It was because
they tried to cross the stream in a boat
of thir own emstruetion. What mis-
erablM work they made of dyingl DI-
desbsa died d mortiseatSep beeause

be eaeM ge• us m a p sdrem which
u hee•apapIm.sd to him at a 5psi

dmaeur-, .seu the pImpesh dia.
r sief as nesdossing

own hand, while another of their com-
pany and of their kind died saying-
"Must I leave all these beautiful pic-
tures?" and then asked that he might
be bolstered up in the bed in his last
moments and be shaved and painted
and rolged, Of all the tnbelievers of
all ages not one died well. Some of
them sneaked out of life, some wept
themselves away in darkness, some
blasphemed and raved and tore their
bed covers to tatters. This is the way
worldly philosophy helps a man to die.

A guide at Niagara falls said to me:
"Do you see that rock down in the
rapids?" I said: "Yes." "Well," he
said, "some years ago a man got into
the rapids and floated down until he
came to that rock, and he clutched
that and held on. We sent five life-
boats at different times out to him,
and they were all broken to splinters.
After awhile we got him some food,
but he could not eat it. He seemed to
have no appetite. He wanted to get
ashore, and the poor fellow held on
and held on, and with a shriek louder
than the thunder of the cataract he
went over." When a man puts out
from the shore of this world on the
river of Death in a boat of his own
construction, he has worse disaster
than that-shipwreck, eternal ship-
wreck.

Blessed be God, there is a boat com-
ing from the other sidel Transports-
tlon at last for our souls from the
other shore; everything about this
Gospel from the other shore; pardon
from the other shore; mercy from the
other shore; pity from the other
shore; ministry of angels from the
other shore; power to work miracles
from the other shore; Jesus Christ
from the other shore. "This is a faith-
ful saying and worthy of all accepta-
tion that Christ Jesus came into the
world to save sinners," and from a
foreign shore I see the ferryboat com-
ing, and it rolls with the surges of a
Saviour's suffering; but as it strikes
the earth the mountains rock, and the
dead adjust their apparel so that
they may be fit to come out. That
boat touches the earth, and g:orious
Thomas Walsh gets into it in his ex-
piring moment, saying: "He has
come! He has come! My Beloved is
mine, and I am His." Good Sarah
Wesley got into that boat, and as she
shoved oft from the shore she cried:
"Open the gates! Open the gates!"
I bless God that as the boat came
from the other shore to take David
and his men across, so, when we are
about to die, the boat will come from
the same direction. God forbid that
I should ever trust to anything, that
starts from this side.

Again, my subject suggests that
when we cross over at the last the
King will be on board the boat. Ship
carpentry in Bible times was in its
infancy. The boats were not skill-
fully made, and I can very easily im-
agine that the women and the chil-
dren of the King's household might
have been nervous about going on
that boat, afraid that the oarsman or
the helmsman might give out and
that the boat might be dashed on the
rocks, as sometimes boats were dashed
in the Jordan, and then I could have
imagined the boat starting and rock-
ing, and they crying out: "Oh, we are
going to be lost. We are going down!"
Not so. The King was on board the
boat, and those women and children
and all the household of the king
knew that every care was taken to
have the king-the head of the em-
pire-pass in safety.

Now, I want to break up a delusion
in your mind, and that is this: When
our friends go out of this world, we
feel sorry for them, because they have
to go alone; and parents hold on to
the hands of their children who are
dying, and hold on to something of
the impression that the moment-they
let go the little one will be in the
darkness and in the boat all alone.
"Oh," the parent says, "if I could only
go with my child, I would be willing
to die half a dozen times. I am afraid
she will be lost in the woods or in the
darkness; I am afraid she will be
very mueh frightened in the boat all
alone." I break up the delusion.
When a soul goes to Heaven, it does
not go alone; the King is on board
the boat. Was Paul alone in the last
extremity? Hear the shout of the
sacred missionary as he cries out: "I
am now ready to be ofered, and the
time of my departure is at hand."
Was John Wesley alone in the last
extremity? No. Hear him say:
"Best of all, God is with us." Was Sir
William Forbes alone in the last ex-
tremity? No. Hear him my to his
friends: "Tell all the people who are
coming down to the bed of death from
my experience it has no terrors."
"Oh," say a great many people, "that
does very well for distinguished Chris-
tians, but for me, a common man, for
me, a coimmon woman, we can't ex-
pect that guidance and help." If I
should give you a passage of Scripture
that would promise to you positively
when you are crossing the river to
the next world the King would be in
the boat, would you believe the prom-
ise? "Oh, yes," you say, "L would."
Here is the promise: "When thou
passest through the waters, I will be
with thee, and through the rivers,
they shall not overflow thee." Christ
at the sick pillow to take the soul out
of the body; Christ to help the soul
down the bank into the boat; Christ
midstream; Christ on the other side
to help the soul up the beach. Be
comforted about your departed
friends. Be comforted about your
own demise when the time shall come.
Tell it to all the people under the sun
that no Christian ever dies alone; the
King is in the boat.

Again, my text suggests that leav-
ing this world for Heaven is only
crossing a ferry. Dr. Shaw estimates
the average width of the Jordan to
be about 30 yards. What, so narrow?
Yes. "There went over a ferryboat to
carry the king's household." Yes, go-
ing to Heaven is only a short trip-
only a ferry. It may be 80 miles-
that is, 80 years-before we get to the
wet bank on the other side, but the
crossing i4 short, I will tell you the
whle secret. It is not five minutes
across, nor three, nor two, nor one

minute. It is instantaneous trans-
portation. People talk as though
leaving this life, the Christian went
plunging and floundering and swim-
ming, to crawl up exhausted on the
other shore, and to be pulled out of
the pelting srf as by a Ramsgate

ieboat. No such thing. It is ealy
a fary. It Is se narrow that we eaa
haM eah other frns hank to bOan.
It is enly f r aS lengths eern
te oa 4t areel *t

from this side, the arm of Heavenaly
welcome put out from the other side,
while the dying Christian, standing
midstream, stretches out ids arms,
the one to take the farewell of earth,
and the other to take the greeting of
Heaven. That makes four arms'
lengths across the river.

Blessed be God, that when we leave
this world we are not to have a great
and perilous enterprise of getting into
Heaven. Not a dangerous Franklin ex-
pedition to find the northwest passage
among icebergs. Only a ferry. That
sccounts for something you have never
been able to understand. You never
supposed that very nervous and timid
Christian people could be so unexcited
and placid in the last hour. The fact
is, they were clear down on the bank,
and they saw there was nothing to be
frightened about. Such a short dis-
tance-only a ferry. With one ear they
heard the funeral psalm in their mem-
ory, and with'the other ear they heard
the song of Heafenly salutation. The
willows on this side the Jordan and
the Lebanon cedars on the other almost
nlterlocked their branches. Only a
ferry.

My subject also suggests the fact that
when we cross over at the last we shall
find a solid landing. The ferryboat as
spoken of in my text means a place to
start from and a place to land. David
and his people did not find the eastern
shore of the Jordan any more solid than
the western shore where he landed, and
yet to a great many Heaven is not' a
real place. To you Heaven is a fog
bank in the distance. Now, my Heaven
is a solid Heaven. After the resurrec-
tion has come you will have a resur-
rected foot and something to tread on
and a resurrected eye and colors to
see with it and a resurrected ear and
music to regale it. Smart men in this
day are making a great deal of fun
about St. John's materialistic descrip-
tions of Heaven. Well, now, my friends,
if you will tell me what will be the use
of a resurrected body in Heaven with
nothing to tread on and nothing to
hear and nothing to handle and noth-
ing to taste then I will laugh, too. Are
you going to boat about in ether for-
ever, swinging about your hands and
feet through the air indiscriminately,
one moment sweltering in the center of
the sun and the next moment shivering
in the mountains of the moon? That is
not my Heaven. Dissatisfied with
John's materialistic Heaven, theolog-
ical thinkers are trying to patch up a
Heaven that will do for them at last.
I never heard of a Heaven I want to
go to except St. John's Heaven. I be-
lieve I shall hear Mr. Toplady sing yet
and Isaac Watts recite hymns and Mo-
zart play. "Oh," you say, "where would

you get the organ?" The Lord will
provide the organ. Don't you bother
about the organ. I believe I shall yet
see David with a harp, and I will ask
him to sing one of the songs of Zion. I
believe after the resurrection I shall
see Massillon, the great French pulpit
orator, and I shall hear from his own
lips how he felt on that day when he
preached the king's funeral sermon
and flung his whole audience into a
paroxysm of grief and solemnity. I
have no patience with your transcend-
ental, gelatinous, gaseous Heaven. My
Heaven is not a fog bank. My eyes are
unto the bills, the everlasting hills.
The King's ferryboat, starting from a
wharf on this side, will go to a wharf
on the other side.

Again, my subject teaches that when
we cross over at the last we shall be met
at the landing. When David and his
family went over in the ferryboat
spoken of in the text, they landed amid
a nation that had come out to greet
them. As they stepped from the deck
of the boat to the shore there were
thousands of people who gathered
around them to express a satisfaction
that was beyond description. And so
you and I will be met at the landing.
Our arrival will be like stepping ashore
at Antwerp or Constantinople among
a crowd of strangers. It will be among
friends, good friends, those who are
warm-hearted friends, and all their
friends. We know people whom we
have never seen by hearing somebody
talk about them very much; we know
them almost as well as it we had seen
them. And do you suppose that our
parents and brothers and sisters and
children in Beaven have been talking
about us all these years, and talking
to their friends? So that, I suppose,
when we cross the river at the last
we shall not only be met by all those

Cbhristian friends whom we knew on
earth, but by all their friends. They

will come down to the landing to meet
us. Your departed friends love you

now more than they ever did. You will
be surprised at the last to find how they

know about all the stairs of your life.
Why, they are only serous the ferry,
and the boat is coming this way, and
the boat is going that way. I do not
know but they have already asked the
Lord the day, the hour, the moment
when you are coming across and that

they know now, but I do know that you
will be met at the landing. The poet

Southey said be thought he should
know Bishop Heber in Heaven by the
portraits he had seen of him in London,
and Dr. Randolph said be thought he
would know William Cowper, the poet,
in Heaven, from the pictures he had
seen of him in England; but we will

know our departed kindred by the por-
traits hang in the throneroom of our

heart.

On starlight nights you look up-and
I suppose it is so with anyone who has
friends in Heaven-on starlight nights
you look up, and you cannot help but
think of those who have gone, and I
suppose you look down and cannot help
but think of us. But they have the ad-
vantage of us. We know not just where
the world of joy Is; they know where
we are.

But there is a thought that comes
over us like an electric shock. Do I
belongto the King's household? Mark

you, the text says: "And there went
over a ferryboat to carry over the
king's household," and none but the
king's household. Then I ask: "Do I
belong to the household? Do you?'
If you do not, come today and be adopt-
ed into that household. "Oh," says
some soul here: "I do not know wheth-
er the King wants me!" He does; he
does. Hear the voiee from the throne:
"I will be a father to them, and they
shall be my sons and daughters, said
the Lord Almighty." "NBH that ometh
unto me," Christ says, "I will innowise
east out." Come into the ding'sho•se-
hbod. art owsn at the King's table.
Come in and take Yqr apparel remr
the ing"s wrdro-ebe," te-a d s ag
garmses o crsts

Owsisd sussl wth
Ces b dw tr" *.ry.

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

There are about 117,000 novels in the
Paris national library, and nearly 89,-
000 volumes of French poetry.

A Norwegian scientist, C. A. Mur
ster, believes that by connecting two
Islands under water with galvanized
iron plates and sending electric cur-
rents through them one might get
$1,500,000 of gold and silver out of sea
water annually.

Prof. Lewin, of Berlin, has found
among 300 laborers who constantly
handle copper eight men whose hair
had in consequence obtained a green-
ish tinge which no washing would re-
move. The phenomenon has been
known, he says 200 years, but it takes
several years to produce it.

Juan Valera, the Spanish novelist
and statesman, has started a magazine
at Madrid with the name Gente Vieja
("Old Folks"). It is intended as -a
protest against the eccentricities and
self-advertisement of the "young
school," and will uphold the estab-
lished standards of art and of lan-
guage. Editors and contributors w611
all be over 55 years of age.

John Ruskin said that for people to
be happy in their work three things
are needed: They must be fit for it;
they must not do too much of It;
they must hare a sense of success in
it-not a doubtful sense, such as needs
some testimony of other people for its
confirmation, but a sure sense, or
rather knowledge, that so much work
has been done well, and fruitfully
done, whatever the world may say or
think about it.

Here is a new story on Jane Austen,
the incident in which might have been
possible 100 years ago, but not in
these days of commercially boomed
literature: To her Bath publisher she
sold her book, "Northranger Abbey,"
for $50 outright. He allowed the story
to lie in his desk untouched for 15
years. Meantime the author had wor
fame, but apparently the Bath pub-
lisher was in blissful ignorance, for he
permitted Miss Austen to buy back
her manuscript at its original figure.

SOUTH AMERICA.

A Country About Whlelh Meat of
0e Are Very much In lg-

meramee.

Suppose you close your eyes and
frame to yourself an answer to this
question: "What do I know about
South America?"

The chances are that the conclusion
will be that South America is a large
piece of land below us inhabited by
some nations who have revolutions
every three or four months.

But go to your cyclopaedia or your
geography and you will find that South
America amounts to something big In
every sense of the term. It is a great
continent with millions of people, with
untold richness of undeveloped wealth,
and with a commercial importance that
we have never adequately appreciated
-a vast extent of country 4,500 miles
long and, at its widest part,3,200 miles
broad. With an area of 7,000,000 square
miles it comprises almost every variety
of product and of climate that the
world can offer, says the Saturday
Evening Post.

Ten republics and three colonies oe-
eupy this magnificent continent. In
spite of all the sensational reports that
come through the news columns, hu-
man life is as safe as in any other part
of the world, and the average of bhappi-
ness is as high. They may not have
the luxuries and the comforts of the,
most advanced civilization, but there
are happy homes, and the people grow
old gracefully.

Physically, South America is one of
the most interesting and amazing of
continents. It has the longest range
of mountains in the world. It has the
largest rivers. Think of a river navi-
gable for 2,500 miles, or almost as far
from the Atlantic to the Pacific aeross
the United States, and you will get
some idea of the magneificent length
of the Amazon. Think of plains that
streteh for illimitable miles and you
get an idea of the vast prairies of Bra-
il and the Argentine Republic.
Mention gold and you probably will

not realize, at the first thought, that
South Amerlea has furnished more of
it to the world than California. In
fact Brazil itself goes ahead of Call-
fornia's total, and, to add to its record,
it has furnished many thousandsof the
diamonds that are now worn. In other
mineral wealth South America is won-
derfully rich. It has silver. copper,
platinum, lead and iron, and the mines
have only begun to furnish their tress-
ures.

In climate and in all the things that
make for the welfare of mankind South
America is wonderful. South Africa
with its wealth cannot compare with it.

And the friendship and the trade of
the millions of people who occupy this
continent are of great importance to
any nation.

Wegree with Loea Arms.
It is' stated that certain natives of

Dahomey now in Paris have longer
arms than any negroes ever meas-
ured. The lower the race to which a
man belongs the longer is his arm-
the nearer the Darwinians would Lay,
is his kinship to the ape. When stand-
ing upright and reaching down with
the middle finger the chimpanzee can
touch its knee, the orang its ankle
and the gibbon its foot. The average
European can touch only half way
down his thigh. The negro greatly
excels the European in this. It has
often been remarked that negro sol-
diers standing at drill bring the mid-
dle finger tops an inch or two nearer
the knee than the white man can do.
Negroes have often been known to
touch the kneepan without bending.
-Chicago Chronicle.

Ceoeetraaed Wood.
A restaurant for poncentrated food

is to he started in Paris by an enter-
prising French chef.. The happy diner
will enjoy a menu of tabloids. From
the hors d'oeuvres to dessert his en-
tire meal will be presented to him
Is a few square inches. In this way
a busy man will be able to eat his
dinner in a few minutes, and carry It
about with him in his waistcoat pock-
et to swallow in spare moments.-N.
Y. Sun.

The P kesese Dllemm.
Boke--Prof. Delingte is in a

terrible qdapdary.
Pooker-Why, what's the trouble?
'Me has disasoered a nsw

sa ind sa g~mr for I

~~ '.-:d*

WIDOWS OF LATEST STYLE.

A Waahtem Autheerty say Cnape-
Wrapped Women Are oe Laouses

In the Bode.

The widow of tradition is becoming a
thing of the past. No longer does a
woman typify her bereavement by
those eloquent frills of white, deeply
bordered handkerchiefs and sweeping
crape veils. One rarely sees one of
these widows nowadays, except on the
stage. Mourning was overdone and
elaborated to such an extent in recent
years that in many cases it was podsi-
tively gay. When modistes began to
put chic little crape rosettes and jaun-
ty bows of the same grewsome material
on the shoulders of the bereaved one it
became one of the horribly humorous
effects that are indissolubly connected
with the undertakers and their trap-
ping of woe. The hideous crape vail,
which was the distinguishing badge of
the widow, is rarely seen except at fu-
nerals; in fact, erape has lost its fash-
ion as an emblem of sorrow. Likewise
the inch-deep borders that were seen
on handkerchiefs and on note paper,
and even visiting cards, have been ruth-
lessly swept out of sight.

The modern widow does not accen-
tuate her woe by clothes, and there is
little doubt that the new century will
gradually see the custom of wearing
black disappear into the mists where
so many other ideas have vanished.
But before then the still more unpleas-
ant habit of wearing half-mourning
designated by various stages of color
from black to white, then to purple,
lightening up to violet, will die a nat-
ural death, and there will be no mourn-
ing for it among the sensibly minded
women of the present. It would be a
most interesting thing to know just
where this half mourning idea origin-
ated. It seems like a conceit that
might emanate from the brain of a
man milliner, and have gained its
vogue through the acceptance of wom-
en led blindly by their dressmaker in
days when the feminine sense of humor
was not so well developed as now. The
heavily black-bordered note paper,
cards ana other stationery are rarely
used, except by the.old-fashioned. Nor
are the servants and coachmen and
footmen condemned to sable livery as
formerly. Children are never put in
black nowadays by those sufficiently
educated to know the evil effects on the
mind and health that result from keep-
ing a bereavement so constantly in
mind.

PRETTY THINGS TO WEAR.

The Latest Ietteos It Dres. MI-
terlals, Eveaias Waists and

Pamey Hats.

One of the prettiest and most serv-
iceable fabrics for evening gowns is
black spotted Russian net. It is
equally appropriate for demi-tollet
and occasions of extreme formality,
and is universally becoming. A
charming mode of making is to have
a full flounce edged with two or three
rows of black lace and four or flverows
of black satin ribbon. finished above
with ruching of net lace edged. The
bodice is low and trimmed around the
decolletage with a narrow lace edged
ruffle and ruching. For demi-dress
a gnimpe of black or white lace may
be worn, says the New York Trib-
une.

A startling example of the erase for
fur is an Eton of ermine, with sable
collar and- revels. This audacious
jacket is to be worn with a black
velvet tailored gown and black velvet
turban, with ermine heads and white
tips as trimming.

Evening waists grow more and
more elaborate as the season advances.
A lovely ready to wear bodice, V-
shaped back and front, Is of white
satin veiled with plisse chiffon. A
loose bolero of yellowish lace is out-
lined at the V by'a band of richly
embroidered light green panne, and
the corselet is of gold tissue, ap-
pliqued with lace flowers. The sleeves
are mere flounes to the elbow, of the
lace, with a band below the shoulder
to confine the fullness. With such a
waist it is easy to complete the con-
tame by getting a white satin shirt
covered with white chiffon.

An extremely smart hat is of twine
colored Rwussan gulpure, bordered
with wide black velvet and turned up
at the side traout, with a large gold
backle and a handsome black ostrieh
plume sweeping over the left side.
The crown has a soft band of black
velvet twisted around, with three
small gold buckles clasping it at In-
tervals.

Another attractive hat is triple
brimmed and is made of soft felt of
a delicate blue, each brim edged with
brown panne. It is somewhat Napo-
leoanice in shape, with a erve upturned
directly In front, and on each side is
a large choa of brown chidlon. A
cache peigne of piak roses rests on
the hair in the bae.

Remr(lede sealslias.
Women who have sealskin coats too

worn for renovation by the fashionable
furrier can utilize the upper part of
the sleeves and the skirt portion to
make a collarette, or to form revers.
cuffs, standing collar or narrow bor-
derings to little walking jackets or bo-
leros. There are many women furriers
who work very deftly, having learned
the occupation at some of the leading
houses in the far trade, and they
make fur bands that look smart and
fresh out of the remnants of a worn
wrap. It requires the skill and pa-
tience of a practieed hand to cut out
and evenly join the darkest pieees
from a garment which would seem to
contain no quantity worthy of redemp-
tion, but they sueeed admirably in re-
claiming enough at least from a shab-
by, edge-worn coat to decorate a new
cloth one; and oftener they make an
entire neekpiece, with a matching muff
or hat trimming.-- t. Louis Re-
public.

sItaie dame Umildes.
A lemou has many uses-for the toi-

let, for the household, for the palate.
It is of great assistance in cleaning
stained knife handls. Rub them with
a piece of soft Sannel dipped in lessa

suice tm anl the stais have disap-
peared. Then polish with a soft cham-
ols leather.-Il . Jorsa3 L

Nme tae w. , sa-e.
Trhere's oa thing strawg asout

this raht sfe, F1. notleed," sad
the faeetiem mldier.-

*WbUtMUOle aguea 3lMn
"It has bat s itA
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esataeemlv 6rs w. * o
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Young h kou eso M

which they buy of
from is to 5s oeets aJm
readily -disposed f at
rates. It is better, upsW t
to utilse it to itsa ~
than to keep It is the
ever getting back -wht Is
the Boston Transasi~pr

Potatoes may ! 9 1
boiling, and It a t me bal
serve them either with m EIN
their Jeakets; but it s eot. .
tom of goad soesety to tacct
dermis of the boiled taehw.F
easily be detached witL t0he
anse of a anife.

In patehing elothinag t wi z
to remind young heuseudls
inserted material i gAs e -W
the exposed as wl aswel
den side of the elthltg.s.
ly, it is Important that
should bear some resemaS
tern al color to the
which itis ainopoirated4
-If a little boy (or

rubber bootled it
requisite to cut a bole t t.
of the boot to let eut trh

from the boy's footal tu n
side down, when the water
out in aeeccordance with the
law of gravitation.

It is not considered oo
open tomato or fruit ess
husband's rasr; and, ac
hand, it is not ea rigner feo
band to shavre with a rmner
been put to sueh use.

Chapped hands ean ie
avoided by letting yoar
the washing and Ppermtti
husband to sift the coal .a
and replenish the a

CARE OF TH= .

to the Peeaervatfln of r
centenab .

The advent of afreshs•pp y 4fi.-
should be made the p
thorough turn-out of the
whieh should take plaes at tl - -s
a month. The shelves eagtg in w
serubbed with hot water ai E
soda should be used, f.'lt is ap 
color the wood aad tan it~
Kitehen paper put oerthe duii
of course, lessea labor, bit it-i*tr.
nice from point ofaviewo aplt erP
Unless aebolute eleanlies t gt -
tained in older hoe este h ld
consequence will be mashes. Au -a
fortunately, roaembes m t 1o • @
made a peg upon while taim
grievances of the eaoeC whe
them as an excumse lert
cupboard tidy, and as t ..
ciple If breakages eu ii
due to the eat, says the
Star.

Sometimes, ofeous,
pear upon the seose den ia _
regulated sto oereo hes, ate S
measures must be tashen. Kom$
should be removed from theS•tsl-
earbolic powder must be
tered every night ea thea
ioor of the khtehe, tee. t
ig jars and time they s~hould ih
emptied and then be reaHled
suppies, while that whbr l e
from the previous mouth s~eld 10'
on the top. The daty t epli
store cupboard tidy aight w.Uohn M
trusted to one of the yuugri3 .
bers of the family, for thus kthi
to take an interest ia the w.aektho
house, besides g•inimgpeaetis IjSu.
edge anud a sense of eder.

RULES DID NOT U I 1

new a Visalse week tie .s
the UWeagaaa s tiieegl

The dbe-legged watchman &who
stands guard at the vialtmrs'"-t .
Bellevue hospital is ever em .tLE t`
to prevent visitors from t t•ij.
liquor or other inteaisanta i thei• -
friends who are ilL Therkes ti a --
rule against it, syo the 1Fu Ywhet
World. :

Among the hundreds -wb .

pasuses to visit relaties
was a gray-haired old man is
black suait, whose pistel o chai *
susplelous bulge beneath tie .
hi ecoat. "

"What you got in yea
there?" demanded the gats k
diesting the bulge.

"It's a milk' p eah for
Mike," salt the old *oun, pt
bottle fall of white bod.

"You can't take a milk p h in
here," said the keeper.
"Indeed I will," said the old
"Indeed you won't, for a

dollars," retorted the keelper3 'T
against the rules."

"Ill take it in an.how," a d .
lug the eork he put the b to bi
lips and drained it.

"I told you I'd take it In," ~ sLl,
triumphantly, "and here's a
of the bottle for you."

"That there was the rmot m sUt ,i
old lad I've seen in many a ds l
the keeper, as the old mans

Darees Calves'd Lver wthm
Have the liver silted at the

wash it well In salt water, th hla S
dry. Brush it well over ao e ide l
with melted better. Lay it Mw the
broiler and broil till dome, ma eni
side and thenan the other. P e ns-
hot platter and season with l and
pepper and butter. Bell the
minute and plaee it are td ivori
this is far better than
Budget.

in a OWte rf Nes
A pretty plan adopted

girls for separating and
order the linagerie in the i
ream is the use of am
belt of line or satina . To Ibei
attached at either an
boh, which, whonthe belt
led thesbandleale, seea
a smart itle bws-L. Y.

it is Aouetiue in " :
Isager "s staifs.
waetr roue the Mse,
!seesta :w


