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THE STATION AGENT'S STORY.

They mever did much for me
chanee, one day, i ey

To take a better station, and prepared to]

- come away;

l?d worked down there in Watertown for

methtrleen ¥ears, and passed

f IMEssenger to agent and was called
up here at last.

And when they heard about it they came
- _In with emiles ana praise.

#né told me how it tickled them to hear

- - I'd got the raise;

They 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.”

&nd they put thelr heads together and got
.- up a splendid spread—
A gorgeous farewell dinner, with the mayor
" at the head;
And they made a lot of speeches and they
‘- praised me to the skies,
4nd 1 felt my checks turn crimson and the
dampness in my eyes.

Egld the place would seem so lonesome
after 1 had gone away,

And the wealthy bankers daughter who
had seemed so proud before

Almest confessed she loved me, a3 we
zailed acress the floor.

Ané 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 | wouldn't go;

*It'll be =0 very stupid here without you,

don’t you know!™

I bhad never, till that evening, guessed how
well they liked me thers;

T had worked and hoped and walted and
they hadn't seemed to care,

£nd, oh, what a world of gladness had been
mine, if T had known—

Eut they let me wait and worry and keep
toiling on aione.

How I might have heid my head up if 1
3 only could have guszsed—
Had I but known they thought that I was
worthy of the best
The wait had becn less dreary and my work
had been as play—
But they kept their feelings hidden till I
- | bhad to come away.

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

Wkat a man is worth, or care to, til it

. comes his turn to go—

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

Cive them all the pralse they earn—and

= there's no Uving with them then—

EBtill, 1 wish their celebration might have
been arranged before

They tound out that I was going and would
wiander beck no more.

~8. E. Kiser, in Chicago Times-Herald,
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EA Pleasure Voyage

By Lynn Roby Meekins,
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- FEW minutes before the steam-
| ship Pontic left San Francisco a
roung woman, followed by a porter
carrying two satchels, hurried up the
gang-plank. She proceeded at once to
the' purser’s office and said in an anx-
30ms but business-like tone:
: “You got my telegram—Miss Percy
Hartwell, of Denver?”
; “Yes," he replied.
*“Then you have a stateroom for me?
. “Yer,” he answered again, “but you
£now this ship is making a round trip
%o Honolulu and does not go to Japan 7
“That will be all right,” she said, as
rhe paid her fare. By the time the
gang-plank was hauled in and the ship
kad cnst off she was safely quartered in
her stateroom.
* The indescribable journey through
the Golden Gate, with all the gloriouns
play of color and contrast and scene.
eseemed to have no attraction for her.
Not until the ship with the happy
crowd of iravelers was well out 1o sea
ditd 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 rida
i:md not dulled the beauty of her blue
¢xes nor paled the glow of her fine com-
plexion,
. 1t takes several days to find out that
the captain of a ship is not an informa-
tion burean, and after that sensible
people leave him to his uncommunica-
tive ways.
* Miss Percy Hartwell began where
{he others left off. She-did not ask
‘apt. Wheelton questions. Tn some
“ray which made the others jealous she
compelled him to seek her. In sun-
shine and in storm she was equally in
rvidence, and after awhile the grizzled
old captain began to admire her zea-
worthy qualities, She was cheerful,
she was interesting, and she was fuoll
of vigor and commor sense. Like every
gocod diplomatist, she did not force
the point until she reached it, and then
with a smile, which would have won
ike confidence of any man who had
a =park of feeling keft, ghe zaid in a
calm voice that had in it an under-
tone of pleading which even a steam-
ship eaptain could feel: .
" “Captain, I want to be perfectly
frank with you. T understand, of
vourse, that this is an excursion to
#awaii and return. Now, I do not like
excursions at all, and a few days ago
1 had no more idea of coming on this
trip than of going up in a balloon. My
reason in coming was the hope that
yen might overtake the transport
Travid, which sailed 24 hours ahead of
yeu. There is some one on that ship
that 1 must see and I thought there
was n possibility of overtaking the ves-
%el before we reached Bonolulu. Now,
1 want to ask you frankly if you think
it ean be done? SBhe iz slower than
you are.”
The captain looked at her with his

_ wiather eye opened wider than usual,

gnd she continued:

“Do mot give me one of your excur-
gion replies, but think over it and figure
it out.”

“Weil, well, well!” he exclaimed, but
before he could answer a call took him
wway.

" Miss Percy Hartwell’s next efforts
were exerted upon the chief engineer,
whom she managed to meet, and whose
engine room she visited, distributing
well balanced praise that pl d the

1he voyage went on pleasantly aad
ewiftly and Miss Hartwell laughed and
joked with the captain and the chief
eagineer, urging them to push the shig
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 mor luncheon.
While the chase was going on the blur
was growing into the distinctnessofa
great steel hull freighted with human
beings.

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

“What is his name and what do ¥ou
want me to do?” Vi

:‘Lieul. Fdward 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 ernft
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-
€ry paused. The boat circled like a
frightened bird, but finally the rope
was caught and one of the =allors ran
up the ladder as easily as if every-
thing were smooth and gquiet. The
tall young man in the lientenant’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,®
wae his warning, “and I advise youn
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 ecap-
tain, “that the dispatches are for
Yyour ship to proceed with all haste
to Manila and if the weather had been
stormy I should have signaled to that
effect, g0 mow 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 officer were around Miss
Hartwell, followed by rapid kisses,
which the erowd 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, Misa
Percy Hartwell for the first time
showed indications of weakness. The
dear old spinster who sal near her at
the table approached to offer her as-
cistance, and she could not help eall-
ing attention to a ring on the third
finger of the young lady's left hand!

Thizs 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 Franclsco
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 1 came.”

She does not remember much about
Hawall or Honolulu, or any of the
scenes in the mid-Pacific 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.

Reatfaul Noaning,
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-
dostry, for John iz 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,” =aid the old man, briskly,
“and on the way I'll 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 hack
door and split it up for stove kindling,
for the weather's torning sharp
a'ready.
“Most likely I'll be back *fore yom
get out o' work, and anyways I don’t
want you to keep at it all the time;
80 if there’s a few extry minutes jest
eet down and make out a bill or two;
the fust 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
off the coast of Asia Minor, possesses
the oldest tree in the world. Under its

old Scotsman mightily. The result was
that in the course of 48 hours she had
theze two worthies of the ship calculat-
ing for her benefit, and when she final-
Iy drew from them the points that
they might overtake the David some
hours before they veached Honolulu,
she expressed her satisfaction, and
iben the captain let her into an official
confidence.

“You must not mention it,” be said,
*but we have important dispaiches
from the government which we Bhust

liver to the David if possible.”

4 Then Miss Percy Hartwell did a very

surprising thing. &he jumped

shades Hippocrates inculcated his dis-
ciples in his methods and views con-
eerning the healing of Z000 years ago.
Tradition earries the age of the tree
back to the time of Aesculapius (of
whom Hi rates waz a lineal de-
scendant), which would add some 408
years to its age.—Chicago Chroniele.

Fram Ha's Peint of View,
Mother—Gertrude, I'm afraid yom
made = mistake in refusing that Mr.
Jones.

Daughter—Why, mother?
“Why, the meek mianmer in whish
ke took your refusal shows he is of
the stuff that bhusbands should be

- up.
clipped her hands. and exclaimed:
*Hurrabi™

_odorus died

‘had been

CROSSING THE FERRY

Dr. Talmage Tells of David’s Pas-
sage Over the Jordan.

He Draws & Lesson of Comfort std
Hepefulneas teo All Ged'a Chil=
dren~The Ferry to
Hebvrelh.

ICopyright, 130, by Louls Klopsch.]
‘Washington,

From an unnoticed incident of olden
time Dr. Talmage in this discourse
draws some 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 wan, sunburnt and in fa-
tigue dress. It is David, the exiled
king. He has defeated his encmies and
is now going home to resume his pal-
ace. Good! T always like tozee David
come out ahead, But between him and
his home there is the velebrated river
Jordan which has to be passed. The
king is accompanied to the bank of the
river by an aristocratie old gentleman
of 80 years, Barzillai by name, who
owned a fine country seat at Roge-
lim. HBesides that, David has his fam-
ily with him. But how shall they get
ncross the river? While they are stand-
ing there I zee a ferrybout coming from
the other side, and as it euts 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 Rarziltai, from Rogelim,
get on board the boat. Either with
splashing oars at the zide 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
erowds 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
Da¥id’s worst enemies how shout until
they are hoarse at hie return. No
#ooner has the boat struck the shore
on the western side tham the earth
quakes and the heavens ring with
cheers of welcome and congratulation.
David and his family and Bareillai from
Rogelim step ashore. King David asks
his old friend to go with him and live
at the palace, but Barzillai apolo-
gizes and intimates that he is infirm
with age and too deaf to appreciate
the music, and has a delicate appetite
that would =oon be cloyed with lux-
tiriots living, and so he begs that David
would Jet him go back to his eountry
seat.

I once heard the father of a presi-
dent of the United States say that he
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 Danlel 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 serviee,
“Well,"” he replied, I enjoyed the serv-
fce, but there were too many people
there for me. It trombled 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 Barzillal would have gone, but
not fiow. They kise 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 Barelllai, at the prow of
the ferryboat, parted forever.

This river Jordan, in ail ages and
among all languages, has been the sym-
bol of the boundary line between earth
and Heaven. Yet when on a former oc-
casion 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 flexl ;3;!: “And there went
over a ferryboat to ca over the
kinf'l househnla'.“ i

All our cities are familiar with the
ferrybodt. It goes from San Francisco
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
¥ou will need to hunt up a classical die-
tionary to find out what I mean while
1 am speaking to you about the passage
of David and his family across the river
Jordan.

My 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 pide. The tribe of Judah, we
are informed, sent this ferryboat across
to get David and his household. Istand
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 find people trying to ex-
temporize a way from earth to Heaven.
They gather up their good works and
some gentimental theories, and they
mwake a raft, shoving it from this shore,
and poor, delnded souls get on board
that raft, and they go down. The fact
is that skepticism and infidelity never
yet helped one man to die. Iinvite all
the ship carpenters of worldly philos-
ophy to come and build one boat that
ecan safely cross this river. I invite
them all to unite their skill, and
Bolingbroke ehall lift the stanchions,
«nd Tyndall shall shape the bowsprit,
nod Spinoza shall make the maintop-
gallant braces, and Renan shall go to

ship. All together in 10,000 years they
will never bé able to make a boat that
can cross this Jordan. Why was it
that Spinoza and Blount and Shaftes-
bury lost their souls? It was because
they tried to cross the stream in a boat
of their own conxtruction. What mis-
erable work they made of dying! Di-
of mortification becanse

e could not guess a conundrum which
posed to him at a public

T P:h. the philosopher, died

of mirth, laughing at a caricatureofan

made ot."—Juige.

e
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tacking and wearing and boxing the

own hand, while another of their com-
pany and of their kind died saying:
“Must I leave all these beautiful pie-
tures?” and then asked that he might
be bolstered up in the bed ih his last
moments and be shaved and painted
and rouged. Of all the unbelievers of
all ages not one died well, Some of
them sneaked otit of life, some wept
themselves away ih 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 eaid: “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 side! Transporta-
tion at Iast for our souls from the
other shore; everything about this
Gospel from the other shore; pardon
from the other shore; merey 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 mountaine rock, and the
dead ndjust thelr apparel so ‘that
they may be fit to come out. That
beat touches the earth, and glorious
Thomas Walsh gets into it in his ex-
piring moment, saying: “He has
come! He has come! My Beloved is
mine, and 1 am His." Good Sarah
Wesley got into that boat, and as she
shoved off from the shore she cried:
“Open the gates! Open the gatea!™
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
1 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 omn
that boat, afraid that the oarsman or
the helmsman might give out and
that the boat might be dashed on the
rocks, an sometimes boats were dashed
in the Jordan, and then I eould have
imagined the boat starting and rock-
Ing, and they erying out: *“Oh, we are
going to be lost. We are going down!™
XNot 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, 1 want to break up a delusion
in your mind, ahd 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 om 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.
“0h,” the parent says, “if I could only
go with my child, I would be willing
to die half a dozen times. T am afraid |
she will be lost in the woods or in the |
darkness; I am afraid she will be
very much frightened in the boat all
alone.” 1 break np 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
racred missionary as he cries out: *I
ntm how ready to be offered, 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 say to his!
friends: *“Tell all the people who are |
ecoming down to the bed of death from |
my experience it has no terrora'|
“Oh," say a great many people, “that |
does very well for distinguished Chrig- |
tians, but for me, a common man, for |
me, a common woman, we can't n-]
pect that guidance and help.” If 1|
should give you a passage of Scripture |
that would promize to you positively
when you are crossing the river to
the next warld 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. DBe 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 zuggests that leav-
ing this world for Heaven is only
crossing a ferry. Dr. Shaw estimates
the mverage width of the Jordan to
be about 30 yarde. 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
erossing is short. I will tell you the
whole secret. It iz not five minutes
across, por three, mor two, nor one
minute. It is instantaneous trams-
portation. People talk as though
leaving this life, the Christian went
plunging and floundering and swim-
ming, to erawl up exhausted on the
other shore, and to be pulled out of
the pelting surf as by a Ramsgate
lifeboat. Nao such thing. It is only
a ferry. It is sa narrow that we can
bail each other from bank to bank.
1% is only four arms” lengths across.
The of earthly farewell put oat

| friends in Heaven—on starlight nights

from this side, the arm of Hesvenly
welcome put out from the other side,
while the dying Christian, standing
midstream, atretches out unis 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 Jeave
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 northweat passage
among icebergs. Only a ferry. That
secounts 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 Heavenly salutation. The
willowa on this side the Jordan and
the Lebanon cedarson the other almost
interlocked their branches. Only a
ferty.

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 hiz people did not find the eastern
shore of the Jordan any more solid than
the western shore where he landed, and
yet to 4 great many Heaven is not &
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 youn 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 float 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? Thatis
not my Heaven. Dissatisfied with
John's materialistic Heaven, theolog-
ical thinkers are trying to patch upa
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 vet
and Isaac Watts recite hymns and Mo-
zart play. “Oh,” yousay, “where would
you get the organ?’ The Lord will
provide the organ. Don't you bother
about the organ. I believe I shall yet
gee David with a harp, and I will ask.
him to sing one of the songs of Zion. 1
believe after the resurreetion 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 aundience into &
paroxysm of grief and solemmity. I
have no patience with your transcend-
ental, gelatinous, gaseons Heaven. My
Heaven is not a fog bank. My eyes are
unto the hills, 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 subjeet 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
& nation that had come out to greet
them. A= 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 mso
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 if we had een
them. And do you suppose that our
parents and brothers and sisters and
children in Heaven have been talking
about us ali 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
Christian 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
e surprised at the last to find how they
know about all the affairs of your life.
Why, they are only across 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 1 do know that you
will be met at the Janding. The poet
Southey said he thought he shounld
know Bishop Heber in Heaven by the
portraits he had seen of him in London,
and Dr. Randolph said he 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 hung in the throneroom of our
hearts, *

On starlight nights you look up—and
1 suppose it is so with anyone who has

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
belong to the King's household? Mark
you, the text says: “And there went
over a ferryboat te carry over the
king’s household,” and none but the
king's household. Then I ask: “Do I
g to the h hold? Do you?’
1f you do not, come to-day and be adopi-
ed into that household. “Oh.,” says
some scul here: “I donot know wheth-
er the King wants me!™ He does; he
does. Hear the voice from the throne:
«] will be a father to them, and they
shall be my sons and daughters, maid
the Lord Almighty.” “Him that cometh
anto me,” Christ says, “I will in nowise
cast out.” Come into the King's house-
hold. Sit uuwn st the Eing’s table.
Come in and tak. your apparel from
the King's wardrobe, even the wedding:
garment of Christ's
€Ceane in and inherit the 's wealth. |
Cone in snd cross in t
boak.

Hal

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

There are about 117,000 novels in the
Paris national library, and nearly 69,-
000 volumes of French poetry.

A Norwegian scientist, C. A. Mun:
ster, believes that by connecting two
islands under water with galvanized
fron plates and sending eleciric 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 consiantly
handle copper eight men whose hair
had in consequence obtained a green-
ish tinge which no washing would re-
move. The phenomenon has beem
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
(“0Old 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 wall
all be over 55 years of age.

John Ruskin said that for people to
be happy in their work three things
are necded:  They must be fit for it;
they must not do too much of“it;
they must have 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 dome 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 reially b d
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 Conutry About Which Most of
Ta Are Yery Much im Ig-
moramce.

SBuppose 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
gome 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 conntry 4,500 miles
long and, at its widest part, 3,200 mileas
broad. With an area of 7,000,000 squars
miles it comprises almost every variely
of product and of climate that the
world can offer, says the Saturday
Evening Post.

Ten republics and three colonies oe-
cupy this magnificent continent. In
epite 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 happi-
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.

Physzieally, South America is one of
the most interesting and amazing of
continents. It has the longest range
of monntains in the world. It has the
largest rivere. Think of a river navi-
gable for 2,500 miles, or almost as far
from the Atlantie to the Pacific acrozs
the United States, and you will get
some idea of the magnificent length
of the Amazon. Think of plains that
stretch for iliimitable miles and yon
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 America has furnished more of
it to the world than California. In
fact Brazil itself goes ahead of Cali-
fornia’s total, and, to add to its record,
it has furnished many thousandsof the
diamonds that are now worn. Inother
mineral wealth South America is won-
derfully riech. It has esilver. copper,
platinum, lead and iron, and the min=s
have only begun to furnish their treas-
ures. .

In climate and in all the things that
make for the welfare of mankind South
America is wonderful. South Africa
with its wealth eannot 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.

Nemrees with Leng Arms.

It is stated that certain natives of
Dahomey now in Paris have Jonger
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 tay,
is his kinship to the ape. When stand-
ing uoright and reaching down with
the middle finger the chimpanzee can
touch ita knee, the orang itz 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 megro sol-
diers standing at drill bring the mid-
dle finger tops an inch or two nearer
the knee than the white man ecan do.
Negroes have often been known to
touch the kneepan without bending.
—Chicago Chronicle.

Concentraled Feospd.

A restaurant for trated food
is to be started in Paris by an enter-
prising French chef. The happy diner
will enjoy a menn of tabloids. From
the hors d’'oeuvres to dessert his en-
tire meal will be presented to him
ip a few square inches. In this way
a busy man will be able to eat his
dinner in a few minutes, and carry it
mbout with him in his waistcoat pock-
et to swallow in spare moments.—N.
Y. Bun.

The Prob ‘s DAL
Booker—Prof. Delvington is in a
terrible quandary.
Pooker—Why, what's the trouble?
“He has discovered a new di:
find any germ for it."™
News.

Ii:nll can't Lhi-

cago

WIDOWS OF LATEST STYLE.

A Fashion Aunthority Says Crape=
Wrapped Women Are No Longer
in the Meds.

The widow of tradition is becominga
thing of the past. No longer does a
woman typify her bereavement by
those eloquent friils of white, deeply
bordered handkerchiefs and sweeping
crape veils. One rarely sces 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 posi-
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
g0 many other ideas have vanished.
But before then the still more unpleas-
ant habit of wearing half-mourning
designated by various stages of eolor
{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 aceeptance 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 and 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 =0 constantly in
mind.

PRETTY THINGS TO WEAR.

The Latest Notions im Dress MNa-
terials, Evening Walsts and
Famnecy Hats.

One of the prettiest and most serv-
fceable fabrics for evening gowns is
black spotted Russian net. It is
equally appropriate for demi-toilet
and occasions of extreme formality,
and §s universally b ing. A

Gratwitewsiy Givem By &

Member of o Bastes
per’s §nik.
Young housekeepers may
aware ghat the heary browm
which they buy of the butcher
from 15 to 50 cents &
readily disposed of
rates. It is better,
to utilize it in the

than to keep it in the e - " .d
ever getting back what It ed says
the Bostonm Transeript. = z

Potatoes may be peeled or got for
boiling, and it is not bad ta
serve them either with or without

but it is Dot the cus-
tom of society to eat ml.aﬁ- 3
dermis of the boiled tuber. ¥t

easily be detached with the w ¥
ance of a knife.

their jackets;

In patching clothing it may e well
to remind young the
inserted material is apparent; uponm
the exposed as well as upom, the h.k:~

den side of the clothing.- Sk
ly, it is important that the {patch |
should bear some resemblance :n pat-
s inte

shis

tern and color to the
which it is incorporated, -
I = little boy (or girl)
rubber boot filled ﬁ: g ‘::
uizite to cut &
mhe boot to let out the wa
only necessary to remove
from the boy's foot and turmpit up=-
side down, when the water wijl fiow
out in accordance with the a
law of gravitation. PR :
It is not onmiﬂr::itd good ,'= ]
open tomato or t eans yo
husband’s razor; and, on the nﬁﬂ_
hand, it is not au rigueur for the hus-
band to shave with a razor has
been put to such use.
Chapped hands ean eritly Be
avoided by letting your helpjdo all =

the washing and permi

husband to sift the coal & ‘build

and replenish the fires. ;
CARE OF THE PANTRY.

i
FProper Remavaiion I an ',nnllli
te the Freservation of s
Contenis.

The advent of a fresh supply d slores

should be made the for &
thorough turn-out of the
which should take place at ones

a month. The shelves anght}to be
scrubbed with hot water and

nice from point of view of appearanes. -
Unless absolute cleanliness is;
tained in older houses the indritabls

h

made a peg upon Wi

grievances of the zook,
them as an excuse for not
board tidy, and on the sam#

charming mode of making is to have
a full flounce edged with two or three
rows of black lace and four or fiverows
of black satin ribbon, finished above
with ruching of net lace edged. The
bedice is low and trimmed around the
decolletage with & narrow lace edged
ruffie and ruching. For demi-dress
a guimpe of black or white lace may
be worn, says the New York Trib-
une.
A startling example of the craze for
fur is an Eton pt ermine, with sable
collar and- revers. Thiz audacious
jacket iz to be worm 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 fromt, is of white
satin veiled with plisse chiffon. A
loose bolero of yellowish lace is ont-
Jined at the V by’'s band of richly
embroidered light green panne, and
the corselet is of gold tissue, ap-
pliqgued with lace flowers, The sleeves
are mere flounces 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 cos-
tume by getting a white satin skirt
covered with white chiffon.
An extremely smart hat is of twine
colored Russian guipure, bordered
with wide black velvet nnd turned up
at the side fromt, with a large gold
buckle and a handsome black ostrich
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-
leonic in shape, with & curve upturned
directly in front, and on each side is
o large chou of brown chiffon. A
cache peigne of pink roses rests om
the hair in the back.

Re
‘Women who have sealskin coats too
wern 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 fur trade, and they
make fur bands that look smart and
fresh ont of the remnants of a worn
wrap. It requires the skill and pa-
tience of a practiced hand to cut out
and evenly join the darkest pieces
from a garment which would seem to
contain no quantity worthy of redemp-
tion, but they sueceed admirably in re-
claiming enough at least from a shab-
by, edge-worn coat to decorate s new
cloth one; and oftener they make an
entire neckplece, with a matching muff
or hat trimming.—St. Louis Re-
public.
Sialned Haife Wandles.
A lemon has many uses—for the toi-
let, for the household, for the palate.
It is of great assistance in cleaning
stained knife handles. Rub them with
a piece of soft flannel dipped in lemon
T
. Then [
sinJeather, % X Joueotl,

Net the Usunl Sert.
“There's ome thing strange about
tkis rabbit stew, I've noticed.” ssid

P ! prin-
ciple if breakages oceur it is &F -
due to the cat, says the Washis

Star. i Lol
Metimﬂmmm@#" -
pear upon the scene even in thi best
regulated storerooms, when strfagent
measures must be taken. Everything
should be removed from the floo”, and

carbolic powder must be : geat-
tered every might on the ol and
floor of the kitchen, too. In )

ing jars and tins they should be
emptied and then be refilled withi fresh

supplies, while that which
from the previous month sh
on the top. The duty of keeping
store cupboard tidy might welljbe
trusted to one of the younger
bers of the family, for thus thej
to take an interest in the work!
house, besides gaining practical )
edge and a sense of order.

RULES DID NOT DETER
Hew & Vislter Teok Ligues Inte

ike Hespital Desplie lif
Dosrkeeper,

it
|

Hik

K

&
— :

The Ohe-legged watchman! who
stands guard at the visitors’ ghte of
Bellevue hospital is ever on
to prevent visitors from taki In
liquor or other intoxieants to' their
“friends who are ill. There is & strict
rule against it, says the New: York
World. 4 #yp

Among the hundreds whg had
passes to visit relatives
was a gray-haired old man in his besi
black suit, whose pistol had &
suspicious bulge benesth the of
his coat. ;

“What you got in
there?” demanded the gatekeener,
dicating the bulge. it

“It's a millc punch for
Mike,” said the old man,
bottle full of white iui:'m 4

“You can't take a p*ch
here,” said the ; i

“Indeed I will,” said the old

“Indeed you wom't, for s

i

im

i1

dollars,” retorted the keeper{ “It's
against the rules.”

“I'll take it in anyhow,” pull-
ing the cork he put the bottlg to his

lips and drained it.
“I told yon I'd take it in,”

;v—
triumphantly, “and here's s 1
of the bottle for you.” :

“That there was the most

old lad I've seen in many a day,” sald
the keeper, as the old man im

Breiled Calves’ Liver with

Have the liver sliced at the t,
wash it well in salt water, thengdrainit =
dry, Brush it well over on ¢ side
with melted butter. Lay it Jon the
broiler and broil till done, om one
side and then on the other. ons
hot platter and season with and
pepper snd butter. Broil the one,
minute and place it around Hver;

this is far better than frying.{ Bostom
Budget.

in a Girl's Bedreem: B o
A pretty plan adopted young

girls for separating and ke in
order the lingerie in their bu-
reans is the use of an <m

belt of linen or satin. To ‘belt in
attached at either end -of vk

the facetious boarder. ;
“What's that?” asked Mrs. Starvem,

“It has » bare iu §t."—Philadelphis |;
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soda should be used, for'it is api todis=
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