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‘The Blessings of Covernment. Like the Dew from Heaven, :pould Descend Allke Upon the Rich and the Poor."””

- “W. 8. KENTZEL, Editor.

COVINGTON, ST. TAMMANY PARISH, LA., SATURDAY, APRIL 13, 1901.

AS ONE MAN 'I"Q_"mp'r“gn

Mnnwmmheamwsﬂﬂ. ke
When we have company.
A:pumn‘ me upon ihe head;
L *This = my son,” saye he;
Pr-raps the future president.™
And then, with wink an' grin,
Hen Eive my head another pat,
Or pinch my cheeks an® chin.

'ﬂ\e_ other day my pa an’ me
P\\onl out into the shed.
a—well—he had hiz hick'ry sw
_ gn‘ 1 just up an® =aid: S e
‘Pa.” bul my volce was awful
"Sa_wz be. “Bpeak iy
\_\‘1_.011‘! am predfident,” says I,

llI msmber what vow've done,
AE - here I shouted big an’ loud,
'l‘hl n llnek you upin jai!" . .

en 1 just rurned my badlk foi

Expectin’ him to wr{;hf" 'hyuel!. .

But first I knew, 1 hea H
He laughid until he ‘rgezim gl
Then he =at down on the wood
An® pulled me to his side,
_-\Ir-. talked to me a long, long while
I:Balxt when he was a boy,
A]l a‘il the gamez he u=ed to play,
pi cal,” an' “Biege of Troy.”
An now my pa an’ I are chums,
_Pa =fbrokd hl= switeh in two.
When T thirk what | =aid that day
I'm shamed, all through an’ through.
—FPhiladelphia Inquirer.

When CHARLEY .
Caught the Cough

it for months, and when the
Child finally actually started for his
first day in the public schools, that
morning they felt that a distinct step
in the world’s. progress had  been
taken. They watched him out of
sight from the front windows and
felt exceedingly proud of the sturdy
little fizure, topped by ' its closely
trimmed yellow hafr. 'Nobody went

I I IS Fond Parents had talked about

with the Child to school, because the

theory on which the Fond Parenis
were working just then was to eulti-
vaie as early’ ss ossible Mg, | inder
pendence and self-reliance.

The Child enjoyed it greatlyl. He
came home at night enthusiastie grer
some of the new friends he had made.

“‘Reddy’ Edwards,” he assured-his
Fond Mother, “iz a great kid." 1 be-
lonz to hig gang” | B

“What sort of a boy is ‘Reddy? ™
asked the Fond Mother.

“Me's a big kid, with red hair. He
kin lick any kid in the room. He
licked ‘Fatty' Rawlins at recess this
afternoon. - 'Fatty~bawled, and then
he started to cough. He coughed till
he got red and blue in the faece, and
I'll bet he wom't try to fool with any
of the kids in our gang again.”

The Fond Mother, %ith maternal
intuition, felt sure at once that the
Child had been exposed to some
malignant. diséase, and told her hus-
band so_when ke got home from bis
day on the board of trade: §

“Nonsense,” said he. 1t counldn’t
be anything worse than whooping
cough, anyway, and every boy has to
have that before he amounts to any-
thing.
catch it.”

Ten days passed. Then Charley
woke up in the middle of the night
with a sore throat. "He had never
been sick before, but his mother
knew in an instant Whal was the
inatter with him. It was eronp. For
the six vears of Charley’s existence
she had been preparing for an emer-
geney of this kind. Five distinet and
separate sure cures for croup were
on hand and within ten minutes the
family doctor had been roused by
telephone and had added his advice
on the situation.

“I'll come down in the morning,”
he =aid, “unlesz something more de-
velops before. Meanwhile follow my
directions.”

‘Finally the Child got to sleep and
secmed much better when the doctor
came in the morning. After a fierce
struggle he allowed his mouth to be
pried open with a tablespoan while
the doctor gazed wisely down into
the exposed carlty.

“It's just possible,” said the doc-
tor, finally. “that it's whooping
cough. Teep him in the house a few
davs and we'll see.”

The idea meemed to ammnse the
Pond Father greatly.
“Whooping cough, eh?” he =aid.

“iWell, that's a pretiy good joke, isn't
it. doctor? Nothing much fo do, is
there., except just to let the little
cuss cough?”

The doctor expressed his opinion
that the disease was not likely to be
serious,: thongh it might prove to be
tedlions. Then he took his departure.
A few days later it developed so that
iliere was no longer any doubt. Lit-
1le Charley showed himself possessed
of an amount of lung power which
was surprising. Three or four times
a night he woke his parents and most
of the people in the flat building with
a series of shrill and penetrating
whoops, which wonld have done cred-
it to a siren steam whistle. After the
Fénd Father had leaped suddenly out
of his warm bed on an average of
six times each night for three weeks
it ‘began to lose some of its humor-
ous effect and grew somewhat mo-
notonous. He went 1o see the doc-
tor.

u[s there nothing we can do to
gtop the infernal whooping?” he said.

*There are 267 specifics for whoop-
ing cough laid down in the books™
the doctor said with a smile. “We
might try some of them.” Then he
wrote a preseription.

Next day a friend to whom the
¥ond Father told his troubles gave
him a certain remedy. He was lo get
a certain decoction of black tar apd
sulphur and burn a pint of it in the
sleeping rooms every night before
going to bed. The Fond Father tried
jt. He thought he might as well
make the trial good and strong while
he was about it, so he got a quart of
{he stuff instead of a pint and set it
going at ten o'clock. His friend had
warned him that the odor might
seem unpleasant st first but they
would soon get used 1o it, and before
the cough was cured they would get
so they wonld like it. But for this
warning it is doubtful if either of
the Fond Parents could bave staid
in the neighborhood after the remedy
began to throw off its «clouds of thick
and stifling black vapor. Tt spread
and penetraied all through the flat,
and it was two hours before any
member of the family could get to

.slgep. . Half an hour later they were
“yoused hy a furious ringing st the
gront door. “Fhe Fond Father rushed
bath sobe and

upy wy son.” ¥ trouble.

T'd be glad if Charley did.

opened it. There stood the janitor
of the building in scanty apparel with
s chemical fire extinguisher strapped
4o his oack.

“What's on fire in your flat?” he
zaid. “Everybody in the building has
been smelling smoke for an hour and
we've finally traced it down here.”

The Fond Father smiled weakly
and =aid he sopposed it was a new
cure for whooping cough they had
been trying which had eaused the
He was sorry if the other
tenants had been disturbed;

Next mording when he got up:hs
had a slight tickling in his own
throat, due. no 'dfubt, a8 he Tonélud-
ed, to the effects of Yhe tar vapors of
tl‘ne niqh_t before. Baut, the, ticklipg
did not -mfﬂt;ring me:@g]"hin
fact, it Svas worse when he got home
that ;night. - After; dinner jhe ;even
coughed a little. Then an awful
thought struek himme ., =+ .y o,

“Whooping cough is exclusively &
child's disease, isn't it?" he asked
his wife, artiessly. .

“_0. no,” she prompily answered.

“Whep T had it my father gaught it
‘fwmhm aud T r he alipost
; coughed his head off before it was
} cured.”
i - spent: the next two or three
'days in trying to prevent himself
Irom coughing while at home, though
on the streets and downtown he gave
free vent to unmistakable whoaps.
Finally, he confessed to his wife, and
then he felt free io add his deep bass
whoops to the treble explosions of
the Child. Shortly it dawned upon
the Fond Father that whooping
congh was not a joking matter. He
eoughed sometimes till he was purple
and black in the face, and finally, in
shame and dezpair, he called one
evening at the doetor's office. .

“Doctor."he began, “I think Fm
going to die. I—"

A-spasm  of coughing seized - -him
just then, and he gave a demonstra-
tion in . the wHooping line which was
strong and convincing.

“0, whooping cough is just a. joke,
yon know,” said the hard-hearted
physician. *“It does a boy good to
have it.” .

But the Fond Father was beyond
feeling any insult. He begged for
something to help his eough, and
finally he got it. Then things went
on a little more easily for a few
days. Finally it got so that if either
tha Father or theiCHild eoth-
menced to cough in the presence of
the other the second invalid would
immediately start whooping as if in
sympathy.

But not even yet had the climax ar-
rived. It was when the recent corn
corner was at its height and the
Fond Father had accumulated a fair-
1y large line of the cereal, which he
was waiting to sell at a big advance.
One night he got a “tip” that the
corner would be broken the next
day. He went down to thg board the
next morning prepared for action.
He knew that he must dispose of his
stuff in the first few minutes of the
session if he wished to clean up ihe
handsome profit which be had on pa-
per. Finally business began in the
eorn pit, and he plunged into the
thick of it. The first sales showed
that the price was still at the top
notch. and he determined to unload
without a moment’s delay. The king
of the corner had just =old 50,000 at
the top, and everything seemed
propitions. His hand was raised and
he was about to shriek out his offer
when he felt that terrible tickling
in his throat. He crushed it down
with a mighty effort.

“One hundred thou—"

The cough seized him in its re-
morseless grip. He bent over nearly
double with the paroxysm. The other
frantic brokers pushed and shoved
him out of the way. He stood on the
bottom step of the pit and whooped
for a solid minute. In the babel of
voices the sound of his eoughing was
entirely swallowed nup and lost. He
could hear, even as he shook and
strained with effort, the pit break ont
into a fresh riot of confusion. The
corner had broken. Corn had dropped
15 cents in two minutes. The Fond
Father was barely able {o =ave his
distance by letting go his holdings at
the low figure.

The family has now recovered its
normal condition of health. Rut lit-
tle Charley i= now being reared on
the “sheltered and protected” policy,
while the Fond Father sees nothing
approaching humor iu jest about the
dizseases of children.—Chicago Trib-
une.

HIS FEELINGS OVERCAME HIM.

Thackeray Was U'nunerved by Heade
Img Hia Danghier's
Firat Stery.

Thackeray was proud of the literary
talent his daughter displayed, yet he
did not use his great personal influe-
ence with the editors of the magazines
tosecure publicity for her produciions,
wisely preferring to let them stand on
their own merits. “The firet novel writ-
ten by Miss Thackeray, the charming
‘Story  of Elizabeth,” writes G. W,
Smith, editer of Cornhill, “appeared in
the Cornhill Magazine toward the end
of 1862, As 1 was coming away from
bher father one morning early in that
year she slipped out of the dining-
room, put a packet into my hand, and
said, in a pretty, shy manner: *Will
you please read this, Mr. Smith?" and
disappeared. The packet contained
the ‘Story of Elizabeth.” After reading
it I had it put into type for the Cornhill
and sent a proof to her father. When
I mext saw him I asked if he had read
it. ‘No." he seid; ‘I tried to. but I broke
down." This was onlyoneof a thou-
sand indications of Thackeray’s sensi-
bility and of the great Jove between
the father and daughter. The first
article Miss Thackeray wrote for the
magazine was called ‘Little Scholars’
and was printed in the fifth number.
Thackeray sent it to me with a letter
containing the following passage:
‘And in the meantime comex a Jittle
contribution called “Little Scholars,™
which 1 send you and which moistened
my paternal spectacles. It is the urti-
cle I talked of sending to Blackwood.
But why should Cornhill lose such &
sweet paper because it was my dear
girl who wrote it? Papas, however, are
bad judges—you decide whether wa
shall have it or not."™

A b q at Paris,
The cost of the American commission

at the Puris expotition was nearly

MINISTRY OF TEARS.

Dr. Talmage Puts Misfortunes of
Life in a Cheerful Light.

Shews That it They Were Borne in
the Right Spirit They Hight
Frove to Re Advaniagess
Sympalhy of Jeaun.

{Copyright, 1901, by Louis Klopsch, N, Y.}
e New Xosk,

A vast/udience crowded the Acad-
emy of Music in thié &ty to-day to
Discoursing on

| 1 Pr.; Telm
[".!':é Ms&:y‘ mearf."'he pht the

misfortunes of life in a cheerful
light, showing that if they were borne
in the right spirit they might prove
to be ;uirmr ¢s.. His text was Rev.
¥ii., 157 *“And God shall wipe‘away
all tears from gheir eyes.”

‘f"a{_sp&- cle f tew wedks o
when the pajions were in tears!
Queen  Victoria ascended from the
highest throne on earth to a throne
in.Heaven, The prayer mo often
§iffefed than amy prayer forthe last
64 vedrs had been answéred, and God
did save the queen. All round the
wg;]d,‘ the bells were tolling, and the

fminute guns were beoming at the

obsequies of the most honored wom-
an of many centuries. As near four
years ago the English and American
nations shook hands in congratula-
tion at the queen’s jubilee, 50 in
these times two nations shook hands
in mournful sympathy at the queen’s
departure. No people outside Great
Pritain so deeply felt that mighty
grief as our people. The cradles of
many of our ancestors were rocked
in Great Britain. Those amcestors
played in chilihood pn the banks of
the Tweed or the Ehames or the
Shannon. Take from our veins the
English blood or the Welsh blood
or the Irizh Blood or 'thé Scotch
blood and. the stream of oung life
would be a mere shallow.” They are
over there bone of our . bone!  and
flesh of our. flesh. It is our Wilber-
foree, our Coleridge, our De Quincey, |
our Robert Burns, our John' Wesley,
onr John Knox, our Thomas Chal-
mers, ‘our Walter Scott, our Bishop
Charnock, our Latimer, our Ridley,
our Robert Emmett, our Daniel
O'Connell, our Havelock, our Ruskin,

‘our Gladstone, onr good “and great

and glorious Victoria. J

The language in which we offered
the English nation ‘our condolece i=
the sanje language jin. which John
Runyan dreamed and Milton sang
and Shakespesre —@rathatized ~and
Richard Baxter prayed and .George
Whitefield thandered, . The prince of
Wales, now king, paid reverential vis-
it to Washington’s tomb at Mount
Vernon, . an? “Longfellow's ‘"sfatue
adorns Westminster abbey, and Abra-
ham Lincoln in bronze locks down
upon Seotland’s capital. It was nat-
ural that these two pations be in
tears. -But I am not going to speak
of nntional tears, but of individual
tears and Rible tears, "

Riding across a western prairle,
wild flowers up to the hub of the
carriage wheel, and while a long dis-
tance from any shelter, there came
a.sudden shower, and, while the rain
was falling in torrents, the gun was
shining as brightly as I ever saw
it shine, and I thought:  What a
beautiful spectacle is this! So the
tears of the Bible are mot midnight
storm, but rain on pansied prairies
in God's sweet and golden sunlight.

You remember that bottle which
David labeled-us containifig tears, and
Mary’s tears and Paul's tears and
Christ's tears, and the harvest of joy
that is to spring from the sowing of
tears. God mixes them; God rounds
them:; Lod shows them where to fall;
God exhales them. A census is taken
of them, and there iz a Tecord as to
the moment when they were born
and as to the place of their grave.
Tears of bad men are not kept. Al-
exander in his sorrow had the hairn
clipped from his horses and mules
and made a great ado about his grief,
but in all the vases of Heaven there
is not one of Alexander's tears. T
speak of the tears of God's children.
Alas, me! they are falling all;the
time! In summer yon cofnctfmes
hear the growling thunder, and you
see there is a storm miles away, but
you know from the drift of the
clouds that it will not come any-
where near you. So, though it be all
bright around about you, there is a
shower of trouble somewhere all the
time. Tears, tears!

What ie the use of them, anyhow?
Why sot substitute laughter? Why not
make this a world where all the people
are well and eternal strangers to pains
and aches? What is the use of an east-
ern storm when we might have a per-
petual nor'wester? Why. when a fam-
ily is put togetber, not have them all
stay, or, if they must be transplanted
to make other homes, then have them
all live, the family record telling &
stors of marringes and birthe, but of
o deaths? Why not have the harvests
chase each other without fatiguing
t0il? IWhy the hard pillow, the hard
crust, the hard stroggle? It is easy
enough to explain a smile or a ruccess
or a congratulation, but come now and
bring all your dictionaries and all your
thilosophies and all your religions and
help me explain & tear. A chemist will
tell you that it is made up of salt and
lime and other component parts, but he
misses the chief ingredienta—the acid
of a soured life, the viperine sting of
a bitter memory, the fragments of a
broken heart. 1 will tell you what &
tear ie. It isagony in solutipn. Hear,
then, while I discourse of the ministry
of tears or the practical use of sorrow:

First, it is the design of trouble to
keep this world from being too st~
tractive. Bomething must be done to
make us willing to quit this existence.
If it were not for trouble, this would
be a good enough Heaven for us. You
and 1 would be willing to take a Jease
of this life for a bundred million years
if there were mo trouble. The earth,
cuthioned and upholstered and pil-
lared and chandeliered at such expense,
no story of other worlds could enchant
us. We would say: *“Let well enough
sione. 1 you want to die and have
your body disintegrated in the dustand
sour toul go out on & celestial adven-
ture, then you can go, but this world
is good enough for me.,” You might as
weil go to & man who has just entered
the Louvre at Paris and tell him to
hasten off to the picture gelleries of
Venice or Florence. “Why,” he would
say, “what is the mse of my going
there? There are Rembrandisand Ru-

beoess aud Titione bove shat I bove ot
Sy teitn

looked at yet."” Noman wantatogoout
of this world or ont of any house uatil
he has a better house.

To cure this wish to stay here God
must somehow create a disgust for our
surroundings. How shall He do it?
He cannot afford to efface His horizon
or to tear off a fiery panel from the
supset or to subtract en anther from
the water lily or to banish the pungent
aroma from the mignonetie or to drag
the robes of the morning in mire. You
cannot expect a8 Christopher Wren to
mar his own St. Paul's cathedral ora
Michael Angelo to dash out hiz own
“Last Judgment” or a Handel to dis-
cord his “Israel in Egypt,” and you can-
not expect God to spoil the architecture
and music of His own world. How,
then, are we to be made willing to
leave? Here [s where trouble comes in

After a man has bad a good deal of
trouble he says: “Well, I am ready to
go. 1f there is a house somewhere
whose roof does not leak, I would like
to live there, If thereisanatmosphere
womewheresthat does not disiress the
lungs, T-would like to breathe it. 1if
there is a sotiety somewhere whare
there is no tittle tattle, T would like to
live there. If there is a home circle some-
where where I can find my lost friends,
I would like to go there.” Ha used to
read the first part of the Bible chiefly;
now he reads the last part of the Bible
chiefly. Why has he changed Genesis
for Revelation? Ah, he used to beanx-
ious chiefly to know how this world was
made and all about its geological con-
struction. Now he is chiefly anxious to
know how the next world was made
and how it looks and who live there and
how they dress. He reads Revelation
ten times now where he reads Genesis
once. The old story, “In the beginning
God created the heavens and the
earth,” does not thrill him half as much
as the oiher story, “I saw a new Heaven
and a new earth.” The old man's hand
trembles as he turns over this apoc-
alyptical leaf, and he has to take out
his handkerchiel to wipe his spectagles.
That book of Revelation is a prospecius.
now of the country into ‘which he isg
soon_io immigrate; the country inm
which he has lots already laid opi and
avenues opened and mansions built.

It-is trouble, my friends, that makes
us feel our dependence upon God. We
do not know ourownwedknessor@od"s
strength until theTast plank breaks. 1t

is contemptible if Ilu;tli'at' only when ] ]

there js noiling else to {ake hold of we
catch hold, of God. “’b‘]’,}m Fouknow:
who the Rord is? Heisnot anautocraly
seated far up in s palaee, from which
He emerges once & yéar, preceded by’
heralds ‘swinging swords to clear the'
way. No. He is a fathier, willing at’
our call to stand by us in every'crisis
and predicament of lite. ¥ tell you what
some of you business men make me
thiok of. A man is unfortunate in his
business. He has to raise a good dedl
of money;and raise it quickiy. Hebor-
rows on word and note all be can bor-
row. After awhile he putsa mortgage.
on his‘house. After awhile he puts a
second imorigage on his house. Then
he makes over his life insurance. Then
be assigns all his property. Then he
goes to -his father-in-law and asks fur
help. Well, having failed everywhere,
completely failed, he gets downon his
knees and says: “Oh, Lord, I have
tried everybody and everything: now
help me out of this financial trouble.”
He makes God the last resort instead
of the first resort.

A young man goes off from home to
earn his fortune. He goes with his
mother’s consent and benediction. She
has large wealth, but he wants to make
his own fortune. He goes far away,
falls sick, gets out of money. He sends
for the hotel keeper where he is stay-
ing, asking for lenierce,and the answer
he gets is: “If you do not pay up Sat-
urday might, you'll be removed to the
hospital.” The young man sends:to a
comrade in the same building. Nohelp.
He writes toa banker who wasa friend
of his deceased father. No relief. Sat-
urday night. comes, and be is moyed to
the hospital. Getting here, he is fren-
zied with grief, and be borrows a gheet.
of paper and a postage stamp, and he
sits down and he writes home, saying:
“Dear mother, I am sick unto death.
Come.” It is 20 minutes of ten o'clock
when she gets the letter. Atteno'clock
the train’'starts. She is five minutes
from the depot. She gets thereintime
to have five minutes to spare, She won-
ders why the train that can go 40 miles
an hour cannot go B0 miles an hour.
She rushes into the hospital, Shesays:
“My son, what doesall this mean? Why
did you mot rend for me? You zent to
everybody but me. Youn knew I would
and could help you. Ig this the reward
1 get for wy kindness to youalways?”
She bundles him up, takes him home
and gets him well very soon.

Now, some of you treat God just
as that young man treated his
mother. When you get into a finan-
eial perplexity, you call on the bank-
er, you call on the broker, you call
on your ereditors, you eall on your
lawyer for legal ecounsel, you call
upon everybody, and when you can-
not get any help then you go to God.
You say: “Oh, Lord, I come to Thee.
Help me now out of my perplexity.”
And the Lord comes, though it is in
the eleventh hour. He says: “Why
did you not send for me before? As
one whom hiz mother comforteth, so
will I comfort you." It is to throw
us back upon God that we have this
ministry of tears.

1 like what Martin Luther said to
Philip Melancthon when Melancthon
has gone to bed discouraged and say-
ing to Luther: “Our cause is lost.
We have had all onr work for moth-
ing. 1 am in a state of despair!”
Then Luther said: “Come, Philip;
we have; had enough of such talk!
Let us sing the forty-sixth Psalm of
David: = ‘God is our refuge and
strength, a very present help in trou-
ble, therefore will not we fear though
the earth be removed and the moun-
taine cast into the midst of the sea.
Though the waters thereof roar and
be troubled, though the mountains
shake with the swelling thereof.
Selah’ ™

Again, it Iy the unse of trouble to
eapacitate us for the office of sym-
pathy. The priests, under the old
were set apart by hav-

their

yeara of age, and she is almost om-
nipotent in comfort. Why? Bhe has
been through it all. At seven o'clock
in the morning she goes over to com-
fort 'a young' mother who has just
loat: her babe. Grandmother knows
all about that trouble. Fifty years
ago she felt it. At 12 o'clock of that
day she goes over to comfort & wid-
owed soul. She knows all about that.
Ehe has been walking in that dark
valley 20 years. At four o'clock in
thé afternoon some one knocks at
the door, waating bread. She knows
all Rbout that. Two or three timea
in mﬁ?jﬁ; éame to/lej last loaf.
At ten o'clock at night she goes over
to sit up with some one severely sick.
Sae ows all about it, She knows
a plearisies | had
broken bones.

t: fevegs and
4 Mmshe has been doc-
torin e, spreading plasters
and ‘ﬁ'?u!rhig out ‘l:?tt r ﬂlgﬂps ancil
& ing up hot pillows and contrive
ing things to tempt a poor appetite.
Drs. Abernethy and Rush and Hoszaek
and Harvey were great doctors, but
l.l:ni' greatest doctor the world ever
saW is an old Christian woman. Dear
m:q? Do we not remember her about
the room when we were sick in our
bo’hp_od? Was there anyone who
could ever so touch s sore wmithout
hwirting 1t? And when she lifted her
spectacles against her wrinkled fore-
h#ad so she could look closer at the
wpund' it was three-fourths healed.
And' when the Lord took her home,
although you may have been men
and women 30, 40, 50 years of :‘gFe'.
you lay on the coffin lid and achbed
ae though you were only five or ten
yéars of age. i : =
Where did Paul get the ink with
which to write his comforting epis-
tles? Where did David get the ink
g write his .comforting psalms?
ere did John get the ink to write
his comforting Bevelation?” Theyigot
ft out of their own tears. When =
ian has gone through the curricu-
fum and has taken n course of dun-
eofis and imprisonments, he is guals
d for the work of sympathy.
. Jesus had enough trial to make him
thetic with all trial. The
‘mhortest verse in the Rible tells the
, “Jesus wapt.” . The scar sn the
Sack of his either hand, the scar on
the arch of either foot, the row of
ars along the fine of ‘the hair, will
p all Heaven thinking. Oh, that
t Weeper is just the one to si=
all. earthly izouble, wipe  out
.#ll staina of earthly grief! Gentle!

of ‘the dew. It will Hot be a tyrapt

ing' you hush- your erying. It
3 be 8 Father who will take you
on His'left ‘arm, Mis face beaming

of the fingers of the right hand He
whall wipe away all tears from your
‘BF_BI-/ 5 n - i

> Have"yon' any sppreciation of the
p and glorious times your friends
re baving in Heaven? How different
it is when they .get news there of a
Christian’'s death from what it Iia
here! It 'is the df{fference between
embarkation and K coming into port.

' ing depends upon which side
of the river you stand when you hear
of a Christian’s death. 1f you stamd
on this side of the river you mourn
that they go. Tf you stand on the
other gide of the river, you rejoice
that they come. Oh, the difference
between a funeral on earth and a
jubilee in Heaven—between requiem
here and triumph there; parting here
and union there! Together! Have
you ever thought of it? They are
together. Not one of your departed
friends in one land and another in
another, but together in different
rooms of the same house—the house
of many mansions! Together!

Take this good cheer home with
you. These tears of bercavement
that course your cheek and of perse-
eution and of trial are not always
to be there. The motherly hand of
God will wipe them all away. What
is the use on the way to such a con-
summntion—what is the use of fret-
ting about anything? Oh, what an
exhilaration it ought to be in Chris-
tian work! See you the pinnacles
against the sky? It is the city of our
@od, and we are approaching it. Oh,
let us be busy in the days that re-
main for us!

The Saxons and the Britons went
out to battle. The Saxons were ail
armed. The Britons had no weapons
at all, and yet history tells us that
the Britons got the victory. Why?
They went into battle shouting thres
times, “Halleluiah!” and at the third
shout of “Halleluiah!”™ their enemies
fled panie struck, and o the Britons
got the victory. And, my friends,
if we could only appreciate the glo-
ries that are to come we would be
so filled with enthusiasm that =no
power on earth or hell could stand
before us, and at our first shout the
opposing forces would begin to trem-
dble, and at our second shout they
would begin to fall back, and at our
third shout they would be routed for-
ever. There is no power on earth or
jn hell that could stand before three
such volleys of halleluiah.

1 put this balsam on the wounds
of your heart: Rejoice at the thought
of what your departed friends have
got rid of and that you have a pros-
pect of so soon making your own
escape. Bear cheerfully the minis-
try of tears and exult at the thought
that =oon it is to be ended.

Do you mnot this moment catch ®
glimpse of the towers? Do you not
hear & note of the eternal harmony?
Some of you may remember the old
Crystal palace in this city of New
York. 1 came in from my country
home a verdant lad and heard in that
Crystal palace the first great musie
I had ever heard. Julien gave a cons
cert there, and there were 3,000 voices
and 3,000 players upon instruments,
and I was mightily impressed with
the fact that Julien conmtrolled tha
harmony with the motion of his hand
and foot, beating time with the one
and with the other. To
me it was overwhelming. But all
that was tame compared with the
scene and the sound when the ran-
somed shall come from the esst and
the west and the north and the south

bands, | and sit down in the kingdom of God,
myriads  sbove myrinds, pgalleries| . .. ».; in Crest

above galleries, and vhrist will rise,
and all Heaven will rise with H
and with ’Ell wonnded, hand
wounded foot He will conduct thad
harmony, “Like the voice of many
waters, like the volee of mighty
\bunderings, worthy is the Lamb that
was slain to receive riches anc honop

] g!_hr_xnd_m. world withous

Why, His step is softer than the step

Into yours; jwhile with the soft tipsq

HE FOUND A FRIEND.

Penniless Iowa Barber Strikes His
Congressman for Help.

Aud Col. Hepbura Gave Him Mere
Than He Asked For=Hew Frank
Hatten Dispeacd of a Drunk-
en Canmstituent.

[8pecial Washington Letter.)

AM , ¢ick and far from home,
“I and l::i:rilzn need of help to get

back to my home.” y
Thesewbrdd wege Mttered this morn-
ing by a tall, haggard, feeble young
‘mnan in the room of the committee on
interstate and foreign commerce, to
{he ¢hairman ‘of that committee, Con-
gressman Hepburn, bf Towa,

The currespondent of this paper was
ascertaining, some salient facts about
the Nicaragunan canal bill, and the in-
terruption was exceedingly disagree-
able, ‘The writer has seen so many un-
worthy alms-seekers fn the capitol
‘building during the past quarter of a
century. thub: e does not kindly in-
cline towards any who seeks alms in
that place. This is not becanse of &
natural disposition to unkindness, but
‘becanse the worthy are so few,and the
unworthy so many.

But Congressman Hepburn- is al-
ways approachable, and he gives every
man & chance.  He listened  to the
worda ‘quoted ‘Hbove, ‘mhd-his face
showed a fleeting sign of annoyance
at, the jnterruption, hut he cowrteous:
1y-said: “Come here and take this chair.
Do not feel embarrassed, but make
yonrself at home. Tell me your story.”

The writer stepped back, took =
‘"ghair near-another desk 4n the big
“Yoom, and heard the following conver-
sation: E ' :
. “T am an lowa man; was born in
Creston, Ia., in your districi. Tam a
barber by trade, and learned my trade
in Creston. I left home two years ago
#nd have beenin many places. I came
‘here from Baltimore, where I bad been
sick for some-time. I was told that it
1 could eee you, T could get travimporta-
tion home, and I know thatif I can get
back to Creston I will he takgh care of
by my good old father untilT am well
aud able towork again.” O

“I. know. Creston gquite well,” said
€ol. Hepborn. “Will yon-tell me the
names of the barbers there, and - the
fame of the barber from. whomt you
learned your trade?” SR L
_..The young man named geveral bar-
bers in Crestop, including the name of

who had helped him in his earlier man-
i hood, while-he was endeavoring:to gel

wised him mot to leave there and vem-
ture forth intg the world. In reply to
inquiries-he memifested other intimate
acquaintance with the prairie ; towd,
&nd at last Col. Hepburn said:

this district, and handed it to the
young man, saying: “This letter will
procure you the transportation which
you desire. There is an official here

company you, and see that you are
started off all right. I hope you will
get home and recover your health and
that you will be an ornament to so-
ciety in your future years."”

The sick young man was profuse in
his thanks and was leaving the room,
when Col. Hepburn called him back,
and asked: “How are you going to
get food while on your way?”

“] have a good overcoat which I can
pawn, and my father will give me an-
other when I get home,” was the cheer-
ful reply.

Col . Hepburn replied: “You are
weak and sick and in danger of a cold.
You will cross over the mountains; and
yon will need your overcoat.
a five-dollar bill. which I hand yon as s
loan on honor. I will expect you to re-
turn it when you are able, 5o you need
not hesitate to aceept it. I give it not
as a charity, but as & loan, and there
js no humiliation in accepting a loan.”

The youngz man leaned héavily on
the table, and tears filled his eyes as

few words of gratitude. Col. Hepburn
assured him that he need not feel un-
der any special obligations and walked

NEEDY AND FAR FROM HOME.

1o the door with him, telling him that
as a representative of the people of
that district it was a very great pleas-
ure to him to help one of the needy

there.
Nowbe itunderstood that

man himself.
aid to leave him ' unassisted. That is

man himself in his declining years.
After the poor fellow had gone with

look after him, Col. Hepburn said:
“That ia a worthy case. 1 am very

the barber who taught him his trade,
He. told also of several men in Crestoi |

along. He mentioned men who bad ad-

“] am gatisfied that you are a young
man from my district in need of help,
and I will give it to you.” Thereupon
he wrote a short letter to an official of

who has an annual appropriation for
just such caszes, when they are proper-
1y presented. My messenger will ac-

Here is

he took the money and stammered &

boys of Creston or any other town out

man Hepburn is substantially a poor
After his 20 years of
public service he has peither property
por other pecuniary savings. But he
pever allows a worthy applicant for

one of the reazons that he is a poor

the messenger of the commities to

sure of it, beeause he knows some ob-

pot sble to work, and _destitution

was five months overdue. The post-
mark on the envélope showed that the

and that he had been misled by the
literature of that day into following
Coxey in his crazy-quilt political
scheme. But, aside from the man him-
self, my sympathies for the forsaken
wife were fully aroused, and I pro-
cured tramsportation for him. I alse
gave him $10rin eash. My committee
elerk saw him off op the train and gave
his tickets to the conduetor.
“Surprising as it may seem to you,
and surprising as it was tome, that¥el
low was out working against my re-
election when the. next ign was
on. He told the people t Iwasa

nabob living in the lapof luxury; and
that when he asked fustice of me 1
simply gave him alms. Some of ‘the
newspapers printed his statements,
and he sctually cansed me to lose a

-=] HAVE NO MONEY FOR YOU.”

number of votes, That is only one ex'
perience of ingratitude. But there
have been others, so that I am rather
chary of helping objects of charity
from my district, but this young mar
is all right and 1 am glad he came tc
me.” LT

The late Postmaster General Frank
Hatton was noted for his charities, bu!
the writer was with him one evening
when he peremptorily refuséd to con-
tribute one penny to an applicant foi
his mid.  There was formerly a strong
_editorial writer in the Mississippl val
ley who #¢ll down before the demor
of the still and worshiped him. From

o

bad to worse he went, until he became
Ja erea with mo ambition othe:
then to secure angther drink. H¢

drifted to Washington and one even-
ing he accosted Mr. Hatton on Pennsyl-
rania avenue az we were walkiig to-
wards the capitol buildidg, " where
there was a night session of the con-
gress.  He said: “Frank, old boy, ]
wani & gquarter to buy some more
whisky. I'm actuvally suffering for
just two more good drinks to-night.”

The smile which once illumined his
handsome face and xtrong features
was the leer of a sneak. Mr. Hatton
said: “I have mo money of my own.
What I have belongs to my wife and
little son, Dick. As between you and
my family T must choose for my fam-
ily. My wife and Dick would not ap-
prove of such disposition of a quarier
Therefore you can's have it.”

As we passed on the fallen one hurled
after Mr. Hatton a tirade of the vilest
billingsgate, After going half a block,
snd being beyond the sound of the
voice of the drunkard, Mr. Hatton sud-
denly stopped, turned around and
walked back, the writer accompanying
him without a word. We soon over-
took the fellow, and Mr. Hatton asked
him if he had a place to sleep. He re-
plied in the negative. Then Mr. Hat-
ton called a cab, ordered the driver te
go to the St. James hotel, where we put
the brilliant drunken beggar to bed,
Mr. Hatton paying for the night'slodg-
ing. But he woulda't give him any
money with whieh to buy whisky. Wa
then went on our way to the eapitol.

There are many such cases here
every year. Oply a few days before
his fatal illness Senator Hearst, of
California, hired a special train and
employed a physician to travel all the
way to California to look after a pau-
per inebriate who bad once been prom-
inent in California and who had ren-
dered Senator HMearst superior serviee
in a celebrated mining case which was
long in litigation. The senator said
to the writer: “I paid him a big fee
at the time, but his services netted me
many thousands of dollars, and I counld
not have rested at night if T had failed
to do what I could for him.” The spe-
cial train and physician’sservicescost
upwands of $3.000. Few paupers find
such friends as that.

Stories of real life in Washington are
not often written and printed, because
the correspondents here are hesitant
to tell all of the truths which come be-
fore them. They do not ténd to elevate
the ideas of the people conecerning the
national capital; and et the facts here
set forth may prove to be a warning
to some of those who are treading the
pathway with the degraded “whose
feet take hold on hell” There is &
temperance lecture in these facts.

BMITH D. FRY.

Kething of the Kind.

“Why, that's a genuine Raphaell™
said the caller, surprised and de-
lighted.

“Not at all,” replied Mre. Gaswell,
with cold distinetness. “My husband
never engages in raffles. He bought
that picture in the regular way and
paid cash for it!"—Chicago Tribune.

A Trifllag Delay.

Philanthropist—Poor fellow! After
you get out of here wouldn't you like
to come and join our church and teach
a class in Sunday school and—

Conviet—Yes, lady, I will—jess aa
soon as I kin kill Spike Hennessy an’
Kid McGurk, w'ot peached on me an’
put me in here.—Judge.

What He Wanted.

Pete Jackson—I hain’t bad no work
fo' six months, pahson, and—
Parson Johnson—But [ don't need
yo'r services.
Pete Jackson—No; but I needs

» whose

bhad not been s resident there,

congressman
gratitude for his benefaction.

could not be known to anybody who
But
there arc scores of bogus cases, and
then there dre other cases where &

gets abuse instead of

“When Coxey’s army was here was

youahs! I'se finally decided to get
married, and I wants to get youah beat
terms!—Puock. |

The Ouly Way Out.

is the matter with me. I can't sieep,
have no appetite, no interest In busi-

both of the children were gick, she waa | .

rejgned in their house, where the remiy

letter was genuine and of recent date. |
‘} I presumed that the man was ignorant

.their big stoves, which ha

- CENTRAL LERI

Patient—Ductor, I don't know what'

the New York

your stoves
“ Yet such

early theaters of New
illustrates forcibly the
the climate, and the cus!
theatets -of Gothum thew

thermometer lﬂ
weeks at a = L ¥
in the streets f month & |
is as much ont of ianlliﬂ_ :

old wt;mhw L
of eol of:
facilities for m
But the early theatems
York, up' to the fime
Park fell into the:
Astor and James
mere barns—not

» rieh-

ing to all accounts, siry
seasonms, but -in’'the depth
they were frightfully ¢

constantly supplied wil
coal was not yet brought i
A Tady and gentleman® whi
went to the theater, if -m'_
tightly wrapped up, amd
their  roomy, ol
with heated bricks at their
bearskin rugs over them, |
they entered the barn-like places,
counted themselves lueky,
t seats were near ihe
nefir the stove.
The ultra-rich and
Yorker was often fol
sleigh by some atten :
who carried’ on o board effih’3
a little stove. With: this 4 3
he generally entered the
with his mistress, pl
on the floor at the §
ranged the lady’s feet ﬂ
of the little stove, and thes i -
in that, perhaps, but what
compared with that now enjpyed by
theatergoers? F 4o Nets
And yet there are some,
bave growled the past wee :
baby winter, with. the thermao ;
ranging only. between 15 and 20 des
grees. B AR :

iF

plements and curios of
The Spanish population
admixture of Aztec or
inaf blood, and

the implements as - ‘customs

which prevailed in the of the
Montezumas..  One of 3
suurvivals in.this re i fhe lon
pipe which is sti\lr_ : hlﬁ
rural districts of both > Te
is made from a shrub or %~ sapling
which grows somewhat likeithe elder.
The bush is eut down the pith

extracted from the siem,’! which is
afterwards peeled, poliskisd, dried
and painted with aryi colors in
barbarie style. The sim| n is
a straight stem from thi
feet in length. A more
kind is made from a stemé with two._
terminal branches. . Thia! demands
much more care in’
pith, and enables the

while he is enjoying anotbier upon a
second. Three-stemmed ick L5
also made, and, very ﬂg;']

stemmed ones.  These
curios rather than as ar
and are supposed to havelbeem em-

ployed upon espeeial ma in the

Post.

or sandstone, and the uthpiece
mayheothmorhmor‘umn‘ﬂ !
silver and amber. The of the
stem causes the tobacco pmoke to
cool appreciably in its from -
the bowl to the lps, gives =
taste almost as mild as jhat pro-

duced by the oriemtal The
tobacco uséd with it is of g red-
brown color, about interrjediate im
flavor and appearance befween Vir-

ginia and Havans leaf, Tpese pipes
make very pretty ormmameats for a
mantel or for a wall, befng much
more pleasing to the eyéy than the
“church warden” fai r to all
smokers. They are

able, but, unless aoiled o
now amnd then, they are

a rule to oil them on the
o year,
A Menm
A young man and a Fe

lovers. It is moonlight.

sweetheart of former yeajs has mar-
ried. They meet at a party. She has
changed greatly; bel the dances
the recognition takes
“Let me see,” she
fan beating a tattoo onjher pretty
hand, “was it you or ygur brother
'who was my old sweetheagt?™ -
“Really, I don’t know.¥ he
“Probably my father.'—
it for TRL.
- Mrs. Kingsley—Wasn't 1
out very late last night? ¥ 2
Mrs. Von Blumer (sweejly) — ¥
but ‘1 felt sure he would be. He |
me he was going to m :

approached by a man from my distriet | ness— £ ;
wl wedme a letter from hia wife, | . Dector— Well, why 2on't Fou proposs
g iR 10 0m) Rome, becaves tothe gil? —JibBllsy - .

days of the Iucus, says the tew York
The bowl is of red elay, zvay clay, -

a friend a mntkpimm branch -

-M*-
iy

He is about to go away. She s
reluctant to see him . They
swing on the gate. s 1 F i
“I'll never forget 1.0 he says,
“and if death should me, my
last thoughts will be of youn.”
“I'll be true to M"m sobs;
“I'll never see anybody - or love
them as long as I live,™
They parted. pde e g
Six years later he rejurns. His

1:'9 .2

leaned over the front gate! They are
to leave, as the pnrﬁ-g +the last.

|mys. .




