T

- ..I_,....._..___H_T_-.h:.;.?.m.,,_.,.ﬂ. N—

e — ’ -

‘The Blessings of Covernment. Like the Dew from Heaven, Should Descend Alike Upon the Rich and the Poor.””

- W, @, KENTZEL, Editor.

COVINGTON, ST. TAMMANY PARISH, LA., SATURDAY, APRIL 27, 1901.

: SUNDAY AFTERNOONS.

From the window of the chapel sofily
®ounds an organ's note,
ugh the winlry Sabbath gloaming
drifting shreds of music float.

And the gqulet and the firslight and the

] sweetly solemn tunes

Fear me dreaming back to boyhood and
its Bunday afternoons;

AWhen we gathertd In the parlor; In the
. barlor =tiff and grand.

MWhere the haircloth chaire and sofas stood
., Arrayed, a gloomy band,

AWhere each queer oil portrait watched us

. with a countenance of wood,

#And the shelis upon the whatnot in a dust-

less eplendor stood.

Then the quaint old parlor urgas, with the
quaver in its tongue,
smed to tremble in Itz ferver as the
sacred songs Were fung.
#r we sang the homely anthems, sang the
e i
- & sfory and
pe el 2 L fory the light no

‘While the duszk grew ever deeper and the

: evening setiled down,

#And the lamp-lit windows twinkled in the
drowsy little town.

Dld and young we sang the chorus and the
echoes told it o'er

In the dear famil volces
scattered evermore,

From The windows of the cha
low the muslc dles, Py

Ard the picture in the Arelight fades before
my tear-dimmed eyes,

But my wistful fancy, listening, hears the
night wind hum the tunes

That we sang there in the parlor on those
Sunday afternoens.

=Joe Lincoln, in Saturday Evening Post.
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THE PAMUNKEY |
POST OFFICE

ATRVE STORY.

(Copyright, 100, by Authors Byndicate)

TH'E outgoing posrtinaster retired
in disgrace, but that fact did not
seem to deter the hosts of young and
' cld who asked their eongressmian to
recommend them to the president
for appointmeni. In fact, in less
than a week the whole town seemed
%o be afllicted with a sort of mad-
ness—an unappeased hungering for
office bordering on fren=zy.

The first move of the bondemen was
ko install one of their number acting

| postmaster until the vacancy could be

| filled. He was a rotund, rosy-cheeked
farmer with a slight inclipation toward
politics. He had not learned the de-
livery boxes until he became saturated
with a consuming desire to remain.
There was something fascinating about
it; something infections. He contract-
ed a dangerously severe case of Cesiring
office at the very outset.

In the meantime down the ravines
and lanes came trooping, figuratively
speaking, a large portion of pulsating,
enxionsly throbbing Pamunkey to line
up in front of the post office building
und gaze wistfully at the etructure.

The acting postmaster did not live
witkin 16 miles of the post office un-
der consideration, but distance in his
case seemed tolend enchantment to the
view. Between handling the mails and
rustling for signatures in his petition,
with anoccasional dash into the coun-
try to keep his wife informed as to his
progress, he was kept pretty busy.

The G. A. E. element had a candidate;
the Germaus centered on & mwan; the
Spanish-American soldiers thought
they ought to be recognized; the Irish
wanted to know what was the matter
with them; the young politicians want-
ed to have something to say in the mat-
ter, and the ladies, bless their innocent
sonls, thought they knew something
about handling reluctant congressmen
and mail matters.

Although mails went out of Pamun-
key on fast flying trains, they were
wot swift enough for spplicants. The
aid of the electric current, s subserved
by the Western Union Telegraph com-
pany, was invoked for greater speed.
The second day after the vacancy was
anpounced the desk of the congress-
man for that district was piled high
with telegraphic applications, which
were followed in the next mail by more
lengthy messages at lighter tolls.

The congressman moved slowly in
the matter, as his renomination and
election was close at hand. He did
not desire to make a mistake just at
that eritical juncture.

The Nicaragus canal was a mere
trifle to handle in comparison to the
Pamunkey post office. He could fear-
lessly vote to refuse to seat a fe’low
mewber of congress with a plurality
of wives, but the good people of I'a-
munkey presented a problem difficult
of solulion.

About the time be had his mind
made up in favor of one candidate,
along would come a voluminous bunch
of papers in support of another candi-
date, which sent him to sea again
One candidate was denounced as an
outsider, another had never done any-
thing for the party, 8 third waz a
very recent convert to the party prin-
ciples the congressman represented,
and therefore needed proving, and so
on. Each candidate bad his friends
and each bad his enemies, and the
enemies seemed more ready to speak
and more persistent than the friends.

At one time the congressman had
reached such & dire state of distress
that he bad about made up his mind
to have his private secretary write
the names of all the candidates on
slips of paper, place them in a bat,

shake them up, elosc his eyes and pull |

out a name, hit or miss, and take his
chances on the result, relying on his
guardian angel io guide his hand to
the right piece of paper.
have d bied the tant att
of that invisible presence, for on sec-
ond thought he abandoned the whole
echeme of settling the troublesome
question and attempted to put the
matter aside for a new inepiration.
That inspiration came sooner than
was ed.~The congressman, who
was a general in the great civil war,
brushed aside the papers with an im-
patient hand and went out for a stroll

a

in the bracing air which came in the’

form of a gentle breeze down over the
Pull Run battlefield, withholding the
soothing odor of felds and farms as it
rolled up Pennsylvania avenue. The
general saiffed the refreshing atmos-
phere as he involuntarily quickened
*his It will probably never be
%known what turned his thougbts to
. other days when shot and shell rained
about him and he advanced rapidly
from the ranks to the position of cap-
_tain, then majer and colomel, coming
‘home wearing the sirsps of a general,
iall his advavcements being schieved by

He must |

ories were refreshed in his mind by
the murmuring breezes that came gen-
tly down from far-famed Alexandria
and the undulating domains of the la-
mented Lady Fairfax. Zt any rate he
paused in his walk and remarked half
aloud: *“I have half a mind to give
it to a soldier.” A paszerby hearing
that remark would not have been able
to interpret its meaning, but the read-
er pf this story will know that he
still had his mind on the Pamunkey
post office. “But there is the rub™
he went on. “Which one? There is
MeMurry—he is a veteran of the civil
war, and no better goldier ever shoul-
dered a musket. Then there is Ran-
dall, a soldier of the Spanish-Ameri-
can war, and he must not be slighted,
and last comes Murphy who now has
a son at the front. Well, I have no
choice in the three, mow which shall
it be?

The troubled man walked on in deep
thought for a few moments, then pull-
ing out his watch to ascertain the time
he exclaimed: “lhaveit! I will leave
it to chance, and may the disappointed
candidates and their friends bave
mercy on me. I can make no mistake
in the three. Either of them would fill
the bill. To-pight I will not wind my
wateh. It will stop in the morning at
about the time I awake. Ifitstopson
an even number of minutes, McMurry
gete the post office; if it stops on an odd
number Randall is the winner, and if it
stops five seconds either way from the
minute mark Murphy will be open for
congratulations.”

With that the old warrior and states-
man thrust the watch into his pocket
and went back to his work of framing
a caustic speech against a measure pre-
pared by the other side of the house.
The matter of the post office vacaney
at Pamunkey was out of his head 20
far as he was concerned. He had left
it to'a mechanical agency which would
soon settle the fate of the multitude of
aspirants.

In the meantime great anxiety pre-
vailed at Pamunkey. The newspapers
had caught the spirit of the contest
and published all sorts of predictions
as to the resnlt. One started a guess-
ing contest and sold coupous on the
result. The acting postmasier squan-
dered the proceeds of the sale of afine
Jersey cow in purchasing coupons for
his friends to vote for him. A large
installment of his votes came into the
office of publication on the very night
the econgressman's bejeweled watch
was counting off the minutes to decide
whether it would stop at odd or even,
or for the man with the son at the
front,

When the general awoke the next
morning he lay still for several mo-
ments and looked at his watch, which
reposed on his dresser. He wondered
whether or not it had stopped, and if
it had who had won. Finally he arose,
placed the wateh to bis ear and. lis-
tened. It wasas dead asthe chancesof
a host of candidates at Pamunkey. He
hesitated to look at the faceiof the
watch, and finally dropped it into his
pocket with the thought that he could
just az well look at it after break-
fast-

On eoming out of the breakfast-room
the general was about 1o draw his
watch from his pocket and decide the
mumentous guestion, when he noticed
a young second lieutenant coming up
the steps. A moment later the gen-
eral advanced toward the young volun-
teer infantryman, extending his hand
and exclaiming: “Hello, Fergusonm,
where did you drop from?”

“Just in from the Philippines,™ re-
sponded the soldier, grasping the hand
of the congressman. The two went
into the hotel and had a long talk over
the situation in the orient. Felix Fer-
guson was a son of an old comrade of
the general’s, and his home was in Pa-
munkey. When the two reappeared
from the steps the congressman was
asking the question: “Well, now that
you have received your discharge, what
do you expect to do?”

Ta be frank with you, general, I am
going back to old Pamunkey and mar-
ry pretty Elsie St. Clair and settle
down,” responded Lieut. Ferguson, col-
oring slightly.

At that the general took out his
wateh and appeared to wind it in a me-
chanical sort of way. This act set the
wheels going and ruined the chances
of some post office aspirant. It will
pever be known who wen on the stop-
ping of the wheels, but it is known that
one of them lost on their starting.

“You are just the man I am looking
for,” said the congressman. “They
need 3 man in the post office down at
Pamunkey and I'll have you appointed
this very day. This will give you and
your young bride a good start in life.”

“Thank you,” said Ferguson, “this
is more than I expected.”

The papers the next day bore the
news to Pamunkey, and thus ended the
great post office fight.

The British Wolf.

Rritain has been infested with
walves from that remote period con-
ventionally termed *“the earliest
times.," Their fossilized remains are
frequently discovered, their bones lie
about the untidy floors of prehis-
toric eaves, the barrow-folk made
necklaces of their teeth. They are
mentioned in Welsh and Saxon laws.
The Norman, however, fond of the
“tall deer,” was not affectionate to-
ward the wolf, for in many feudal

pears an obligation to hunt him. An

by Abbey (quated by Mr. Harting)

i to the English wolf. Mr.

shire (according to another legend)
during. the reign of Elizabeth,

times a Year.

1680.—London Spectator.

After Conversion,

stead of the old long one.”
“What has that to do with it?"

It way have been thess mem-

Chicago Dally News-

tepures, down to the year 1439, ap-
entry in the account rolls of Whit-

records a payment for dressing wolf
sking in the year 1394—paossibly the
! latest strictly historical evidence as
Harting
mentions a tradition that one Barnes,
in the time of Henry VI, was nick-
named “Roast Wolf,” because he de-
stroyed 5o many of these animals,
which infested Durham an@ * York-

In
Scotland, owing to itz physical char-
acter, they existed until a much later
period. So recently as 1577 an act
of the Scottizsh parliament ordained
a wolf hunt in each barony four
Sir Ewen Camerom
slew the last wolf in Lochaber im

“Have you noticed any change in
Smithers since he joined the church?*
“Yes. He uses a jointed fish pole in-

“0Oh! he carries it under his eoaf
when he goes fishing on Sundsy."—

RELIGIOUS REVIVALS

Dr. Talmage, in a Timely Discourse,
Declares Wis Belief in Them.

Sermon Adapted frem the Stery of
Simon and the Fishers—Greatest
Ohatacle to Revivals Is an
Unconverted Minisiry.

[Copyright, 1981, by Louls Klopsch, N. Y.}
Washington,

This discourse-of lir. Talmage is
most pertinent at this iime when a
widespread effort for religious awak-
ening is being made; text, Luke, verse
6: *They inclosed a great multitude
of fishes and their net brake.”
Simon and his comrades bad experi-
enced the night before what fishermen
call “poor luck.” Christstepson board
the fishing smack and tells the sailors
to pull away from the beach anddi-
rects them again to sink the net. Sure
enough, very soon the net is full of
fishes, and the sailors begin to haul in.
So large a school of fishes was taken
that the hardy men began to look red
in the face as they pull, and hardly
have they begun to rejoice at their suc-
tess when snap goes a.threal of the
net, and snap goes another thread, so
there is danger not only of losing the
fish, but of losing the net.
Without much care as to how much
the boat tilts or how much water is
splashed on deck the fishermen rush
sbout, gatheringnp the broken meshes
of the net. .Out yonder there is a ship
dancing on the wave, and they hail it:
“Ship shoy! Bear down this way!”
The ship comes, and both boats, both
fishing smacks, are filled with the
floundering treasures.
“Ah,” says some one, “how much
better it would have been if they had
staid on shore and fished with a hook
and line and taken one at a time in-
stead of having this great excitement
and the boat almost upse d the net
broken and having to call {6r help and
getting sopping wet with the seal™
The church is the Goat, the Gospel
is' the net, society is the sea, and &
great revival is a whole school brought
in at one sweep of thenet Ihave ad-
miration for that man who goes out
with & hook and line to fish. Iadmire
the way he unwinds the reel and ad-
justs the bait and dropsthe hook ina
quiet place on s still afternoon and
here catches one and there one, but I
like also a big boat and a large crew
ind & net & mile long and swift oars
and stout sails and a stiff breeze and a
great multitude of souls brought—so
great a multitude that you have got
to get help to draw it ashore, straining
the net to the utmost until it breaks
here and there, letting a few escape,
but bringing the great multitude into
sterpal safety. 2
In other words, I believe In revivals.
The great work of saving men began
with 3,000 people joining the church in
one day, an@ it will close with 40 ore
hundred million people saved in 24
hours when nations shall be bornina
day. But there are objections te ve-
vivals. People are opposed to them
because the net might get broken, and
if by the pressuge of souls it does not
get broken, then they take their own
penknives and slit the net. .“They In-
slosed a great multitude of fighes, and
the net brake.” ’
It is someilmes opposed to revivals
>f religion that those who come into
the church at such times do not hold
out. Aslong as thereisagaleof bless-
ing they have their sails up. But as
soon as strong winds stop blowing
then they drop into a dead calm. But
what are the faets in the case? Inall
our churches the vast majority of the
useful people are those who are
brought in under great awakenings,
and they hold out. Who are the prom-
fnent men in the United States in
churches, in prayer meetings, in Sab-
bath schools? For the most part they
are the product of great awakenings.
I have noticed that those who are
brought into the Kingdom of God
through revivals have more per-
sistence and more determination in the
Christian life than those who come
in under a low state of religion. Peo-
pls born in an ieehouse may live, but
they will mever get over the cold they
saught in the fcehouse. A cannon ball
depends upon the impulse with which
it starts for how far it shall go and
how swiftly, and the greater the re-
vival force with which a soul isstarted
the more far-reaching and far-resound-
ing will be the execution. .
But it is sofletimes objected to re-
vivals that there is so much excitement
that people mistake hysteria for relig-
fon. We admit that in every revival of
religion there is either & suppressed or
a demonstrated excitement. Indeed,
if a man can go out of & state of con-
demnation into & state of acceptance
with God or see others go without any
agitation of soul he is in an unbesalthy,
mporbid siate and is as repulsive and
gbsurd as a man who should boast he
saw a child snatched out from ander a
horse’as hoofs and felt no agitation, or
paw 3 man rescued from the fourth
story of a houge on fire and felt no ac-
geleration of the pulses. d
Salvation from sin and death snd
bell into life and peace and Heaven for-
ever is such a tremendous thing that
if a man tells me he can look on it
without sny agitation I doubt his
Christianity. The fact is that some-
times excitement Iz tha most impor-
tant possible thing. In case of resus-
citation from drowning or freezing
the one idea is to excite animation.
Before conversion we are dead. It is
the business of the church to revive,
arouse, awaken, resuscitate, startle
into life. Excitement is bad or good

good excitement.

prinee of

sny
the

sccording to what it makes us do. If
it make us do that which is bad, it is
bad excitement, but if it make us agi-
tated about our eternal welfare, if
it make us pray, if it make us attend
upon Christian service, if it make us
cry unto God for mercy, then it is &

It is sometimes said that during re-
vivals of religion great multitudes of
ehildren and young people are brought
{nto the church, and they do not know
what they are about. It has been my
observation that the earlier people
come into the kingdom of God the more
useful they sre. Robert Hall, the
was eonverted at
12 years of age. It is likely he knew
what he was about. Matthew Henry,
the pommentsator, who did more than
man of his century for inereasing
interest in the study of the Serip-
tnrés, was convertad at 11 years of

immortal in ihe

years of age; Dr. Watts, whose I.ymns'
will be sung all down the ages, was
converted at nine years of age. Jona-
than Edwards, perhaps the mightiest
intellect that the American pulpit
ever produced, was converted at seven
years of age, and that father and
mother take an awful responsibility
when they tell their child at seven
years of age: “You are too young to
be a Christian,” or “You are too young
to connect yourself with the church.”
That is a mistake aslong aseternity.
If during a revival two persons pre-
sent themselves as candidates for the
church and the one is ten years of age
and the other is 40 years of age, I will
have more confidence in the profession
of religion of the one ten years of age
than the one 40 years of age. Why?
The one who professes at 40 years of
age has 40 years of impulse in the
wrong direction to correct, and the
child has only ten years in the wrong
direction to correct. Four times ten
are 40. Four times the religious pros-
pect for the lad that comes into the
kingdom of God and into the churchat
ten years of age than the man at 40.

I am very apt to look upon revivals
as connected with certain men who
fostered them. People who in this
day do not like revivals nevertheless
have not words to express their admi-
ration for the revivalists of the past,
for they were revivalisis—Jonathau
FEdwards, John Wesley, George Whit-
field, Fletcher, Griffin, Davies, Os-
borne, Knapp, Nettleton, Moody and
many others whose names come to
my mind. The strength of their in-
tellect and the holiness of their lives
make me think they would not have
had anything to do with that which
was ephemeral. Oh, it is easy to
talk against revivals!

A man sald to Mr. Dawson: *T
like your sermons very much, but
the after meetings I despise. When
the prayer meeting beging I always
go up into the gallery and look down,
and I am disgusted.” *“Well,” said
Mr. Dawson, “the reason is you go
on the top of your neighbor’s house
and look down his chimney to exam-
ine his fire, and of course you get
only smoke in your eyes. Why don't
you come in the door and sit down
and warm?”

Oh, I am afraid to say anything
against revivals of religion or against
anything that looks like them, be-
cause I think it may be a sin against
the Holy Ghost, and you know the
Pible says that a sin against the Holy
Ghost shall never be forgiven, neither
in this world nor the world to come.
Now, if you are a painter and I speak
against your pictures, do I not speak
against you? If you are an archi-
tect, and 1 speak against a building
you put up, do I not speak against
yon? If a revival be the work of th=
Holy Ghost, and I speak against that
revival, do I not speak against the
Holy Ghost? And whoso speaketh
against the Holy Ghost, says the#
Bible, he shall mever be forgiven,
neither in this world nor in the world
to come., I think sometimes people
have made a fatal mistake in this di-
rection.

Now I come to the real, gennine
cause of objection to revivals. That
is the coldness of the objector. It is
the secret and hidden but unmistak-
able cause in every case, a low state
of religion in the heart. Wide awake.
consecrated, useful Christians arc
never afraid of revivals. It is the
spiritually dead who are afrald of
having their sepulcher molested. The
chief agents of the devil during a
great awakening are always uncon-
verted professors of religion. Assoon
as Christ’'s work begina they begin
to gossip against it and take a pail
of water and try to put out this
spark of religious influence, and they
try to put out another spark. Do
they succeed? As well when Chicago
was on fire might some omne have
gone out with a garden water pot
trying to extinguish it. The difficulty
is that when a revival begins in a
church it begins at so many points
that while you have doused one anx-
ious soul with a pail of cold water
there are 500 other anxious souls on
fire. Oh, how much better it would
be to lay hold of the chariot ol
Christ’'s Gospel and help pull it on
rather than to fling ourselves in front
of the wheels, trying to bsock their
progress. We will not stop the
chariot, but we ourselves will be
ground to powder.
But I think, after all, the greatest
obstacle to revivals throaghout
Christendom iz an unconverted minis-
try. We must believe that the vast
majority of those who officiate at
sacred altars are regenerated, but I
suppose there may float into the
ministry of all the denominations of
Christians men whose hearts have
never been changed by grace. They
are all antagonistic to revivals. How
did they get into the ministry? Per
haps some of them chose it as a re-
spectable profession. Perhaps some
of them were sincere, but were mis-
taken. .As Thomas Chalmers said, he
had been many years preaching the
Gospel before his heart had been
changed, and ss many ministers of
the Gozpel declare they were preach-
ing and had been ordained to sacred
orders years and years before their
hearts were regenerated. Gracious
God, what a solemn thought for those
of us who minister at the altar!
With the present ministry in the
present temperaturs of piety, this
Jand will never be enveloped with re-
vivals. While the pews on one side
the altar cry for merey, the pulpits
on the other side of the altar must
cry for mercy. Ministers quarreling.

siastical place.

their hands. What & spectacle!

aflame.

ters of religion. Depend upon

by the grace of God.

age; Isabella Graham,
Christian

)
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Ministers trying to pull each other
down. Ministera struggling for eccle-
Ministers, lethargic
with whole congregations dying on

Aroused pulpits will make aroused
pews. Pulpits aflame will make pews
Everybody believes in a re-
vival in trade, everybody likes & re-
vival in literature, everybody likes a
revival in art, yet a great multitude
ecannot understand a revival in mat-
it,
where you find & man santagonistic
to revivals, whether he be in pulpit
or pew, be needs to be regenerated

I could prove to s demonstration
that without revivais this world will
never be converted and that in 100 or
200 yearswithout revivals Christianity
will be practically extinct. It is a
matter of astounding arithmetic. In
each of our modern generations there
are at least 32,000,000 children. Now

tion and them have omly 100,000 or
200,000 converied every year, and how
long before the world will be saved?
—Never—absolutely never!

During our civil war the president
of the United States made proclama-
tion for 75,000 troops. Some of you
remember the big stir. But the King
of the nuniverse to-day asks for
1,200,000,000 more troops than are em-
listed, and we want it done softly,
imperceptibly, no excitement, one by
one. You are a dry goods merchant
on a large scale, and I am & merchang
on & small scale, and I eome to you
and want to buy 1,000 yards ot cloth.
Do you say: “Thank you. I'll sell
your 1,000 yards -of cloth, but I'll sell
vou 20 yards to-day and 20 to-morrow
and 20 the next day, and if it takes
me stz months Y1l sell you the whole
thousand yards. You will want as
long as that to examine the goods,
andJ’'ll want as long as that to exam-
ine the eredit, and besides that 1,000
yards ‘of cloth is too much to sell all
at once?" No; you do not say thas.
You take me into the counting-roomg,
and In ten minutes the whole transae-
tion.is consummated. The fact is we
cannot afford to be fools in anything
but religion.

That very merchant who on Satur-
day afternocon sold me the thousand
yards of cloth at one stroke the next
Sabbath in church will stroke his
beard and wonder whether it would
not be better for a thousand souls to
come straggling along for ten years
Instead of bolting in at one service.
It seems to me as if God is prepar-
ing the world for soms quick and
universal movement. A celebrated
electrician gave me a telegraph chart
of the world. On that chart the wires
crossingthe continents and the eables
under the sea looked like veins red
with blood. On that chart I ses thai
the headguarters of the lightnings are
in Great Britain and the United
States. In London and New York
the lightnings are stabled, waiting
to be harnessed for some quick dis-
patch. That shows you that the tel-
egraph is in the possession of Chris-
tianity.

It is a significant fact that the man
who invented the telegraph was an
old-fashioned Christian, Prof. Morss,
and that the man who put the tele-
graph under the sea was an old-fash-
joned Christian, Cyrus W. Field, and
that the president of the most fa-
mous of the telegraph companies of
this country was an old-fashioned
Christian, William Orton, going from
the communion tabls on earth
straight to his home in Heaven. What
does all that mean? :
1 do not suppose that the telegrap!
was invented merely to let us know
whether flour is up or down or which
horse won the race at the Derby or
which marksman beat at the latest
contest. I suppose the telegraph waa
invented mnd built to call the world
to God.

Th some of the attributes of the
Lozd we seem to share on & small
For instance, in His love and

Hi indness. But until of late fore-
knowledge, omniscience, omnipres-

ence, omnipotence, seem to have been
exclusively God’s possession. God, de-
siring to make the race like Himself,
gives us a species of foreknowledge
in the weather probabilities, gives us
a species of isel in telegraphy,

ves us a sp of omnif in
the telephone, gives us a species of
omnipotence in the steam power. Dis-
coveries and inventiona all around
about us, people are asking what next?

I will tell you what next. Next, a
stupendous religious movement, Next,
the end of war. Next, the crash of
despotism. Next, the world's expurga-
tion. Next, the Christlike dominion.
Next, the judgment. What becomes
of the world after that I care not.
It will have suffered and achieved
enough for ome world. Lay it up in
the drydoeks of eternity, like an old
man of war gone out of service, or fit
it up like a Constellation to earry
bread of relief to some other suffering
planet or let it be demolished. Fare-
well, dear old world, that began with
paradise and ended with judgment
conflagration.

Last summer I stood on the Isle of
Wight, and 1 had pointed out to me
the place where the Eurydice sank
witlf 200 or 300 young men who were
in training for the British navy. You
remember when that training ship
went down there wasa thrill of horror
all over the world. Since then thers
was another training ship missing.
The Atalanta, gone down with all on
board. By order of her majesty’s gov-
ernment vessels went cruising up and
down the Atlantic trying to find that
lost training ship In which there were
so many young men preparing for
the British navy. Alag, for the lost
Atalanta! Oh, my friends, this world
is only a training ship! Onit we are
training for Heaven. The old sfip
sails up and down the ocean of im-
mensity, now through the dark waves
of midnight, now through the golden
crested wave of the morn, but sails
on and sails on. After awhile her
work will be done, and the inhabitants
of Heaven will look out and find a
world missing. The ecry will be:
“Where is that earth where Christ
died and the human race was emanci-
pated? Send out fleets of angels to
find the missing craft.” Let them sail
up and down, eruise up and down the
acean of
notone glimpse of her mountain masts
or her topgallants of floating cloud.

world perished in the last tornado.
Ob, let it not be that she goes down

eaped safe to-and!™
A Fallure,

tual-looking man with glasses.

business.”
“Was he a dissipated man?"

Star.

Net Always Necessary.
“1 tell you it takes a mighty

fortune these days.”

add 32,000,000°t0 the world’s popula-

eternity, and they will eatch’
Gone down! ~ The training ship of »

with all on board, but rather may i*he
said of her passengers, as it was said
of the drenched passengers of the Al-
exandrian corn ship that crashed into
the breakers of Melita: “They all es-

“Did snybody ever try to start »
newspaper here?” asked the intellec-

“Yes," answered Broncho Bob. “But
it failed. The editor wouldn't 'tend to

“No. But he insisted on sitting at
bis desk with his back to the door,
when he cught to have been standing
with & six-shooter in his band and his
eye at a kmot-hole,” — Washington

and shrewd man to accumulate & largs

“0Oh, 1 don't know; not while heir-
esses are so easily satisfled an some
of them seam to ba."—Chicago Post,

PERSONAL AND IMPERSONAL.

Frank Doster, chief justice of the
supreme court of Kansas, ia said to
have started in life with the inten-
tion of becoming a railroad engineer,
next a soldier, next an actor, and
finally a lawyer.

James J. Hill, the famous railroad
magnate, when recently asked of his
start in business, replied: “Forty
years ago I came over the Canadian
frontier a boy without money or
friends, and—well, T just started.™
Six ladies now rank in the profes-
sorate of Swiss universities. Berne
has four; one is the professor of his-
tory of philosophy, others are in the
departments of surgery and of the
Telluric observatory, while the fourth
is civic librarian. At Zurich there are
two, both in the department of surg-
ery.

Archbishop Baker, the Amnglican
rector of Ladysmith, proposes to
commemorate the historic siege of
that city by replacing the battered
church with a new and handsome
building, on the walls of which are to
be tablets bearing the names of the
British soldiers who fell in or about
the town during the present war.
Lord Salisbury, it is said, generally
speaks best when he can rest his el-
bow on something. In the house of
lords he usually piles up some books
for this purpose on the corner of
the table. On one occasion some-
body removed one of these books—a
work of reference—and he was vis-
ibly embarrassed in his speech until
it was replaced.

J. Saxton Mills, the newly appoint-
ed editor of the Cape Times, Cape
Town, takes the most important edit-
orial position in South Africa from
the hands of F. Edmund Garrett, one
of the grounp which gathered around
W. T. Stead in the days of the Pall
Mall Gazette. Mr. Mills made his
way in journalism first as an out-
side contributor and then as & lead-
er writer on the Daily Mail. Later
he joined the editorial staff of the
Echo, which journal he left more
than a year ago for the Daily News.

FIDDLED INTO FAME.

Witk a Vielin as Capiml, Luke Fryor
Beeame Rieh amnd &
Senater.

Yuke Pryor, who fiddled himself into
the United States =enate, died a little
while ago at his home in Athens, Ala.
He was a lawyer, and, besides being a
senator, had been a representative in
congress from the Eighth Alabama
distriet. Pryor used to like to tell
how, through his knowledge of the
fiddle, he became started on his career
of prosperity and politics.
Sixty-filve years ago, 'way down in
the greenbriar bottoms of Limestone
county, there nestled a primitive vil-
lage named Mooresville, in honor of
the pioneer who first settled om the
slope above the Tennessee backwater.
This section was noted in those days
for rich soil, breakbone fever, green-
briars and coons. In the village dwelt
in a two-story house Capt. Gamble, the
richest man in the village, the head of
the Mooresville aristocracy. There
also dwelt in the same village a poor
widow who was lef% to rear a family
of children; good stock, but run down
to poverty throngh misfortune.
Among the children was a red-headed,
freckle-faced 14-year-old boy named
Luke. He was a hustler, industrious
and ambitious, and when night came
and he had stabled his steers he sawed
on an old family fiddle until he at-
{ained eonsiderable skill, and was the
pride of his little sisters, But his
mother did not admire Luke's talent
or taste. The family lived in the regu-
lation log cabin with stick chimney.
Their pride of family position lost
made them keenly sensible to their
poverty. One November afternoon, as
the good widow Pryor was sitting by
her fireside, the only carriage in the
village, owned by the society leader,
the rich Mrs. Gamble, drove up to the
bars in front of the house. Widow
Pryor was called out, with her hands
wrapped in her white cotton apron.
Mrs. Gamble said: “Mrs. Pryor, I have
come to invite your son Luke to my
dance on Thursday night, so fix him up
and let him come.” The delighted
mother, sensitive to the compliment
paid to her red-headed boy, assured
the rich lady that Luke would be sure
to be there.

When Luke came in he was told of
the good fortune; that he was to go to
the big house. His bright eyes glis-
tened; Luke was happy, and so was
his honest mother. The next day she
spent her savings to buy Luke a pair of
trousers, and all the house was aglow
in fixing Luke for the feast. In the
afternoon Luke went up to the store,
where he met Capt. Gamble, the pro-
prietor of the house.

The captain said: “Luke, Mrs. Gam-
ble invited you to the party, 1 be-
lieve ™

“Yes,” replied Luke; “I thank her;
I will be sure to come.”

“Yes,” replied Capt. Gamble, I don’t
doubt you will come, but be sure to
bring your fiddle; can’t dance without
a fiddle.” The heart of poor Little
Luke dropped within him. He “caught
on" and replied: “Captain, it was my
fiddle you wanted, not me, I suppose.”
The night of the dance Luke played

ful by him for his family.
In years after Pryor often said:

grown rich upon it."
William's jdea of o Memareh,

if

my line of business recently,”
safe and lock expert, relates the New
Orleans Times-Democrat.
prowling around & machine shop in|can well be
a town up in Tows, trying to find a
fitting that I needed, when 1 hap-| was the scene
iron box|as ever has been :

girl who had been betrothed
on the eve of her Tiage o
All| friends decided that, in spite of

pened to notice a sheet
which seemed to have once been en-
tirely covered with glass tubes
tached to the surface by cement.
of the tubes were broken, and most
of them were missing, but the gener- | riage must take
al arrangement could be easily traced
and the contrivanee im
once with & sense of familiarity.|the body was
Presently I remembered about

the fiddle, and when the dance was
over Mrs. Gamble not only fed him
sumptuously, but sent a great basket-

“They wanted my fiddle, not me; but
the use of my fiddle by my friends has
fed me and my family, and we have

Not long ago an American professor
attended a reception in the royal pal-
ace given by the kaiser to an associa-
tion of scientists, at which William ap-
peared in the gorgeous robes of roy-
alty, preeeded by liveried chamber-
lain: bearing the crown and insignia.
It was a most impressive display, and
when the professor came away he
said to a friend: *I am a republican
to the backbooe, but I believe that
ry they should
be monarchs to the last bit of gold lace,
jost as William is kaiser.” The next
day his friend had an audience with
the kaiser, and in the course of the
conversation told him what the Amer-
ican professor bad said. The kaiser
langhed heartily. “That is exactly
what I believe,” be said; “Dom Pedro
of Brasil illustrated the folly of try-

at-

me at-

It was all that was left of the one-
time famons ‘anaesthetic safe,’ an in-
vention which ought to bave been
sponsored by a society for the pre-
vention of cruelty to burglars. The

ting or drilling through the outer
casing should release certain chem-
jeals which would promptly stupify
everybody in range of the fumes. In
the morning the owner would find
his valuables intact and could simply
call a dray and pack off the uncon-
scious burglars to jail

“With such a device it was neees-
sary to have massive steel walls, and
the model which I chanced to resur-
rect was made of one-eighth-inch
sheet iron. The inner box was en-
tirely surrounded with glass tubes
about the diameter of a lead pencil
and filled alternately with two chem-
jcals which were supposed to pro-
duce a stupifying gas when they
came in contact. There was a thin
outside casing, and the theory was
that any effort to break in would
necessarily fracture two or more of
the fragile glasses. It seems incred-
ible, but several prominent capital-
jsts became greatly interested in th=
scheme, and stood ready to back it
with unlimited means nntil actual
tests finally convinced them of its
grotesque impracticability. How the
model ever drifted to the Jowa ma-
chine shop I eouldn’t find out. It had
been there for years and was prob-
ably part of the plunder of some
forgotten junk sale. The only other
safe I know of fit to rank with the
‘snaesthetic’ as o freak was one de-
signed by nn inventor in Washington.
It was circular in shape, with a pivol
at the bottom, and at nighttime the
plan was to conneet it with an engine
belt and spin it like a top. The in-
ventor was very much in earnest and
made a large working model. He ad-
mitted modestly that the safe could
only be used ‘where steam powet
was available. What would prevent
the burglars from throwing off the
belt he didn't state.”

SURGERY ON WHALE SHIPS.

of

2

Difewit
the CFeWS
by the Captains,

Some remarkable surgery has been
performed by captains of the whaling
ships in the Aretic ocean. Accidents
sometimes happen on board the whal-
ers. and as there is rarely a medical
man in the fleet the captain is obliged
to treat the injured men, says the New
York Sun.

Guided only by common sense, some
of these captains bave managed to per-
form even amputations with success.
When Surgeon Call, of the revenue cut-
ter Bear, was in Alaska recently he
was much impressed with the work of
this character that had been done by
Capt. George B. Leavitt, of the whaler
Newport. He asked him foran account
of his experience. Capt. Leavitt’s re-
ply, which has been published by the
revenue cutter service, is in part as
follows:

“The first of the amputations since
the ships hegan wintering on Her-
schel’s island was on a man belonging
to the Mary D, Hume. Half hie right
foot was taken off, the instruments
used being s butcher knife and a back
saw. It was the first attempt of the
kind np there, and putting the patient
under chloroform, which was out of
our line, was a slow process.

“We placed the bottle under his nowe.
and after he had taken a whiff we would
ask him il he were sleepy. This was
kept up for balf an hour without any
effect. We then made a paper cone,
put in some waste saturated with chlo-
roform, and the man went right off.
it was & square cut across the foot. It
torned out well, but the big toe, or
the bone the big toe grows on, was &
long time healing.

“My next big contract was taking off
the right arm of Mr. West, the third
officer of the Navarch. The arm was
amputated a few ioches below the
shoulder, cleaning off all the burnt
flesh., In putting a ligature on the
large artery, gut was used. The small
veins were touched with eaustic. Later
1 had to make e second operation, this
time laying open the entire shoulder
and taking out the bone to within an
inch of the joint.

“Jodoform was the only antiseptic
that 1 bad in all my surgery. Afte
such operations as these 1 used cocaine
or morphine (whichever I happened to
have on hand) to deaden the pain. All
the subjects we have worked on have
turned out well. I have not studied
medicine nor had I seen anything of the
kind done until I was compelled to doit
while at Hersehel fsland.”

The Resemblaner,

They waiched little Eva pass away
for the millionth time snd then re-
‘sumed their eocing, much to the dis-
gust of the bald-headed wan, who sat
behind.

“What beautiful hair the child has!™
the girl rattled on.

“Yes,” answered the pale young
man, “and do you know, dear, your
hair reminds me so much of litile
Eva's.”

“Really! You think it does? Why
s0?" gurgled the girl.

At ‘t;h juncture the baid-headed
man leaned forward.

“Because little Evas dye so many
times,” he hoarsely whispered.—In-
dianapolis Sun.

Chicago Times-Herald.
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“glectrie light carnival,”
the presence of 10,000
the last lap James
forged to the front and

When within 22 yards
he was seen te relax his
handle-bar and lose
the pedals. He did not
machine, however, and
cheers dashed by the gosl, wim
the race by hall & wheel. ~ As
passed the finishing post 5
forward snd fell to the

Eg

picked <t
to be dead, and what was more, &
doctors declared that death B
come to him when he was seen
lose his hold of the handle-bars.
was a dead body that had ridden
hatﬁyud-n!-th_crm

lashed himmelf to the and 1Y
erally died at his poat,
craft for hundreda of . h
hands that held the wheel in as fiv

s “Trdia sesrching purbles g -
inspecting tge
of seeing

houses with the ides
oll cases of death by the plague
reported to the suthorities. Om
tering a suspected house
inspeéctora saw a group
playing cards. Some!
pearance of one of
tracted the attemtion

ment the man swayed
floor. Upon examination it
that he had been dead o
in order to avoid baving

led the fact of
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His Flatiering Styie of

A short time ago the
a Nortih Clark street young man

amount of bank notes, real estate
railroad bonds, He worked at an
significant position down iown
ceived only $15 a week, and many
were who wondered how and by
manner of means he had wom

heart of the envied gir), says the §hi-

.

Chronicle
His friends and her frienda did
der until a few days ago, but now
know, or at least his friends
at a dinner, & bachelor affsir, he
sented to tell them how it all

a plan of action. One night when I
sitting close to her before a dull-
ing grate that threw out =

“Then I told her it would not
much of a fortune to cover her
feet. That'sthe way I got "er, fi

Last Battle M Greet Britad

This was the battle of Cul
Moor, April 16, 1746 (0. 8.). Tt
fought on a plain about five
from Inverness, Scotland. It
lust attempt on the part of the St

madeby Charles Edward Stuart (
pie Prince Charlie™), a
James I1. He defented t
the battle of Falkirk, but in & sed
battle, at Culloden, was finally def
ed by the duke of Cumberland.
wandered ms a fugitive in the

He—Which do you prefer, H

*Didn’t he begin the Aenid with
something about arms and the

Wea't Let Well l-q-hn-
Nine out of ten men who geti]
¢ trouble finally

1 to let well encugh alowe.—Atchi- -




