S

%"‘ﬂgmn WEEKLY,

COVINGTON, , t ¢ LOUISIANA

a
H

MY TRUST,

a::m in my heart one day;
: gweetl on my lips there lay
e A bahy mouth, gq dear, 30 dear,
Mulglnnt Wish it away;
@ Mng was logt in the vold again,
TIII; lm; that had stirred the souls of men,
Of thelr despalr,

A ﬁ-gnt AR sawest as the summer raln,
Or the weary—heart's ease for paln,

'8 ow
awn, n heart sought out my

And fain woy

A song
But wu::'

1d I share ita gain.
i‘:t nlllt}:.ls hands clung to me all day long;
'l“;-n though its blessing had made e

K,

white-winged dove had flown.

And what was the 10ss, and what the gain?
II‘ ¥eArs passed—lu m nobler strain
w ¥ BOLE was sung—the listening world
- Was 1:‘::“:‘ n':: ul;rl glad refratn.
. ess word was wrought
'l'hxe’bulm and blessing of my lost thought—
dove with Its pinions furled.

The dear God knoweth His o
wn time bhest;
Hils deep love searcheth the world's un-

rest;
Hs chooseth aright-the seed Is sown,
place pressed.

And safe in {is own
ter? Full wellI know,

By whom, what met
My baby’s touch and the sweet lips* glow
Ve {0 my trust alone.

God ga
-.-:Belnm @er Tripp, l.n. Youth's Com-

.In.i.ﬁe Painted
Woods

The St, Tammany Farmer

tedinm cf his eonvalezcence—wonld
be there that very night, in fact, and
the bold, firm handwriting was the
same as that on the girl's letter.

Wken the prineess came up the steps
young Mason put the letter under his
pillow, and & sudden sense of pending
calamity possessed him. For a little
while he would listen to her voice, have
her smile on him, and watch the ges-
tures of her hands with their odd, for-
eign-looking rings. The night wounld
bring Boyd. And afterwards? His
mind didn’t go any further.

They tonched on many subjects and
bhe brought the conversation around
to the mountain-party that had met
under the shadow of the great hills
two summers before. \

“Have you seen Boyd since his re-
turn from the west?" he asked, abe
ruptly.

*No,” said the princess. "He has
found other interests since he wens
west and has dropped the old friends—
but I can scarcely claim =0 much.”
There was an odd little chill in her
voice.

“0h," with a breath of relief, *I
thought—I thonght—"

The princess threw back her head
defiantly and looked at him through
halfclosed lids. *“One’s friends are so
good,” she sald. “They think for them
and thus simplify life.,” She laughed—
a laugh that held no heart, or much.

“I was right, then.” His lips trem-
bled in & way that would have gone
to her heart if she had Ioved him,

He drew the letter from under the
pillow and handed it to her silently.
He seemed not to see the color, s warm,
Joyous wave, that swept her face and
left it stil] and white.

When she had read the letter she

{Copyright, 1901, by Authers Bymdicats.)

OUNG MASON, who lay on the

ecouch in the portico, ground his
teeth, it was about the only thing
that he could do, and cursed the road,
the horse, the accident that held him
& prisoner in this dense wilderness—a
prisoner bandaged and shorn of his
atrength. o

Az the days passed his evil star
rose slowly to the zenith. The per-
fume of the vanished summer was in
the fern-bed that grew knee-deep be-
yond the porch; the maple branches
glowed red as rubies; the beech trees
illumined the woods, and from behind
a fallen log near by a Bob White sent
his clear, exultant call. He clinched
his bands and groaned. To be free
once more! To walk through the
sweet-scented fern, gun cocked; eyes
alert—since the time of the Pharaohs,
it :eemed, bhe had been chained to the
cot.

His evil star, that had reached the
genith, dropped suddenly below the
horizon and the atmosphere was flood-
ed with light of a celestial, rosy hue,

‘Bhe was his sister’s friend, she told
him, as she stood on the poreh, a tall,
distingulshed girl; she had heard of
hiz accident, they were camped only
& half-mile away; she had come hop-
dng she might, if ever so slightly, re-
lieve the tedium of hiz days.

He bhad heard of her social trivmphs
—her beauty; he had heard that men
raved aver her, dlthough they said she
had no sonl, and in this sweet, friend-
1y way she had come to him dn his
houref need. 4

After that afternoon there was al-
waye a look of expectancy in young
Mazon’s eyes turned toward the bril-
lant forest. He blessed the accident
that held him a willing prisoner.

The cuashions oun which he was
propped were hers, the books were
hers. She came each afternoon. She

dsughed with him, talked to him, read
to him, sang aweet old-fazhioned
songs while the sun, blood red, dropped
behind the mountain side, and his boy-
heart swelled.

From the camp below half a dozen
men came ostensibly to inguire of his
hesalth, but in reality to accompany
her home, and it pleased him to see
her haoghty and indifferent to them—
to. him she was all tenderness, all
{friendliness and womanly gentleness.

Whimsically, as is the privilege of &
alck man, it pleased him to think her
& princess who came thrm.lgh the sun-

1 ; 1it, painted woods, to bdm, an exile in
| g : pain. There were other foncies too—
beautiful faneies.

One afterncon he watched for her,
fis brows knotted with a puzzled
grown. He held sn unopened letter
addressed to her; a servant had found
it in 8 lot of old rubbish. -

He rememhbered that she bad been
one of the gay party that camped in

gha old farmhouss two summers be-
fora—it was there ghe had known his
sister, and Boyd had been of the party.

Boyd was some ten years the senior
of young Mason, and he was gratified
and honored by the older man's friend-

ip.

‘l'l.?here was p letter in his pocket that
¢od] him Boyd was coming to share the

looked not at hMm, but at the moun-
tain in front of them purple with the
sunset mists.

“Corrinne,” he said, softly.

Bhe turned, a strange light, perhaps
the reflection of the dying day, on her
face,

“Princess,” he zaid, brokenly.

8he stooped and kissed his brow,
“Jack, you dear boy,” she said, “I
thark you.” She had not questioned
his posseszion of the letter. “Foolish
boy,” her voice was low and tender,
“he trusted our happiness to a letter,
He loved me! Tt ean’t help things now
—but to know!*

She bent and looked into the boy's
eyes _with eyes that held no thought
of him. “Jack, dear,” she said, “I've
got to speak! T've gtifled it so long—
I've so skillfully got up my smile to
meet the worldl Jack, dear, when

Yyour time comes, it isn’t the woman
that you will be happy with, remem-
ber, it ia the woman without whom
¥you will be unhappy. In all the world
there’s only one for each of us—only

EHE WASB ALL TENDERNESS.

one who understands. You'll know
‘her.” A sudden rudiance, s of a
happy memory, lit her eyes. “You
may realize with a shoek, after your
first meeting witi her, that you have
outraged the conventions and bared
your soul to a woman that you never
heard of before, but there's a splendid
shamelessness about it.” Im her smile
there was the sweetness that had been
his Waterloo. Her hand ¢losed over
his, There was a sudden wistfulness
in her face, as she said: *And if you
never find her, Jack, life must go on
and on without her.” In a flash she
Wwas gone,

Young Mason lay quite still. Hia
eyezs were filxed on the wood for, down
its painted aisle lighted by beech trees
like gigantic lanterns, with sweet, wet
eyea downcast, and lips a-quiver, his
princess, all unconscious of the happis
ness that was so soon to overtake her,
walked slowly.

The hush of twilight fell on the
world., The great spaces above were
filled with colorless clonds that sud-
denly, wave on wave, blushed pink aa
the heart of a seashell., Younpg Mason,
awalting a man’s delayed greeting.
choked back the sob in his throat—he
was only a boy, remember, and with
brave eyes smiled down into the wood,
now enchanted,

. OVERZEAL OF YOUTH.

HEebuke of Lord Lyons te Sir Edward
Nalet for His Haste in Writ-
¢ ing & Draft,

The self-confidence of youth in busi-
meas mattersoften receivesanecessary
check, Bir Edward Malet relates in
«ghifting Scenes” un incident wherein
fe was very properly rebuked by his
shief in the diplomatic service, Lord

Wl::ie we were at Washington, says
Sir Edward, the bead of the chancery

ve me a letter to which an answer
had to be written, and told me to draft
§t. I dashed off what I thought would
do, tryiag to ma_ke it »s short as pos-
aible, snd it went down for approval.

In due time the box came back, the
head of the chancery unlocked it, took
out the bundle of drafts, and presently
atalked angrily to my desk, holding my
Juckless effusion between his finger
and thumb. My writing was stroked
through from end to end, and under-

. peath was written: “Brevity iz the
* goul of wit, but I object to absolute

Lo

gonsense.—L. .
i -:. de'e_p]y hurt, but the lesson sank

4n, and I never again “dashed off” &
":?.another time the cock-sureness of

' wouth came under Lord Lyon’s displeas-
::é, Allusion was made one day tothe
aasaunlt on Marshal Haynau,; the Aus-
trisn gqu'eral who was reputed to have

. flogged women during the Hungarian
" gebellion. He was brutally attacked in
4850 in Yondon by brewers’ draymen

| candies, and were not scared off. I

ner, and one of the younpg secretaries
took the part of the draymen on the
plea of “served him right.”

Lord Lyons struck in quietly. “Dc
not attempt,” he said, “to find an ex-
onze for an act which was a national
disgrace.”

Bees of Fimne Discrimination,
Morelia bas some other odd things;
for example, the sweetmeat-stands
under the portales, or arcades, whera
friendly bees and wasps devoured the

asked an old woman sitting behind a
large stand, loaded with ecandied
fruit, dulces of all sorts, sugar-plums
and molasses candy:

“Won't these bees sting a fellow?™
#0h, no, senor, don't be afraid:
they are muy intelipentes, and can
tell a customer right offl”

“But would they sting a thief, for
instance?”

“Cartainly, senor; they are very in-
telligent. Poor thiogs, they do no
harm and are much company. They
must live]"

I watched these winged insects
with all their panoply of war ready,
and was fascinated. Then I asked
another question:

“But would not & Morelian bee
sting & Yankee?"

“Not if he were & customer, eabals
lero!™—Mexican Cor. Boeton Herald.

The Busy Busimess Mawm,
Lord Rosebery wants to try the ex-
periment of having England governed
by business men. But where are the
businessmen, asks the Chicago Record-
Herald, who will he willing to give up

_and cruelly beaten.
B ha subjeot was talked about st dia-

their time to such a trivisl matter?

SOME GREAT EVENTS,

Dr. Talmage Discourses on the
World*s Advancement.

Baye It Is in the Right Directlon-—
Fresent Time Wonderfal for
and Woenderfiul

for Blessing.

[Copyright, 1901, by Louis Klopsch, N. T.)
Washington,
In this discourse Dr. Talmage recites
some preat events and shows that the
world is advaneing in the right diree-
tion; text, Joel 2:30: *I will show
wonders in the heavens aund in the
earth.”
Dr. Cumming—great and good man
—would have told us the exact time
of the fulfillment of this prophecy.
As I stepped into his study in Lonodon
on my arrival from Paris, just after
the French had surrendered at Sedan,
the good doctor said to me: "It is
Just what I have told you about France.
People langhed at me because I talked
about the seven horns and the vials,
but I foresaw all this from the book
of Daniel and the book of Revelation."”
Not taking any such responsibility in
the interpretation of the passage, 1
simply assert that there arein it sug-
gestions of many things in our time,
Our eyes dilate and our heart quick-
ens in fta pulsations as we read of
events in the third century, the sixth
century, the fourteenth century, but
there were more far-reaching events
crowded into the nineteenth century
than into any other, and the last 20
years eclipse any preceding 20. We
read in the daily newspapers of events
announced in one paragraph and with-
out any special emphasis—events
which a Herodotus, a Jasephus, a
Xenophon, a Gibbon would have taken
whole chapters or whole volumes to
elaborate, looking out upen our
time we must cry out, in the words of
the text: *“Wonders in the heavens
and in the earth.,”
1 propase to show you that the time
in which we live is wonderful for dis-
aster and wonderful for blessing, for
there must be lights and shadesin this
picture as in all others, Need Iargue
that our time is wonderful for disas-
ter? Our world has had & rough time
since by the hand of God it was bowled
out into space. Itis an epilepticearth
—econvilsion after convulsion; frosts
pounding it with sledge hammer of
iceberg and fires melting it with fur-
naces seven times heated. It is a
wonder to me it has lasted so long.
Meteors shooting by on this side and
grazing it and meteors shooting by
on the other side and grazing it, none
of them elowing up for safety. Whaole
fleets and pavies and argosies and
flotillas of worlds sweeping all about
us, Our earih like a fishing emack off
the banks of Newifoundland, while the
Majestic and the 5t. Paul and the
Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse rush by.
Besides that, our world has by sin been
damaged in its internal machinery,
end ever and snon the furnaces have
burst, and the walking beams of the
mountains have broken, and the is-
lands have shipped a sea, and the great
hulk of the world has been jarred with
accidents that ever and snon have
threatened immediate demolition.
But it seems to us as if the last hun-
dred years were especially character-
ized by disaster—voleanie, oceanie,
epidemic. I say voleanic because an
earthquake is only a voleano hushed
up. When Stromooli and Cotopaxi
and Vesuvius stop breathing, let the
foundations of the earth beware!
Seven thousand earthguakes in two
centuries recorded in the eatalogue of
the British association! Trajan, the
emperor, goes to ancient Antioch and
amid the splendors of his reception is
met by an earthquake that nearly de-
stroys the emperor's lite. Lisbon, fair
and beautiful, at one o'clock on the
1zt of November, 1775, in six minutes
60,000 have - perished, and Veoltaire
writes of them: *For that region it
wag the last judgment, nothing want-
ing but a trumpet!” Europe and
America feeling the throb—1,500 chim-
neys in Boston partly or fully de-
stroyed!
But the disasters of other times have
had their counterpart in later times.
In 1812 Caracas was caught in the grip
of an earthquake, in 1882 in Chili 100,-
000 square miles of land by voleanie
foree upheaved to four and seven feet
of permanent elevation, in 1554 Japan
felt the geological agony; Naples
shaken in 1857, Mexico in 1858: Men-
doza, the capital of the Argentine Re-
publie, in 1861; Manila terrorized in
1863; the Hawaiiam islands by suech
foree uplifted and let down in 1871;
Nevada shaken in 1871, Antioch in 1572,
California in 1872, San Salvador in 1873,
while in 1883 what subterranean ex-
citement! JIschia, an island of the
Mediterranean, a heautiful Italian wa-
tering place, vineyard clad, surrounded
by all natural charm and historieal
reminlscence; yonder Capri, the sum-
mer resort of the Roman emperors;
yonder Naples, the paradise of art—
this beautiful island suddenly toppled
into the trough of the earth, 5000 |
merrymakers perishing, and some of
them g0 far down beneath the reach of

of mavy a one of them, as it was said
of Moses: “The Lord buried him.”
Italy, all Europe weeping, all Chris-
tendom weeping, where there were
hearts to sympathize and Christians o
pray. DBut while the nations were
measuring that maguoitude of disaster,
measuring it not with golden rod like
that with which the angel measured
heaven, but with the black rule of
death, Java, of the Indian archipelago,
the most fertile island of all the earth,
is caught in the grip of the earthquake,
and mountain after mountain goes
down and city after city until that is-
land, which ;produces the best bever-
age of all the world, produced the
ghastliest cat#strophe. One hundred
thousand peopls dying, dead!

Look at the disasters epidemic. I
epeak not of the plague in the fourth
century that ravaged Europe and in
Moscow and the Neapolitan domin-
ions and Mareeilles wrought asuch
terror in the eighteenth century,
but I look at the yellow fevers, and
the choleras and the diphtheriaz and
the scarlet fevers and the typhoids
of our time. From Hurdwar, India,
whete every twelfth year 3,000,000
devotees congregute, the caravans
brought the cholera, and that one
disease slew 18,000 in 18 days in the
Boszsorah. Twelve thousand in one

000 in Fgypt. Disasters epidemie.
Some of the flnest monuments in
Greenwood and Taurel Hill and
Mount Auburn are to doetors whe
lost their lives battling with southern
epidemic.

But now I turn the leaf in my sub-
ject, and I plant the white lilies and
the palm tree amid the mightshades
and the myrtle, This age no more
characterized by wonders of disaster
than by wonders of Messing—blessing
of longevity; the average of human
life is rapidly inereasing. Forty
years now worth 400 years once. Now
I can travel from Manitoba to New
York in lesz tham three days. In
oiltcs times ¥: would have taken
three montha. In other words, three
days are now worth thres months of
other days. The average of human
life, practically greater now than
when Noah lived, with his 950 years,
and Methusaleh lived his 969 ears.

Blessings of intelligence: The Sal-
mon P. Chases and the Abraham Lin-
colns and the Henry Wilsons of the
coming time will not be required to
learn to read by pine knot lights or
seated on shoemaker's benech, nor will
the Fergusons have to study astren-
omy while watching the cattle.
Enowledge rolls itz tide along every
poor man’s door, and his children
may go down and bathe in them. If
the philosophers of a hundred years
ago were called upon to recite in a
class with our boys and girls those
old philosophers would be zent down
to the foot of the class because they
failed to answer the questions! Free
libraries in all the important tofvns
and vities of the land. Historical al-
coves and poetical shelves and mag-
azine tables for all who desire to
walk through them or git down at
them.

Blessings of quick information;
Newspapers falling all sround ua
thick as leaves in a September equi-
noctial, News three days old rancid
and stale. We gee the whole world
twice a day—throagh the newspaper
at the breakfast table and through
the newspaper at the teatable, with
an “extra” here and there between.

Blessings of Gospel proclamation:
Do you know that nearly all the mis-
sipnary societies have been born with-
in a hundred years and nearly all the
Bible societies and mnearly all the
great  philanthropic  movements?
Christianity is on the march, while in-
fidelity is dwindling into imbecility.
While infidelity is thus dwindling the
wheel of Christianity is making about
a thousand revolutions a minute. All
the copies of Shakespeare and of Ten-
nyson and of Disraeli and of any ten
of the moet popular writers of the
day less in number than the copies of
the Bible going out from our printing
presses. A few years ago in six
weeks more than 2,000,000 copies of
the New Testament purchased-—not
given away, but purchased, because
the waorld will have it. The most pop-
ular book to-day is the Bible, and the
mightiest institution is the church,
and the greatest name among the
rations and more honored than any is
the name of Jesus, 2
Wonders of self-sacrifice: A eler-
gyman told me in the northwest that
for six years he was a missionary at
the extreme north, living 400 miles
from a postoffice, the thermometer 40
degrees below zero, he slept out of
doors in winter, wrapped in rabbit
skins woven together. I said: “Is it
possible? You do not mean 40 de-
grees below zero?” He said: *I do,
and I was happy.” Al for Christ!
Where is there any other being that
will rally such pnthusiasm? Mothers
sewing their fingers off to educate
their boys for the Gospel ministry.
For nine years no luxury on the table
until the course through grammar
school and college and theological
seminary be completed. Poor widow
putting her mite into the Lords
treasury, the face'of emperor or pres-
ident impressed upon the eoin not so
conspicuous as the blood with which
she earned it. Millions of good men
and women, but more women than
men, to whom Christ is everything.
Christ first and Christ last and Christ
forever.

* Why, this age is not so character-
ized by invention and sciemntific ex-
ploration as it is by Gospel proclama-
tion. You can get no idea of it unless

T.I,and 1 went up in the cupola

gineer had his hand on the agitated
pulse of the great engine. The
stoker shoveled in the coal and shut

plain alipped under us, and the hills

which we rode trembed and bounded
and snorted and raged as it hurled
us on. I said to the Methodist min-
ister on the other side of the loco-
motive: “My brother, why should
ministers quarrel about the decreca

and free agency? You aee tihat
track, that firm track, that iron
track; that is the decres. You seg
thia engineer’s arm; that iz free

agency. How beautifully they work

through. We could not do without
the track, and we could not do with-
out the engineer.”
- Bo I rejoice day by day. Work for
all to do, and we may turn the crank
of the Christian machinery this way
or that, for we are free agents. Bul
there iz the track laid so long sgo
no one remembers it—laid by the
hand of the Almighty God in sockets
that no terrestrial or Batanic pres-
sure can ever affect. And along the
track the ear of the world’s redemp-
tion will roll and roll to the Grand
Central depot of the millenninm. 1
havef no anxiety mbout the track. I
am only afraid that for our inflo-
lence and unfaithfulness God will dis-
charge us and pet some other stoker
and some other engineer. The train
is going through with us or withvut
ug. 5o, my brethren, watch all the
events that are going by. If things
seem to turn out right, give wings
to your joy. If things seem to turn
out wrong, throw out the anchor of
faith and hold fast.

There is a house in London where
Peter, the Great of Russia lved
awhile when he was moving through
the land incognito and in workman's
dresa that he might learn ship car-
pentry, by which he could supply the
needs of his people. A stranger was
visiting at that house. “What's in
that box?” The owner said: “T don’t
know. That box was there when T
got the house, and it was there when
my father got it. We haven’t had
any curlosity to look at it. I ghesa
there's mothing in it.” *“Well,” eaid
the stranger, “I’ll give you £2 for it.”
“Well, done,” The £2 was paid, and the
contents of that box were s0ld to the
czar of Russia for $50,000. In it the
lathing msdchine of Peter the Great,
his private letters and docnments of
value beyond all monetary econsid-
eration, And here are the events
that seem very insignificant and un-
important, but they incase treasures
of Divine Providence and eternitiea
of meaning which after awhile God
will demonstrate before the ages as
being of stupendous value.

When Titans play quoits, they pitch
mountaing, but who owns these gigan-
tic natural forces we are constantly
reading about? Whoee hand is on the
throttlevalveof the volcanoes? Whose
foot, suddenly planted on the foot-
stool, makes the continents quiver?
God! I ust be at pence with Him.
Throngh the Lord Jesus Christ, this
God is mine and He is yours, I put the
earthquake that shook Palestine at
the crucifixion against all the down
rockings of the centuries. This God
on our side, we may challenge all the
centuries of time and all the cycles of
eternity.

Those of you who are in midlife may
well thank God that you have seen so
many wondrous things, but there are

gee the shimmering veil between the
material and the spiritual world up-
lifted. Magnetizm, a word with which
we cover up our ignorance, will yel
be an explored realm. Electricity, the
fierce courser of the sky, that DBen-
jamin Franklin lassoed and Morse and
Bell and Edison have brought under
complete control, has greater won-
ders to reveal. Whether here or de-
parted this life, we will gee thess
things. It does not make much differ-
ence where we stand, but the higher
the standpoint the larger The prospect.
We see them from Heaven if we do
not see them from earth,

Years ago I was at Fire Island,

from which they telegraph to
New York the approach of vessels

the door with a loud clage. A vast |

swept by, and that great monster om

together! They are going to take us

people alive to-day who may live to |

human obsequies that it may be said |

hours before they come into port.
There is an opening in the wall, and
the operator puts hiz telescope
through that opening and looks out
and sees vessels far out at sea. While
I was talking with him he went up
and looked out. He said: “We are ex-
pecting the Arizona to-night.” I
said: “Is it possible you know ali
those vessels? Do you know them as
you know a man’s face?” He said:
“Yex, I never make o mistake. - Be-
fore I see the hullz 1 often know them
by the masts. Iknow themall—Ihave
watched them so long.” Oh, what a
grand thing it is to have ships tele-
graphed and heralded long before
they come to port, that friends may
come down to the wharf and weleome
their long-absent ones! So to-day we
take our stand in the watch-tower,
and through the glass of inspiration
we look off and see a whole
fleet of ships coming in. That is
the ship of peace, with the star
of Bethlehem #oating above the
top gallants. That is the ship of the
church, mark of salt water high upon
the smokestack, showing she has had
rough weather, but the Captain of
Salvation commands her, and all is
well with her. The ship of heaven,
mightiest craft efer launched, mil-
lions of passengers waiting for mil.
lions more, prophets and apostles and
martyrs in the cahin, conquerors at
the foot of the mast, while from the
rigging hands are waving this way an
if they kmew us, and we wave back
again, for they are ours. They went
out from our own households. Oura!
Hail, hail! Put off the black and put
on the white. Biep tolling the funeral
bell and ring the wedding anthem.
Shut up the hearse and take the
charlot.

Now the ship comses around the
great headland. Boon she wiil strike
the wharf and we will go aboard her.
Teara for shipa going out. Laughter
for ships coming in. Now she touches
the wharf. Throw out the planks.
Block not up that gangway with em-
bracing long Iost friends, for you will
have eternity of reunion. Stand back
and give way until other millions
come sboard her. Farewell to gin}
Farewell to struggle! Farewell to
sickness! Farewell to death! “Blesssd
are sll they who enter in $hrough the

you can ring all the church bells in
one chime and sound all the organs in
one diapason and gather all the con-
gregations of Christendom in one
*Gloria In Excelsis.” Mighty camp
meetings! Mighty Ocean Groves!
Mighty Chautanquas! Mighty conven-
tions of Christian workers! Mighty
general assemblies of the Presbyteri-
an church! Mighty conferenees of
ithe Methodist chareh! Mighty associ-
ations of the Baptist church! Mighty
conventions of the Episcopal church!
There may be many years of hard
work yet before the consammation,
but the signs are to me so encourag-
ing that 1 would not be unbelieving
if I saw the wing of the apocalyptic
angel spread for ita last triumphant
flight in this day’s sunset or if to-
morrow moraing the ocean cables
should thrill us with the news that
Christ the Lord had alighted on
Mpunt Olivet to proclaim wuniveraal
dominion.

All dead churches, wake up! Throw
back the shutters of stiff eeclesias-
ticiem and let the light of the spring
morning come in! Morning for the
land! Morning for the sea! Morning
of light and love and upeace! Morn-
ing of a day in which there shall be
no chains to break, no sorrows to as-
suage, no despotism to shatter, no
woes to compassionate.  Blessed
Christ, descend! Bearred temple, take
the crown! Bruised hand, take the
scepter! Wounded feet, step on the
throne! “Thice is the kingdom.”
These things I Eay becanse I want
you to be mlert. I want you to bhe
watching all thess wonders unrolling
from the heavens and the earth. God
has classified them, whether calamit-
ous or pleasing. The Divine purposes
are harnesaed in traces that cannot
break and in girths that cannot slip
and in buckles that cannot loosen
and are driven by reins they must
answer, I preach no fatalism. A
swarthy engineer at one of the
depots at Dakota said: “When will
you pet on the locomotive and take
a ride with us?" *“Well,” I said,
“pow, if that suita you.” So'I got
on one side of the locomotive, and &
Methodist minister, who was also in-
vited, got on the other side, and be-
tween us wera the engineer and the

summer slain by it in India and 125

gates into the city,”

i
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One of the lﬁ
ever paid to the dog was delivered by
Zenator Vest, of Missouri, some years
ago, eays the Nashville American.
He “wvas.attending court in a country
town, and while waiting for the trial
of a case in which he was interested
he waa urged by the attormeyx in &

fee of 3250 Dy theé platntiff.” Volomin
ous evidence was introduced to show
that the de

to show that the dog had attacked
the defendant. Vest took no part in
the trial, and was mot dispozsed to
speak. The attorneys, however, urged
him to make a speech, elae their client
would not think he had earned his fee.
Being thus urged, he arose, scanned
the face of each juryman for a mo-
ment and =aid:

“Gentlemen of the jury, the best
friend & man has in the world may
turn against him and become his en-
emys  His sonor ‘!‘“&h“? \&hnt he has
reared with loving oare may prove
ungrateful. “Those Who afe neazest

trust with our happiness and our good
name, may become traitors to their
faith. The money that & man has he
may lose. It flies away from him, per-
hape, when he needs it most. A man's
repuiation may be sscrificed in a mo-
ment of ill-congidered action. The
people who are prone to fall on their
knees to do us honor when success in

stone of malice when failore aetiles
its cloud upon our heads. The omne

can have in this gelfish world, the one

never proves ungrateful or treacher-
oug, is his dog. A man’s dog stands by
him in prosperity and in poverty, in
health and in sickness. He will sleap
on the cold ground, where the wintry
winds blow and the snow drives fierce-
ly, if only he may be near his master's’
side. He will kiss the Hand that has
no food to offer.” He-will lick the
woundas and sores that come in en-
counter with the roughness of the
world. He guards the sleep of his
pauper master as if e were & prince,
When all other fricnds desert he re-
mains. When riches take wings and
reputation falls to pieces he id as con-
stant in hiz love as the sun in its jour-
neys threpgh ile . heavens, If for-
tune drives the master forth an out-
cast in the world, friendless and home-
less, the faithful dog asks no higher
privilege. that of accompanying
him} "o’gutz‘: [ agsinst danger, 10 fight
against hiz enemies. And when the
Iast scene of all comes, and death
takes the master in its embrace, and
hiz body is laid away in the cold
ground, no matter if all other friénds
pureue their way, there by the grave-
gide will the noble dog be found, his
head between his pawe, his eyes sad,
but open in alert watchfulness, faith-
ful and’ irue even.in death.”

Then Veat'gat dbwn. He bad spoken
in a low vaice, without a gesture. He
made no reference to the evidence or
the merits of the case, When he fin-
ished judge and jury were wiping
their eyes, The jury filed out, but'soon
returned with a verdict in favor of the

$200. Tt is even enill 'that some of the
jurors wanted to hang the defendant.
WILD-ANIMAL SLEEP,

Heavy; Peaceful Slumber of Liens,

Tigers. and Hears Unmindiel
_of Nolse.

There iz nothing odd or peculiar
about the sleep of the lions and tigers.
In captivity they show the same indif-
ference to danger that they manifess
in the jungle, and by day or night will
slumber throwgh an-unusual temulf,
unmindful or unconscious of the noise.
Their sleep is commonly heavy and
peaceful, say8 the' Pepny :Pietorial
Magazine. : i
Bears are also heavy slecpers, but
less disposed than lions and tigers to
slumber in the daytime. Grizzly bears
usually curl up under the rocks, but’
sometimes they erawl up to'the very
top of the rocks, and with front paws
epread around the iron cage bars go
to sleep in what zeems an uncomfort-
able positiqn; but bears never release
theis muscular grasp of any object.
when asleep. LB 8 L
_The-black bears will curl up among
the branches of a tree when they have
the opportunity and go to sleep in
this peculiar position. The polar bears

their sleeping placen. They choose one
particular corner of the cage for the
purpoze and invariably seek this ont
for the night's rest. i #0710 w008 iy
The high-strung, nervous animals
are the most interesting to watch at
night. -They usually belong to the
Arunted tribes, whose, lives are incone
atant danger in the forest, and they
possess such a highly developed nerv-
ous system thai they really sleep
with one eye open, ' The'slightest noise
will instantly awaken them.
‘The prairie wolves merely seem to
cloge their eyes for an instant and then
opén them again to wee ¥f all ia ghiet.
Many vain attempts have been made to
Photograph these animals by flagh-
light, 'and without exception the cani-
era has revealed the fact that one
eye at least was partly open.
The day sleepers in the menageriea
are for some reasan the heaviest sleep-.
ers of all, and when they close their
eyes in early morning they seem al-
most as sfupid as if drogged. This is
In migked
sleepers, ‘Who, on the approach of dan-
ﬁr,‘;re instantly awake and on the
ert.

————

One View of T,
“Paps, you are s playwright, aren’s
you?" asked the small boy.
“Yes, my son,” repiied the dramat-
t=f, who was even then having some
trotible over the produstion of one of:

*“Well, is there such s thing as s
play wrong?” persigted the boy. =
“There is, my son,” was the
reply. ' "He is" the actor.™

Post. s :

great danger while shooting in Geore
gia? I suppose yon wounded a bear
or some other dsngercuns animal?

Cholly—Nopel I wounded & dog
that the guide thought more of than

stokes. ZThe train started. The en-

bs ¢id of his motherI—Puck.

dog case to help them. He was paids

defendant hed-shot the dog §
in malfce, while other evidence Wwemt |

and desrest to us; those whom we ¢

with us may be the first tothrow the |-

absolutely unselfish friend that a man |

that never deserts him, the one that il

plaintiff for $500. . He hgd sued for |

show a peculiarity in the sélection of |-

i ]
gcugnn o the light ndght{

Edith—Youn say you wers anee inl

A Carious c-ltmﬂ; i

No document can have the authority e

tha ?mperhl throne of China unless it bears

%‘V o mark placed there by the soversign.
it

this seal upon it, the pager becomes

. The genuine Hostetter’s Stomach
Bitters muat have their Private Die Stamp
over the neck of the bottle. For fifty years
it has been the recognized remedy for stom-
ach, liver and kidney complaints, Tt will
eure dyspepeia, ind iguti:m, const

ipation and
biliousness, aleo preven ria, fever and
ague.

‘The modern millionaire
the

ties of life,

in getting fo conndl
WI

B gliﬁinu ot . 2
“What do yon think ef theory that
food has & potent influence i determinin,
sharacter ™’ asked Mr. Smi

i s, S d, &s he pui
_Shres. sugar in his cofiee. i
“T guess pi.t‘a all ight,” replied Mr. Wood,
8s he severed a portion of his beefsteak.
*“It always seems & little canfiibalistic to me
whan e{IW order lobater.”

"“Well,”” retorted Mr. Swmithfisld, good!
5. edly, “I ought to have known it was
mn:l.umug to lend you money after I discor-
] fondness for beete.: But, seri
ly, if thers were anything In the
wouldn’t it make a man shespish
mutton ™ ;

“It. would, a
testrict  themaelve

Ghazetia

, prizs fighters ought to
P;bl dﬁo{m."-—f

wotie,
ﬁ: preparation of cocos
; '::'tfk_ufi are ho!rn the world
saterer.
AlL Ton
& rodms with & good fire in #,”
side
1 ng me:a brandy and

"Walter Baker & Co., of Dorchester,
shocolate, and have devised machinery a
systems g:cu]iar to their misthods of treet«

ed the hi indorss-
ments from the medical practitioner, the
'Lmukeapu and
Ad kR :
the storm-beaten traveler. “Gee whia!
ut I'm wet.”
inn,
ode e ot bt TP ladel
whiz 2 B
ut I'm dry! i

The Dietetie and Hyglienie
- ®
U, B. A, bave given Years of study:
Wkillful preparation ot
ment, whereby the puri ﬁn&bﬂi &
higl 2 - nutrieng ,’ : -g_h:u?’ tics lhl"l, :vd
g 3
nurse, n_yd the intelligent
“Yes, sir.” said the landlord of the way- g
da.

Best for the Bewels.

No matter what ails you, headachs to &
aancer, you will never get well until your
bewsls are put right. Cascarets help nature,
curs you without & grips or pain, produce
easy, naiural movements, eost you just 10
m-ﬁ-rt getting your health  back.
Sy A T

1n o OXEN, &V e Wfe
stamped on it. Beme:{:f m:uti::u.

____In Denth Vamley., :
Tourist (on vaeation, as he meets a stroll- '
or along the road)—1I sy, are the irsk
f:"' that I have met in hllz:: hour’s walk. rf
e this'in this neigh-~

tozld\;uludmdu i

Native—Tead? Worse! if it wam't for

8n oecasional funeral in the place you would
mot see life
fo the nther.h—e-ff’. ff?m'l'mm' ot of the riag

. A Pose in Time Saves Nine of Hale's
Honey of Horshound and Tar for Colds.
“Pike's Toothache Drops Cure in one minute, °
Firtby—"No, I've given up ecallin
iss Roxley.” " Jigge—"Ahl_ 1 supposs hep
father had & hand in that?” Flirtby—"“We
i!u-'ﬁno#-i hand, exactly.”—Philadelphia
as. | sk !

ia'lf am l.muf i ofl the time r?ulrul to
dys with PUTNAM FADELESS DYES. !

It Is not hard to let youf moderation be
Enown to all nlgn. @0 far as the mn:n e
soncerned s Horn.

Of courss, when we speak of fenements
brudjgnvi;!. we do not refer to well-bred
wice—Puck.

PRINCESS VIROGQUA, M I,
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