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PRISONER OF ASSIOUT.
It was & suliry Decemnber day at Madinet

Flabu, Gray bhaze espread dim over the
rocks in the desert. The arid red mount-

|

'\ and wisdons.

she came down., A dababiah was passing,
aud u 1t was a foreigner, a very great
prince, an American prince of great weaith
| remember hLis nawe, even.

Perhaps the eflendi knows bim., He was

' Cyrus P. Quackenboss, and he cawme from

ains twinkled and winked through the |
heated air. I was weary with climbing the |

great dry ridge from the tombs of the
Kings. I saton the broken arm of a shat-
tered granite RHameses. My legs daagled
over the side of 1he colossal fragment. In
front of me vast colonnades stood out clear
and distinct against the hot, white sky,
Beyond lay bare Lills; in the distance, to
the left, the muddy Nile, amid green fields,
glieamed like a thin silver thread in the
sunlight.

¢ A native, in & single dirty garment, sat
suun:ng bimself on a beadless sphynx hard

by. He was ecarving a watermelon with
his kmfe—thick, red, ripe, juicy. I eyed
it hard. With a gesture of Oriental polite-
ness, he offered me a slice. It was too
tempting to refuse, that baking hot day, in

that rainless land, though I knew accept-
ance meant ten timmes its worth in the end
in backsbeesh.

“Arabi?” 1 asked inquiringly of my Egyrp-
tian friend, which is, being nterpreted,
“Are you a Mussulmani”

He shook his head firmly, and pointed,
with many nods, to the tiny blue eross tat-
tooed on his left wrist., “Nusrani,” he an-

swered, witha logk of some pride. 1 smiled

my acquiescence. He was a Nazarine, a
Christian,

Io a few minutes’ time we had fallen into
elose talk of Egypt, past and present; the
bad old days, the British occupation, the
eflect of strong government on the condi-
tion of tue fellahin. To the Christian pop-
ulation ot the Nile valley, of course, the ad-
vent of the English has been a social revo-
lntion. For ages down-trodden, oppressed,
despised, these Coptic schismatics at last
find themselvea suddenly, in the ends of
the earth, co-religionists with the new rul-
tng class 1n the country, and able to boast
themselves in many ways over their old
Moslem masters,

I speak but little colloqrial Arabic my-
self, though 1 undasetand it with ease
when it is spoken, so the conversation bo-
tween us was necessarily somewhat one-
sided. Butmy Egyptian friend soon grew
voluble encugh for two, and the sighvor
the piasters laid in bis dusky paim loosed
the strings of his tongne to such an alarm-
ing extent that I began to wonder before
Jong whether I should ever get back again
to thé Luxor Hotel in time for dinner.

h, yes, exceliency,” my Copt said slow-
Iy, when I asked him at last about the ad-
mimstration of justice under Ismail’s rule,
*things were different sthen, before the
Eunglish came, a8 Allah willed it. It was
stick, stick, stick, every month of the year.
No prayers availed; we were beaten for
everything. If a fellahdidn’t pay histaxes
when crops were bad, he was lashed till has
found them; 1f be was a Christian, and of-
fended a Moslem official, he was stripped to
the skin, and rathleasly bastinadoed. And
then, for any insubordination, it was death
outright—hanging or beheading, slash, so,
with a scimitar.,” Apnd my companion
brought his hand round in a whirl with
swishing force, as if he were decapitating
some unseen criminal on the bvare sand be-
fore him.

““IT'he innocent must otten have been pun-

hed with the guilty,” I remarked, in my

t Arabie, looking vaguely across at him.

“Abh, yes,” he assented, smiling. *“So Al-
Iah ordained. But sometimes, even then,
the saints were kind; we 2ot oft unexpect-
edly. 1 could tell you a strange story that
once happened to myself.” His eyes
twinkled bard. *lt was a curious advent-
ure,” he went on; “‘the efiendi mighkt like,
perhaps, to bear 1t. I was condemned to
death and all but executed. It shows the
wonderful ways of Allah.”

These Coptic Christians, indeed, speaking
Arabie as they do, and hiving so coustantly
among & Mussulman populiation, bave im-
bibed many Mohammetan traits of thought
besides the mere aceident of language, sucn
as sveakivg of the Christian God as Allah.
Fatalism has taken as strong a hold of
their minds as Islam itself. *‘Say on,” 1
answered lightly, drawing a cigarette from
my case. A story is always of interest to
e, my friend. 1t brings grist to the mill.
Jam a mau of the pen, | write down in
hwi’ia all the strange things that are told
me.”

My Egyptian smiled again. “Then this
tale of mine,” Le said, showing all his
white teeth, and brushing away the ftlies
from Lis sore eye as he spoke, “should be
worth your money, for it's as strange as
any of the Thousand and One Nights men
tell for hare at Cairo. It happened to me
near Assiout, in Ismail’s day. 1 was a bold
young man then—too bold for Egypt. My
father had a piece of groand by the river-
side that was afterward taken from us by
Ismail for the Daira.

“In our villiage lived a Sheikb, a very
bard man; & Muossulman, an Arab, a de-
scendant of the propLet. He waathe great-
est Sheikh for miles and miles around. He
had a large white house, with greeu blinds
to the wiudows, while all the rest of us in
bis government lived in mud-built hats,
round and low like beebives. He had date
palms, very many; and doums, aud dour
patches. Camels were his, and baifaloes,
and ass#s and cows; "twas a very rich man:
ol, so rich and powerful. When he went
forth to town he rode on a great white
mule. And be had a harem, too; three
wives of his own, who were beautiful as
the day—so girls who had seen them said,
for, as for us, we saw them mnot—plump
women every one of them, as the Khedive's
at Cairo, with eyes like a gazelle's, marced
round with koll, and their nails stained
red every day with henna. All the world
said the Sheikh was s happy man, for he
had the finest dates of the country to eat,
and servauts and camels in plenty to do his
bidding.

“Now, there wasa girl in our village, a
Nusrani like me, & beauntiful young girl,
and ber name was Laila. Hereeycs were
like those of that child there—Zanobi—who
carries the etlfendi’s water-gourd on her
head, and her cheeks were round and soft
&s & grape after the mmundation. 1 meant
to wed her; and she liked me well. In the
evening we sat and talked together under
the whispering palm trees. But when the
time drew near for me to marry her, and 1
had arranged with her parcnts, thére came
& message from the Sheikh. He bhad secen
the gir!l by the river as she went down to
draw water with her face unveiled, and,
though she was a Nusrani, she fired his
soul, and he wished to take her away from
weo to put her into his harem.

“When I heard that word I tore my
clothes in my rage, and, all Christian that
1 wae, and of no acconnt with the Moeslems,
1 went up to the Sheikh’'s house 1n a very
white anger, and 1 fell on my face and
asked leave to see him.

*“The Sheikh sat in his conrt-yard, inside
bis bouse, and gave audicuce to all men,
after the fashion of lslam, 1 entered and
spoke to him. ‘Obh, Sheikh,'1 said boldly,
*Aliab and the Khedive have prospered you
with exceeding Fm‘ prosperity. You have
oxen ana asses, buffaloes and camels, men
servants and maid servauts, much millet
aud cotton, and corn and sugar cane; vou
drink Frank wine every day of your life and
eat the fat of the land, and your harem is
fall of beautitul women. Now?in the vil-
lage where I live is a Nusrani girl, whoss
name is Laila. Her eyes are bright to-
wardswive, and I love her as the thirsty
land loves water. Yet, hear, O Sheikh,
word is brouzht me now that you wish to
take this girl, who is mine, and I come to
?!ead with you to-day as Nathan the

"rophet pleaded with David, the King of
the Beni Israel. If you take away from me
my Laila, oy one ewe lawb--

“Dut, at the word, the Sheikh rose up,
and clenched hLis tist, and was very augry.
*Who is this dog,” he asked, ‘that he ahonld
dare to dictate to me!” He called to his
siaves that waited on Lis nod. ‘lake this
fellow,” he eried in his anger. ‘and tie him
hand and fooi, and fleg him as 1 b:d on his
ngked back, that hemay Know, being a
Christian, an infidel dog not to meddle
with the domestic atiairs of Moslems, It
were well he were made acyuainted with
his own vileness by tbe instrumentality of
u bundred lashes. And go to-morrow and
bring Laila to me, and take care that the
Copt shall never again set eyos on her!”

“Well, eftendi, at the words, three strong
Avabs seized me-fierce sons of the desert—
apd bound me hand and foot, and beat me

Cilucinnati,”
have not the honor,” 1 answered,
smiling at this very unexpected Western
inirusion.
“Well, anyhow.”" my Copt continned, nn-

- heeding myv smile, “*we hailed the dahabiah

. how the matter stood.

| done, nor send to fetch her.

with a hundred lashes of the karhash ull |

wy soul was sick and faint within me. |
awooned with the disgrace and with the
severtiy of the blows, And 1 was youug
In those days. And | was very angry.
“That night 1 went home to mny own mnd
hut, with black blowd 1 my heart, s
ook counssl with my Lrother Sirgeh how 1
shonld avenve tlos insudn. Put tirst | sent
sord by mv brother to Laila's hut that
Lavla's father shonld Lring her to meet us
10 the duak, in very grect secrecy, uv the
bank of the river. Iun the gray twilight

l

aud made the American prinee understand
) He was very Kind,
We were brother Christians. He took
Lalia on board, and promised to deliver
her safe to her aunt at Karnak, so that the
Sheikh might not kuow where the girli was
And the coun-
sel | took next with my brother was this:
In the dead of night I rose up from my huat
and put & mask of white ‘i'inen over the
whole of my face to conceal my features
and stole vut slone, with a thick stick in
wy hands, down by the bank of the niver
As | went, the jackals prowled around the
village for food, and the owls from the
tombs tlitted bhigh in the moonlight.

*“I broke into the Sheikh’s room by the
flat-roofed outhouse that led to his window,
aud I locked the door; and there, before the
Sheikh could rouse his household, 1 Leat
him, blow for blow, within an inch of his
life, in revenge for my own beating, and
because of his injustice 1n trglng to take
my Laila from me. The Sheikh wasa pow-
erful man, with muscles hike iron, and he
grappled me hard and tried to wrench the
stick from me, and bruised me about
the body by flinging me on the ground;
aud I was weak with my beating
and very sore all over. Dut stili,
being by nature & strong young man, very
fierece with anger, | fought him bhard and
got him under:in the ead, and thwacked
bhim till bhe was as black and bine as I my-
self was, one muss of braises from head to
oot with wy cudgcling. Thaocn, just as ais
people succeeeded in forcing the door, I
jamped ont of the window upon the tlat-
roofed out-house, and leaped lightly to the
ground and darted like a jackal across the
open cotton fields and between the plots of
doura tomy own littie huton the out-
skirts of the village. 1 reached there pant-
ing, and I knew the Sheikh would kill we
for my daring.

“Next morning, early, the Sheikh sent to
arrest me, e was blind with rage aud
with effect of the bLlows; his face was livid
and his chiceks purpie. "By the Leard of
the Prophet, Athanasio,” he said to me, hit-
ting me hbard on the cheek—my name 18
Athanasio. etfendi, nfter our great patriarch
~*your blood shail tlow for this, you dog of
a Christian. Youn dare to assault the
wearer of a green turban, prince in Islam, a
descendant of the prophet! You shall suf-
fer for it, you eur! Your base blood shall
flow for it!

“I cast ruyself down like & slave on the
grounda beiore him, though 1 hated him
hike sin; for it is well to abase ond’s s2lf in
due time before the face of authority. De-
sides, by that time Laila was safe, aud that
was all [ cared about, ‘Suffer for what, oh,
my Sheikhb!” | eried, as thoughl knew not
what be meant. *\What hiave 1l done to your
excellency?! Who bhas told you evil words
concerning your poor servant?! Who has
siandered me to my lord that he 18 so anary
against mef’

“I'nke him away!” roared the Sheikh to
the three strong Arabs. Carry him olil to
be tried before the Cadi et Assiont!”

“For even in Ismael's days, you see, of-
fendi, before the Lnglish came, the Sheikh
himself would not have dared to pnt me to
death untried. The power of life and
death lay with the Cadi at Assiout.

“So they took me to Assiout, into the
mosqgue of Ali, where ths Cadi sat at the
seat of judgment, and arraigned me before
him & week later. There the Sheikh ap-
peared, and bore wituess against e,
Those who spoke for me pleaded that. as
the Sheikh lhmself admitted, the man who
broke into his room, and banged him so
bard, had bis face covered with a linen
cloth; bow, then, could the Sheikh, in the
hurry and the darknoess, be sure he recog-
pized me? Perbaps it was some other, who
took this means to ruin me. But the
Sheikh, for s parr, swere by Allab, and
by the Holy Stone of the Kaaba at Mecca,
that be suw me distinet!ly, and knew it vas
1. The moonlight through the window re-
vealed my form to Lim. And who elss in
the viilage but me had a grudge against
hmfuatwel

“Thbe Cadi was convinced. 'The Cadi
gave judgment. I was guilty of rebellion
agaitust the Sheikh and agaiost ul-Islam;
and, being a dog of a Christian, unworthy
even to live, his judgment was that after
threo days’ time 1 sbhould be beheaded in
the priaun court of Assiout.

“You may guess, etfend:, whether or not
1 was avxious. Bat Laila was safe; and to
savemy wirl irom thav wreteh’s harem I
was ready, for my part, toendure any-
thing.

“ITwo nights long I lay awakej and
thought strange things by myself in the
whitewashbed cells of the jail at Assiout,
The governor of the prison, who was a
Europvan—an Italiap, Le called himselr -
and & Christian of Koum, of those who
obe{ the Pope, was very kind indeed to we.
Jle knew me before (tor I had worked in Lis
fields), and was wrr{l when I told him the
tale about Laila, But wbat would you
havel! Those wero Jamail's days. It was
the law of lslam. He could not prevent it.

*“On the tlird evening my brother came
round to the prison to see me. He came
with many tears in his eyes, bringing evil
tidings., My poor old father, he said, was
dying at home with grief. They didn't ex-
peet be woula livetill morning. And Laila,
too, had stolen back from Karnsk unper-
ceived, and was 1u luding in the village.
She wished to see me justonce belore [
died. but 1f she came to the prison the
Skeikh would find her out and carry ber oif
1n trinmph to Lis own harem.

“Would the governcr give me leave to go
bhome just that one night to bid farewell to
Laila and to my aying father?

“Now, the goveruor, excellency, was a
very human man. And though he wasa
Christian of Koum, nota Copt like us, he
was kind to the Copts as his brother Chris-
tians, lle poudered awunile to himself, and
roped his mustache thus: then he said to me;

“rAthanasio, yon are an honest man: the
execution is fixed for S by the clock to-mor-
row morning. It 1 give you leave to go
home 1o your iather to-night, will yon
pledgo me your word of hounor before St,
George and the saints to return before 71

“*Effends,” I esaid, kissing his feet; 'you
are indeed a good man. 1 swear by the
Mother of God and all thessiutsthat dwell
1u heaven, that if yvou let me go I will come
back agaiu a full hour before the time lixed
for the execution.” And |l meantit, too. for
1 only wished before 1 died to say good-bye
once more to Laila,

“Well, the goverunor took me secretly
into his own house, and telling me mauy
times over that he trusted to my honor snd
wonld lose lus place if 1t were known be
had let me go, he put me forth. with my
brother, by his own private door, makiung
me awear on no account to be late for the
execution.

“As soon as I got outside I said to my
brother: *Tell me, Sirgeh, at whose house is
Laia?

*And my brother answered and smiled,
‘Laila is still at Karnak, where we sent her
for safety, and our father is well., Buat |
have an plan for your escape that I think
will serve you.’

**Never!” 1 eried, horror-struck, ‘if 1 am
to break my word of honor to the governor
of the prison.’

* *T'hat isn’t 1t,” hbe made reply. ‘I have a
plan of my own which I will proceed in
words to make clear to you.’

“\What tappened next would be long to
relate, eilendi.,” But I noticed that the fel-
laL's eyes twinkled as he spoke, like one
Wilo passes over of set purposs an impor-
tunt evisode, “All I need to tell younow is,
that the whole night throngh the good gov-
ernor lay awake, wondering whether or
not I would come home to time, and blani-
ing bimself in bis beart for having given
such leave to 2 mere condemned ceriminal.
Still, etiends, though Lam bt poor, | am a

wan of honor. As the cloek struek 610 the
prison court next morning, I knocked at

‘tha goveruor's window, with the ap-

winted signael, and the governor rose and
el me 1n 1o my cell, aud praised me tor my
honor, and was well pleased to sea me. ‘]
knew, Athanasio" he said, roping his mns-
tache ouce more, ‘you were a tuan to be
trusted.’

“At s o'clock they took me ont into the
court-yard. ‘The executioner was there nl-
resdy. & great black Nubian, with a very
sharp scimitar. It waa terrible to look
around. I was greatly ingutened. ‘Surely,’
sald 1 to myeell, "the bitterness of death is

past. But Laila issaved, and I die for Laila.’ |

“1 kuelt down and beut my head, 1
feared, after all, uo respite was coming.
The executioner stood forth and raised the
s-imitar in his haid. | almost thoaeht [
heard it swish 1brough the air: 1 saw the
bright gleam of the blads as it descended.
Putjust at that moment, asthe executioner
delayed, a loud commotion arese
outer court, I ralsed wiy bhead ard histened.
\We heard » Yoice ery, "‘H
mein, ‘There must be po execution” The
gates opened wide, aud 1nto the inuaer
court-yard therc rode, with long strides, a

| *The Sheikh!

in the |
a | ittle hand was raised
Allall's name, let

great white mule, and on ita back, scarcely
able te sit np, u sorry figure!

“He was wrapped round in dages and
swathed from head to foot l1 . & mun sore
wounded. His face was Lrun..od and bhia
limbs swollen. But he upkeid one hand in
solemn warning, and 1 & loud voice azain
he eried to the executioner: ‘In Alialk’s
name, Hassau, iet there be no execution!

“The lookers-on, to right and left, raised
A mighty ery and called out with onc voice:
The Sbeikb! Who cun have

tLus distigured him " _

“But the Sheikh himself came forward in
great pain, like oue whose boues ache, and,
dismounnting from the mule, spoke aloud to
the governor, ‘In Allah’s name,” he said,
trembling, ‘let this man go; he is innocent.
I swore to him falsely, though I belioved 1%
to be true, For see, last night, about 12
o’'clock, tke self-same dog who broke into
my house before entered my room, with
violence, through the open window. He
carried in his hands the self-same stick us
last time, and had his face covered, as
ever, with a linen cloth. Aud I kunew by
his tigure and his voice he was the very
sawe dog that had previously beaten me,
But before | could ery aloud to rouse the
bonse, the intidel had fallen upon moe once
more, and thwacked we, as you see, within
an inch of my life and coverad me with
bruises, aud then bid me take care how 1
accuse innocent people like Athanasio of
burting me, And after that he jumped
through the open window and went away
ouce more, And | was greatly atraid, fear-
ing the wrath of Allah if I iet this man
Athanasio be killed in his stead though he
is but an 1nfidel. And I rese and saddled
my mule very early, and rode straight into
Assiout to tell yon and the Uadi [ had
borne false witness, and to savemyself
from the guilt of aninnocent soul va my
shonlders.’

*““I'hen all the people around cried ont
with one voies, ‘A miracle! a miracle” And
the Sheikh stood trembling bLeside, with
faintness and with terror.

“But the governor drew me a few paces
apart.

**Athanasio, yon rascal.” he said, half
lavghing, *it is you that have done tlas
thing! Itis you that Lave assanlted him!
You got out last night on your word ot hon-
or on purpose to play this scury trick upon
us!

“*Effendi,” I made zuswer, bowing low,
‘iffe is sweet, Ho beat me, nujustly, first,
and would have taken my Laila from me,
Moreover, I swear to you, by It George

Aand the mother of (God, when I 'eft the
prison last night i really believed my father
was aying.’ _

“The governor laughed again. *“Well,
yvyou can go, you rogue,” he spard. *T'he Cada
will soon come around todeliver you, but
I advise you to make yourself scarce as
fast as you ean, for sooner or later tins
trick of yours 1aay be discovered. [ can't
teil upon you or 1 would lose my place,
But youa may be iound out for all that, Go
at once up the river.’

“That is my hut that you see over yon-
der, eilendi, where Laila and 1 live. The
Sheik is dead. And the English are now
our real lords in Lgypt.”

—Gyrant Aljen, in Btrand Magazine,
-_ e e —

OFFERINGS OF TIHE POETS.

_*—'—
The Songs His Mother Sang.

Beneath the bot Midsummer sun
The men bhad marched all day,
Aud now beside a rippling stieam

Upon the grass they lay.

Tiring of games and {dle josts,
Asswept the hours along.

They ealled to one who mused apart,
“Cowe, friend, give us a song."”

He answered, “Nay, | cannot, please;
The only songs 1 know

Are those my wmother used to sing
At home, loug years agv.”

“Ring one of those,' a rough voice cried,
“We are all trne men here,

And to each mother’s son of ns
A mother's songs arve dear.”

Then sweetly saug the strong, clear voice,
Awnid unwonted calm:

“eam I asoldier of the cross,
A follower of the Lambi® ™

The trees hushed all their whispering leaves,
The very stream was stilled,

And hearts that never throbhbed with fear
With tender wmemories thrilled.

Ended the song, the ainger said,
As 1o his feet hie rose,

“Thanks to you all; good night, my friends;
God grant you sweet repose.”

Out spoke the captain: *“Sing one more,”
The soldier bent Lis head:

Then smilivg, s be glanced around,
“You'll join with me," he sald,

“In singing this familiar air,
Sweet as a bugle-call,

*Ali hail the power of Jesns® names,
Let angels prostrate fall.” ™

Wond'rous the spell the old tune wrought;
As on aud on hie sANg,

Man after man fell into line,
Aud loud their voices rang

The night winds bore the grand refraln
Above the tree-tops tall;

The “everiasting hills"* cualled back,
In answer, *“Lord of all.”

The songs are done, the camp is still,
Naught but the stream is heard;
But, ah! the doL)t Ls of every soul
By those old byuins were stirred.

And up from wmany a bearded lip
Rizes, 1p murmurs low,
The prayer the mother taught Ler boy
At bhome long years ago.
—E. V. Wilson,

The Heart Never Grows Old.

The heart never grows old.

How pleasant the thought as locks grow gray,
Andone after another the seuses decay,

And rriend after friend drops out by the way—
The heart never grows old.

The heart never grows old.
Age's hand to its duties we tremblingly bring,
Ita foot clings to earth, a poor 1altering thine,
Ita voice tries, so sadly, the old songs to sing.
The heart never grows old,

The heart never grows old.

What of the absence of life's primal power?

The flight of ambition, that dreaw of an hour?
The lo:s ol delights that youthtul skies shower?
The heart nover grows old,

The heart never grows old.
In it grows, immortal, a flower from above,
It is borne v p {or aye on the wiugs of a dove,
For older or younger it thrilleth with love.
The heart uever grows old.
—Joslal R. Adams,

Weaviag Song.

Run, shattle, run!
The war has claimed my song
My dauglhter's love has wrecked bher life;

The palsy switten my good wile;
Run, shuttle, run.

Fly, shuttle, fly!

Nor bread nor gold have T;

My daughter’s babe will hungry be;
A cofiin black will cownpass me;
Fly, shuttle, fiy.

Btay, shuttle, stay!

My breast aches so to-day.

The wind 1s cold; frost hides the panes;
No ember burns; the darkuess gains;
Btay, shuttle, stay.

—From tlie German of Carmen Syiva,

A Haunting Thought.
If the wind is the breath of the dying,
As ancient legends say,
What rebel soul, defyving,
Sweeps down the storm
What fruitless, mad regretting
Uttered that Hogering walll
What life of war and teinpest
Is spilled upon the gale!

If the wind is the breath of the dying,
Acrosa this sea of light,
What saintly soul, replying,
Goes out Lo God to-night?
Whom does this nmioonlit ze?hyr
Uplift on its white breast
What spirit, pure and patient,
In rapiure siuks to resti
= Elizabeth Stunart Phelpsa.

A Love Song.
E'an as the lark, soft sinking to its nest,
So sinks my heart before thy gentie grace;
E’en as the lark soars bigh in heaven's quest,
B0 soars oy heart to meet thy perfect face,

E'en as that flower, the sun-godcalis his own,

Turns for his smile, so turns iy heart to thee;
Bliss can't assuage nor misery atone,
All that thy love has given unto me.

Hear me, beloved, hearken and hear me,

Nay do pot frown, but spiile thou and cheer me;
Lile is not lile, with thy Iile noi near me,

Hear me, beloved, hearken and bhear.

—Robert G. MceKay,
———— o —
All in the Parable Line,
Washington Star,

It was 1n the Sabbath-school class and
little ““Liz'beth” hud been listening with

| much interest to the soriptural illustiration

of the shepherd and bis sicap.
“Now,” said the teaclier,
takes carn of the sheep?”

*“tell me who

“The shepherd,” auswered the class in |

Chnhl&.
“That isright; and who else!”’
There was silence for a moiuent.
w.itl

Then a
A Luouw a
teacher.”

“You may tell.”

And Liz'beth answered with sincere em-
phasis, “*Bobeep.”

| Yory

READING FOR SUNDAY.
M= S |
The Afier Time

There cometh o time for lavgiter,

And joy for the daya and years;
But aver there cometh after

A tme and a piace for tears,
Weary of revel aod riot,

Hick ot the worldly strife,
Cometh the peae-—the quiet—

That quicken the founts of life,

And the epirit is disenchanted
With joys tha! ure bitter-sweet,
And the soul which for rest had panted
Falls down at the Master's 1cel;
The worid and its ways seew looely,
And love at the best seems loss—
What help is there then but only
To cling to the crimson cross!

To eling to the cross that blossoms
With blood for the erring shed;
On the tenderest of tender boso1ns
To pillow the weary head;
To feel the love that is glowing
From the heart that is quick to beat
With even the harsh nails geing
Iu the beautiful scarred white feet.

O bird by the storm winds driven,
Where noever a sweet bird sings,

From the wild and the angry heaven
¢ly homeward with weary wiugs,

And yve that are worn and weury,
Who faint by the way aud Iall,

Hf fast frow the darikuess dreary
To the Rouek that was cleft tor all,
—A tiapniaCenstiiution,

International Sunday-Sehool Lesson for Oct,
18, 1891,
WASHING THE DISCIPLES FEET.
x1i1i, 1-1%.)
Golden Text.—Let this mind be in you, which
was ulso in Christ Jesus. (Puil. i1, 5.)
HOME READINGS,
M.—Washing the diseiples’ feet.John xili, 1-
Tu.—A leason 1in huwility. ... Markix, 43-.
W.—The lowest seat............ Luge xiv, 7
Th.—Humility in prayer juake xviil, 9-
Fri.—Warning azainst pride. .. Matt. xxii,
Bal.—Noblity of serviee Mark x, 35
Suu.—Yeter's exhortation.......1 Peter v, 1-6.
COMMENTS ON THE LESSON.
Rev. E. P. Brown, In the Ram's Hoin.
Many duties may appesr hard, thankless,
and of no very great consequence now, but
they wiil appear glorious when we come to

bear the Master call attention to them from
bheaven., Nothing that is done for Christ is

little, and everything done for Him bhas
much to do with making us like Him,
The one to whom we render the

service may never thank wus for af,
but Jesus will. There may be many aJudas

who will take what we do as a matter of
course, and care no more for our acts ot

love than the swine for pearls trampled
under foot, but Jesus sees it all and has it
written down in the books of God assome-

thing that was done for Him, and some
day in the beautiful streets of glory, beifore
all theangels and the throne of white, we
will hear from His own lips the reward of
love: “Well done thon good aud faithful
servant, for when youa did that you were
doing it unto Me.”

Another thing, whenever anything seems
especiaily hard that yon are called upon to
do for vour brother it will be putling the
band of God under the burden if you will
think over what Christ has done yon, and
0o warm your heart with gratitnde that the
service will become a thank ofiering. In
this way all selfishness will be killed in
your heart, and instead of looking for a
reward the deed will be performed in
thankfulness for what Jesus did tor you.
“If I, then, your Lord and Master, have
washed your feet; ye also ought to
wash one another’'s feet” As if

1.]0hll

.the Lord had said, what 1 bave been to

you, try in the best way you ¢an to be to
others. Whenever you get a chance to do
peedful things that yon woulan’t want to
do for pay, do them out of love for me.
“For 1 have given you an example that ye
sbould do asTbuve done to you.” Do this,
and men wiil see in you something that
will make them want to know me. The way
to bo a true! disciple of Christia not to take
a bucket of water and go around looking
for muddy feet to wash, but to be his dis-
ciple in spirit; always willing and ready to
do in kindness and love the things that
others need from you.

Thoughts for the Day.

In jealousy there is more self-love than
love.—La Rochefoucaunld.

The UOOIetf of good Poonlo is always good
society.—Julia Ward Howe.

To be trusted is a greater compliment
than to be loved.—Macdonald.

We are slow to believe what, if believed,
would bhurt our feelings.—Ovid.

There is a gift beyond the reach of art,
of being eloquently silent.—Bovee,

Fe alamp in the chamber if you cannot
be a star in the sky.—George Eliot.

I never judge a man by the length of his
creed, but by the breadth of it.—Uncle

Ezek.

Every noble life leaves the fiber of it in-
terwoven forever in the work of the world.
—KRuskin.

Conscience is harder than our enemies,
kpows more, accuses with more mnicety,
—eorge Eliot,

Itisalways safe to learn, even from our
enemies; seldom safe to iustruct, even our
friends.—Colton.

No soul is desolate so long as there isa
human being for whom it can feel trust
and reverence.—George Eliot,

Be content with such things as ve have,
for Ho hath said, I will never leave thee
nor forsake thee.—Heb, x1ii, 5.

If thou art rich, thou'rt poor;
For hike an ass, whose back’s with ingnta bound,
Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey,

And cdeath unloadeth thee.

Oh, good [riend, that soul
Hath ‘:i'lm;et with sadness which knows Christ

arngnig
Not as fear reads, but as quick love reveals.
God’s love runneth faster than our feet
To meet us stealipg back to him and peace:
And Kissea dmab our shame; nay, and puis on
The best robe, bidding angels bring 1t forth,
While heaven makes festival, for nugel's meat
Is bappiness of man.

—Edwin Arnold.
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FASIIION'S VAGARIES.

—_— ———

Beautifully braided pocket-flaps on each
side of the plain skiris are odd and decorat-
ive, but dou't for the world spoil your
gown by putting in a pocket.

Chiffon is still a very fasbionable garni-
ture, and 18 used for rufis, flounces, soft
blouse fronts, and as tinted linings to
white lace waists and skirts made without
seams.

A narrow edge or roll of fur or a two-inch
band of feather trimming are two kinds of
effective dress decoration that are hizhly
popular with French designersof tailor
guowns,

Some of the new capes of velvet for
dressy evening wear are very elegant snd
picturesque in appearauce, and confer
great distinction on the wearer if she be
tall and slender.

Braiding 18 as much liked aud is as fash.
jouable as if this was the firat season of its
introduction, Whole gowns and wraps are
covered with it, and it appears upon some
of the most stylish and expensive of im-
ported costumes.

Every shade of beautiful color is worn,
Heliotrope, brownish yellows, soft pinks,
shaded reds, and greens, and blues, pinkish
grays that are mnch more becoming than
are pearl grays—allcontribute to the ward-
robe of womankind this fall.

A new French gown has the the fullness
in the back made entirely by a single box-
pleat interhined with wiggin to keepitin
shape. The pleat is rather narrow at the
top and expands at the bostom. Other
gowns have the back fulluess made by
three flounces set one above the other.
These are especially pretty made of velvet,

Some of the new round-waisted dresses
are finished with sharply pointed bretelles
that reach below the waist-line front and
back. Many are embroidered at the edge,
others covered with straight rows ol gimp
er braiding in arabesque patterns, and
again the bretelles are made of velvet atud-
ded with nail-heads. The full sleeves and
collar are alwayvs of the same material aud
trimming as the bretelles,

Silk velvet comes to the fore this season
as & fabrie pre-cminently adapted for trim-
ming the new dress materials, Velvet
skir's are also hignly fashionable once
again, and are worn beneat open-fronted
coats of satin broeade that have vests of
v Liteoreernsill, embroidered and iinished
with o lace fnll that goes arcund the neck
of the Lhigh collar, aud is jaboted ail the
way down the frout of the vest,

A .‘.\&'\\’ ‘l.ﬂrji importer 1s I"Xhliljt]ng some
pretty wool . delaines which are
specially desigued lor gay hounse dresses sand
tea-gowns for evol weather wear., The
fabrics ave a8 fine as I'rench challie, but
the grounds are dark or black and brocaded

—Shakapeare.

f

with small brilliant flowers with and with.
ont foliagze. These make charming tea-
gowns, and the tea-gown is still a highily
popular dress, It is not likely that 1t wiil
ever go wholly out of style, Itistoo grace-
ful, too comfortable. too picturesque to be
forsaken.

Corded silks in dark wine-color, mignon-
eite green. chestnut brown, strawberry,
black and gray are much used for eiegant
housse dresses made with scamless French
waisis, crossed disgonally with nun’s folds
of the silk. The sleeves are very full, and
the tull skirt is gathered to the waist with
a greater portion of the fulluessin the back.
A length of velvet ribbon 18 brought from
under the arms to a point in front, whereit
12 tied, falling in long ends aud loops to the
skirt hem.

One new idea for vesta 18 a heavy raised
design in velvet and silk eut work, and
anotherin arabesque passementeries. Both
these are detachable, as are many of the
more  handsomwe of dress decorations,
Other odd waisteoats have bright red
grounnds with bhlack or gola stripes, and
eometimes all three colors appear. Occa-
sionally the stripes run across the figure,
Again, voung ladies mmake use of very large
silk bandnona handKerchiefs briliiantly
colored. ['Ley are arranged with a part of
the 'kKerchief under each arm and one
tarned nnder atthe velt, The fourth poiut,
at the threoar, is c¢ut away in a rounding
shape, the edges turned 1in and shirred to it
the neck with a tiny up-standing rutile.
Worn beneath the loose-fronted jacket, a
bLlouse-like effect 18 the result.

HUMOR OF TUE DAL

Deceiving Her,
Smith & Grey's Montuly.
Miss Scadds (coyly)—Do youn love me for
my intrinste worth!
Mr. Hunker—Yes,
youi pa vaiue,
A Judgment

dear, I love you for

LI‘.D

2 ‘l‘r?mp—}ladam. Fm slowly starving to
sath.

Lﬁix’ed Girl—Serves ye right. Ye haint fit
to die all tu onct like decent folks.

Open to Kemark,
Pueck. )
“That is Talmage, is it?! Is he a man of
cultu_rc-.‘"_ _
“Well, judging from appearances, I fancy
that at some time in his carecr he used to
eat with his knife.”

B Couldn't Stand It
uck.

“What has become of Robinson?”

“He has gone cut to Salt Lake City to
live., He spent two months of last summer
at a snmmer resort. and when he came back
home it was too tame for him.”

Rese to the Occasion,

Prek.

Upson Downes—Last evening I was in-
troduced to a girl worth three millions.

Rowne de Bout—Great Casar! Whatdid
you do?

Upson Downes—I asked her if she be-
lieved in **love at first sight.”

His Hope.
Life.

sShe—A third of all the poetry in this book
is written by that dear Mr., Chauter, and
the bulk of 1t will live.

He—Yes. 1 hope so. I don’t care to come
across it in the other world, too.

Where the Dentist Hurt Him,
Richimond Reglater.

l)n;ntist (kindly)—Now does this burt
you

Patient—I don’t mind you working on
the tooth so much, bat if you will just ease
your sleeve-button out of my right eyo 1’11
be much obliged.

e It Was Already Starved.
{

Playwright—In this scene the starving
baby is rescued from the handsof the blood-
thirsty villain.

Manager (doubtfully)—But where can we
get a baby to immpersonate the part?

I"laywright (eagerly) — You can have
nne,

Left Town.
Ciothier and Furnisher.

Mossenser Boyw 1in' Chicago)—Js this Mr.
Calumet's house! Well, the tailor sent me
aronnd with tuis coat to have him try it on.

Servant—Mr. Calumet is not in the eity.

Messenger Boy—When will he be back!

Servant—]1 dow’t know, lie's gone upon
the roof.

Now and Then,
Puck.

Father—Come, now, my son; stop beat-
iugl'about. the bush. Will you bring the
coal?

Old Tnele John—When [ was aboy I
duin’t beat about the bush much; if I was
siow abont doing an errand the bush bhad a
fashiun of beating about me.

—— e ——

He Didn't Wonder.
Neéew York Press.

“Ido not sleep well at nmight,” said the
Jawyer to his physician,

“Which side do you lie on?”

“I can lio on either; 1t doesn’t make any
ditference.”

“Yes, ] onght to haveknown that. I1don’t
wonder that you can’t sleep.”

Work by the Hour,
Judge.

Healthy Wilyum—1 hear our friends de
brakemen hez siruck.

Weary Walkers—Wot hez dey struck fert

Healthy Wilyum—Dey’s struck for short-
er hours.

Weary Walkers—Well, I allers did think
sisty minutes wuz too long fer one hour's
worlk.

But Joy Never Kills,
Clothier and Furnisher.

“My dear grandson,” esaid the loving
grandmother, as she gently stroked the
boy’s f«ir hair, 1l find my sightis failing
me, and | fear that ere jong I shall no long-
er be able to knit the socks which 1 have
sent you so reguiarly during the past tive
years.”

*Oh, do not eay so. my dear grandmoth-
er,” exclaimed the youna man in a passion-
ate outburst, as the licht of a great joy
brokeover his face. *1his 18 too, too much,
I ¢caunot bear it.”

He Was Agitated.
Clothier and Furnisher.

“Ar. Pendash,” said the fair young crea-
ture, *'it is plainly evident to me that yon
are grenl{' agitated over something this
evening. Will yvou not,” she added, earn-
estly, laying sside her gum for the nonce,
“disclose to me the secret of this strange,
this mysterious influence which seems to
surround youl” =

“siuce you ask me,” said the youne man,
nervously changing chaire, “'I will tell yon
all. ‘Ihe factis, at this moment I have on
& brand uew suit of camel’s hair under-
clothing.”

Robby's Version of It
Emith & Gray's Monthly.

“Boo!” exclaimed Robby, as he jumped
out of a dark corner.

“Oh, how you startled me!” said the ag-
itated curate.

“How funny! That reminds me of the
first thing the grasshopper said to his Cre-
ator.” mused Kobby.

“It's very etrange I never heard of that,
What was the first thing the grasshopper
said to his Creator!” asked Mr, Maiden-
bearte, interestedly.

“iood Lord!"” How you made me jump!”
was Robby's response.

- O G
The Seif-Conscious Girl.
Breoklyn Eagie.

The young man who, when, in company,
dovs not seem to know what to do with his
hanuds and elbows, we Lave all seen, and he
has amused us somewhat, but as an inter-
esting study be ia stale in comparison with
the sell-copscious young woman in the
street-car Jor elevated train. She 1s ina
state of painful uncertainty as to what to
Gdo with I‘J)er eyes, lu the belief that every-
body islooking at her shie makes use of
womerous devices to avoid meeting the im-
agined gaze of her vis-a-vis and of those on
either side, until her fidgetting and con-
stant chang.ng of position do attract the
attention she fears. Whichever way she
turns her head she 18 apprehensive of
meeting some dreaded eye, and in her ner-
vousuess, even keeping lier own eves bent
upon the floor does not atlord the relief
slho secks. Now, ail thisis simply the re-
suit of vanity, pure and simple, and 1t is a
stronge thinc but 2 solemn fact that it is, as
a rule, the least attractive girlsa who work
themseives into & couniption it in endeav-
oring to avoid notice that they nitimately
attract by their ganchernies. The pretiy

. and well-dressed girl 1s usnally (and vatar-

ally, if she be a Iady) selt-possessed, and
her deportinent may be studied and copied
with great protit by the gigghng or Llush-
ing bits of femininity whose self-conceit
renders them nncomfortable in almost any
company but that of their lvoking-glass

I
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®
tested,

Is not an experiment ; ithasbeen
end its enormous sale is due solely to its
merit. It is made on honor, and good
housekeepers say SANTA CLAUS SOAP
“is a necessity.” Don’t let your dealer
ive you some other kind, if he hasn’t
nta Claus, but insist on having only

SANTA CLAUS SOAP.
NLE.FAIRBANK & CO.. Mfrs.  Chicago, IV

— ——

 OUT OF THE ORDINARY.
—_——— e
It takes a million pounds of ink every

year to print Uncle Sam's paper money aud
revennoe stamps.

The only pauper in Tucker county, Vir-
ginia, Is handsomely lodged. The poor-
lar;n cost §U,000, and he has it all to him-
self.

The State of Massachusetts has arranged
to aid the 16; small towns that have no [ree
publie libraries in their etiort to secure
them.

It is estimated that no fewer than seven-
ty thousand girle sie employed in the pub-
l:c honses aud drinking bars of the United
Kingdom.

A farmer pnear Holden, Mo., who lost a
porcelain nest-egg, found it six weeks after

in the stomach of & black snake which he
had killed.

Twice as many crimes are committed in
Paris by vpersous between tilw agea of
fifteen and twenty as by thode between
twenty and forty,

A human voice speaking in the open air,
when it s calm, ean be heard at a distance
of 400 feet; the report of a musket, 16,000,
and heavy guns, 475,000 feet.

A farm in LEast Bowdoinham, Me., is
worked by a farmer of eighty-two years,
helped by his wife of eighty, and a family
of eight middle-aged children.

More than 15,000,000 feet of lumber will
be used in the construction of the huge
building for mannfactures and liberal
arts at the Chicago Exposition,

A nundred and ninety-nine pounds of
potatoes from a single pound of seed! Thas
18 what a Howell Prairie, Ore., farmer
raised this year. And he wouldn’t tella
lie for a single pound of spuds,

According to an Australian paper 5%
Chinamen muke an excellent living in Sid-
ney as professional gamblers, their gaius
being so considerate that they are able reg-
ularly to remit large sums to China.

“Convent hair”’ is an article well known
to the trade and highly prized. When a
young woman takes the veil in the Roman
Catholie Church, her hair is eut off and the
trests.ea are sold ior the beunefit of the con-
yen

There is only one woman doctor in
Sweden, but several other women are
studying medicine, thongh the time neec-
essary to qualify scems appalling. It takes
nine years from the date of the firet exami-
pation.

There are 181,000 foreigners in Paris, or
one-tenth of the entire population, Among
these the Belgians lead with 45,000; next the
Germans, 37.000; then the Swiss, 25,000, and
Italians 21,000, Then comes Luxembourg
and next Great Britain with 13,000.

Fahrenbeit divided his thermometer into
212 degrees between zero and boiling point,
and the way he hit on the 212-degree mark
was this: Ten thousand volumes of mer-
cury at the Fahrenheit zero mark make
10,212 volumes at the holiling point,

If a plant happena to get frost bitten be-
fore it can be taken into the house itshonld
be kept out of the sunshine, and be well
watered. This will most likely revive it,
Sprinkling the leaves and shading the
p'ant are the best means of repairing dam-
ages.

It is not definitely known who brought
the first wheat seed to America. When
this continent was discovered the only
cereal that grew here was maize. Wheas
was introduced into Britaim by the Ro-
mans, and it can be traced Lack for pearly
four thousand years.

The Jericho, Jatia & Jerusalem railroad,
through the Holy Land, is progressing very
slowly. The Tarks are very ipetlicient
contractors, They perform the easier parts
of the works first, and then a rain-storm
comes along snd washes it all away, and it
becomes necessary to begin anew,

A ledge of stone has been discove at
Cheoto, Ore,, which as yet nooue bas n
able to identify. The rock 18 of @ sana-
stone formation, having a greasy touch,
and is susceptible of a high polish. 1t can
be sawed or shaved with a knife, but
when exposed to the action of fire becomes

bhard.

A gun to fire under water has been in-
vented, and one for the United States ship
Destroveris in course of counstruction at
Bethlehem, Pa. Theexperimental gunisto
be thirty-five feet long, ana will throw a
projectile twenty-five feet in length, con-
taining 400 pounds of mitro-glycerine, 1,000
feet through the watler.

The battered hull of Nelscn’s famous flag-
ship, the Victory, which will be exhibitea
at the world’s fair, is 126 years old. The
exact spot where Nelson fell 1s marked on
the deck, and in the cockpit will be a numne
ber of Mme. Tussaud’'s wax figures repre-
senting 1n a realistic way the death of the
Adunral, surrounded by his officers.

The wealth of New South Wales, pablie
and private, is oflicially estimated at £384..
700.000, which is an average of £317. or
82555, per head of population., Sinee 1581
there has been an increase of about 100 per
cent. in the total wealth, and 45 per cent,
in the distribution per inhabitant, a ratio
of increase which the statisticians declare
to bfdwithout precedent in any part of the
world.

On a New Jeraey hillside, on Oect. 4, the
thermomcter marked =29, and within a
space of 500 feet chestnuts were falling fast,
buckwheat was ready for the reaper, the
hickory was droppiug into shell-barked
fruit while the jack rose gave forth all the
fragrance of June, the geranium was in all
its beauty, and a lot of strawberry and
raspberry vines exulted in as fine ripe fruit
as they produce in their usual season.

An Indian, in North Dakota, who re-
cently received a large sum of money, de-
termined to put on a style befitung his
changed condition ot life. With this idea
he invested $500 or $400 of his money in a
hearse, which some livery-stable keeper
made him believe was just the thing for a
family carriage. With a pair of big-bellied
poniea to draw it. he is perfectly bappy
driving about perched on the seat and his
sqquaw and vapooscs squatting inside,
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She Got Her Chicken,
Harper's Bazar.

“I want some more clicken,” said four-
year-old Frances at the dinoer table.

"I think you have bad as wugh as is good
forlynn. dear,” replied Frances's mamma.

“] want more.” Aud Frances pouted.

“You can’t have more npow; but bere is &
wish-bone that you and mamma ean pull.
You pull one side and I'li puil the other,
and whoever gets the longer end can lu:\'o
their wish come true. Why, baby, you've
got it! W hat was your wish, F rnm'r-e'l! _

“]l wish for some more ehicken,” said
Frances, promptly.

She got 1t thus ume,

S
“Rhymes of Childhood ™
Richard Malcolm Jolnson, in Lapplacett.
In poetry what we want and what we
necd most of all is for our hLearts to b

tourhed. Thisis absolutely necessary to-
wards the enlightenment of our uuder-
standings, .dllllll’ﬁd that that isan end =zs
important. l'oetry must, genuine poctiy
will, put ns not only inintelligent relation.
ship but alsoin generous sympathy with its
tiiemes, whetber these be nature or man-
kiud., whether age, or yvouth, or childhood,
This is what Mr. Hiley has done in all of
his poetry, especially in bis “Rbymes of
Childbooa.”




