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“SWATENIN'."
L] PR
With rhythmic swell the dinner bell
- Proclaimed the mid-day meal:

And through the hall came great and small,
With more than wonted zeal ;

For lo! "neath savory naplkin hid,
Safe from marauding fiy,
A green gooseberry ple.

Behind his plate each member sate
In calm, expectant biiss;

But when ihe treat was served "twas piain
That was amisa

And littie Bob, who'd been the first
The tempting dish to try,

‘With aspect blue, and face askew,
Cried: *“Ma, what ails the ple?”

Yes “what? indesd! None felt the need
To rample it aguin:

And Kate, the cook, was duly ealled
To make the matter plain,

In dudgeon high, she tried the pla,
Then quickly dropped her chin;

®= Arrah!" she gasped, “Ol clane forgot

To put the swatenin' in.

Alns! methought, how very oft, -
As o'er this world we roam,

We see folks make the same mistake
In bullding up & home;

They try to maks it without love—
The most essential thing—

And fall, because they “clane forget™
To put the “swatenin' ™ in.

And now, young friends, and old ones, too,
If this should cateh your eye,
Hamember, love is to o home
Vhat sugar is to plo;
And If you'd make your home s place
Where Heaven's joys begin,
Be eareful that you don't forget
To put the “swatenin'* in.
—Maortimer C. Brown, In Yankes Blade,

THOSE BLACKBERRIES.

How Peace Was Restored In the
Hill Parish

“Wall, thoy needn’t try to stuff any
such story down my throat,” and the
strings of the bonnet which Miss Kid-
der was trimming flapped deflantly.

“Picked half a bushiel of blackberries
seftin’ in a carriage! Nobody ever heard
©' such a thing, an' I've been on every
back road in Melrose time an' again.
Beosides, it's my opinion that with
Kate Davis along—" (Here Miss Kid-
der dropped her voice decorously and
simpered as though she were a girl of
eighteen.) “It's my opinion the’ was
somethin’ besides pickin' blackberries
guin’ on. It's really disgraceful the
way she runs after him. I don’t want
to say any thing against Mr.
Fosdick, of course, but I do think that
such ridiculous stories told by a minister
tend to brine disgrace on the cause of
religion; I really do, Mrs. Johnson; an'
1 think Mr. Fosdiek ought to be warned
to show more respect for his sacred call-
ing.”

*Well, p'r'aps you're right, Miss Kid-
der. It does sound perfectly ridiculous,
when you come to think ser'ously of it.
But the' zin't no sort o’ doubt but what
Besaid it. I myself heard him say he
noever see tho berries so thick in his
life, so that they picked 'em from the
carriage, an’' at the same time he showed
a great heapin® basket of "em that he
took to Miss Warner, an’ she's made
such a parade about She says they
picked em’ all out o' the carriage as
they drove along; so we've got it jest
straight, an’ it's a monstrous tall story.

*still, Miss Ktdder, 1 don’ know as 1
seq what you'ro going to doabout it
Mr. Fosdick's & reel nice young man, an'
when he ain't rfuauin’ ‘round with the
teacher he docs well by the parish. You
don't exactly want to asccuse him o
lyin® about a few blackberries.”

“The truth is of more consequence
than a great many blackberries, Mrs.
Jonnson,” repided Mra. Kidder, severe-
1y. *“An’ for one I know just what I
shall do. [ shall bring the matter up in
the ladies’ prayer-meeting on Tuesday,
where we can talk it all over delib-
erately an® see just how much there is
to it. Then, if the ladies think it
proper to proccad, the deacons’ wives
an' some of the influential members can
move in the matter. We'll do every
thing properly and give no oceasion for
sneers about ‘gossipin’ women!" Oh, I
Jest despise that phrase!”” and Miss
Kidder gave her boot a vicious tap upon
the floor of her little shop.

Meanwhile Harold Fosdick was as
happy as s newly-accepted lover with a
Food digestion ocught to be. Melrose
was Foadick's first parish, and it had
Em\red sadly disillusionizing. A yearago

¢ had come out of the theological
seminary fired with a generous en-
thusiasm to serve his fellows and to in-
<ulecate the gospel of His Master by
teaching love rather than theology. Ie
had heard much of the decayed churches,
the intellectual and spiritual poverty of
the hill towns of New England, and he
had resolved to give three years of his
youth to warming one such community
into spiritual life.

He had found his efforts so far fruit-
less.  Free from self-consciousness and
full of missionary zeal, he found him-
aelf measurced by standards of whose
vory existence he had been ignorant
Preaching as enrnestly and directly as
he was able, working constantly by per-
sonal contact with the people, he found
to his dismay that no one expected his
work to bear fruit. Deacon Wadsworth
told him that Melrose was too small for
a revival; there were not enough young
people. The deacon added pointedly
that the pastor's true field lay in keep-
ing the people sound in the doctrine.
“You're a young man yet, Mr. Fosdick,
and perhaps you don’t understand the

ish as well as you will in a year or
two. 1 highly approve of practical ser-
mons myself, and you've given us some
wery able ones, but at the same time 1
allow that there may be too much of a
good thing and that every body in the

ish ain’t of my mind. If you preach
=o much about works and bearin' one
another’'s burdens an’ the like, some
folks will think you're squintin® to-
wards a raise in your salary; others will
say that you are hittin' at some one,
and your influence will be very much
weakened.™

This is but a sample. Fosdick found
his personality of much more interest
to the people than his preaching. His
movements were matters of village
gossaip; his parish calls, the reading eir-
<clehe had formed, and even the prayer
meeting were flelds for undisguised
social rivalry. It seemed at times that
mot & human being was better for his

} mﬁ The ljﬂp:thy of a bright,
~ was tea

fore them.
attachment the latest village joke and
the probabilities of his marriage freely
commented upon.

From a drive in the early days of his
engagement, Fosdick brought home
that basket of blackberries whieh proved
the turning point of his experience.
He found one of the little-used mount-
ain roads fringed, and in many places
almost overgrown with luxuriant black-
berry vines, bending under a burden of
fruit. Stray branches reached far over
the roadway, and the young people
feasted withount leaving their seats. At
a mountain farm-house, Fosdick bought
a great basket of the * fruit for Mrs.
Warner, with whom he boarded, and re-
turning showed the great heap of gleam-
ing berriesto Mra, Johnson, s parishioner
whom they met in the highway. He
did not mention that he had bought the
berrries, fearing that even that slight
purchase might be made the subject of
discussion. He did describe the large
yield in terms that appealed to Mrs.
Johnson’s housewifely instinets,and in
doing so mentioned the easewith which
heand Miss Davis had picked berries
from the carriage, littledreaming thathe
had planted a seed which would ountstrip
Jack's bean stalk ingrowth.

Mra Warner took good care mot to
hide her minister's thoughtfulness un-
der a bushel. Her neighbors were given
ample opportunity to admire her jars of
jam. By the time she had told the
story of her prize for the dozenth time
the good woman had come to believe
that the minister had picked the berriea
with his own hand. Certainly the other
members of Fosdick's congregation so
understood it, and a direful commotion
ensued. .

The ladies’ prayer-meeting proved a
sorry affair; it soon divided into two
campa, one rallying about Mrs. Meach-
am, to whom Miss Kidder had commit-
ted her view of the case, and the other
following the lead of Mrs. Warner,
whose zeal for the minister was not sec-
onded by the best judgment or by skill
in debate. Mrs. Meacham was the wife
of the richest man 1n Melrose, a woman
of fine presence and of experience in
public discussion. She felt aslight per-
sonal pigue at the young minister which
was warmed into open wrath by some
pointed personal allusions of Mrs. War-
ner's, and Mra. Meacham pushed the
matter farther than she otherwise would
have done. The meeting took no official
action, but when it dispersed, with the
sweet strains of “*Naomi” ringing in the
ears of the participants, it carried into
every home in the parish the charge
that their pastor was a willful and reck-
less liar,

When Fosdick heard of the discussion
the carnal man in him trivmphed over
Divine grace, and he raged furiously.
When Sunday came, and the little
church was crowded, Kate Davis’ heart
sank as she saw Harold walk quickly
and deflantly into the pulpit, his face
flushed and his eyes shining. The open-
ing prayer seemed a strangely perfunct-
ory performance, and Kate's face paled
as she heard the text:

*Thou shalt not bear false witness
agsinst thy neighbor™ Kate had been
conscious, without looking at the
Meacham pew, that Mrs. Meacham was
sitting erect in the stern dignity of her
jetted black silk; that Mr. Meacham,
with his seldom-worn silk hat on his
knee and his lips angrily closed, in-
dicated outraged dignity in every fiber,
while Miss Meacham, in white, repre-
sented injured innocence. Kate looked
at this array as Harold repeated his text
slowly,and alas!angrily; and she saw Mr.
Meacham rise, followed by his wife, his
daughter, two sons and some toddling
grandchildren, and march slowly out of
the church.

The excitement could hardly have
been greater had the choir gallery fal-
len. Harold's face paled and then
flushed a deeper scarlet as he waited for
the commotion to subside. Then he
painted a denunciation of the sin of
lying, with a review of the events
of the fortnight, that burned
with indignation and rankled with in-
justice and un-Christian wrath. Only a
very angry man could have preached
that sermon. Before its close, Miss
Kidder, Deacon Wadsworth and his
wife, and the entire Johnson family,
withdrew.

The church was divided from that
hour. Deacon Wadsworth requested the
pastor to resign. Harold reftised, but
expressed his willingness to submit the
matter to a council, if the church chose
to call one. HBut the supporters of the
minister proved to be in a majority, and
no meeting was called. Mr. Meacham
was not, however, to be easily balked.
He declared that never again would he
listen to Mr. Fosdick’s preaching. BSo
he set up the altar of his faction in the
town hall and hired an unsettled minis-
ter of the region to preach each Sunday.
Rivalry sprang up between the congre-
gations, and the members did not
scruple in their methods of securing at-
tendance. People who had not scen the
inside of a church for years were re-
cruited for one camp or the other, and
**Sunday clothes” were distributed as
premiums to sundry persons who de-
clared thelr inability to attend for the
lack of such garments.

The situation was becoming intolera-
ble to Fosdick. He had refused to re-
sign when Kate begged him to do so.
Now she had left the village, and he
missed keenly the comfort of her pros-
ence and the reinforcement which she
gave to the higher motives by which he
sought to govern his life. He found
himself daily called npon to sympathize
with pettiness and to approve of ques-
tionable tactics employed for the ad-
vantage of “his side,” and he felt him-
self rapidly deteriorating under the
pressure. The whole struggle had be-
come hateful, but retreat was daily be-
coming more difficult.. In the midstof
his struggle came this letter from his
old mentor at the Seminary:

“MY DEar Bory: The only courage that
counis in meeting temptation is the courage to
run away. Leave Melrose ns s00n us possible.
Stay not on the order of your going. but go at
once. You must be growing daily worse under
the influence of such a struggle, and the parish
must be deterioratiug also, The thing 1o be
done is to stop the corrosion of the guarrel as
soon as possible, Of course it would be better
if you could leave a reunited parish behind you,
but it is rarely possible 1o do the ideal thing
with the frafities of human nature, and this
wound will heal more guickly with the foreign
substance removed.

“The only place known of at present for you
is a mission in the lower part of this city. The
work needs the unselfish Christlan devotion of

NoEs

had not felt for montha. As he thought
humbly and penitently of the strife and
discord he had planted—in his present
mood be could accept all the blame of
which he had previously repudiated any
part with scorn—in of the Chris-
tian love and quickened Christizn living
which he had hoped to awaken, it
seemed ag if no “sacrifice could be too
great to repair the mischief that had
been wrought.

Suddenly he saw a light flicker
among the village houses. It disap-
peared and broke out again with greater
brilliancy. Fosdick ran with all his
strength down the mountain side. En-
tering the street he ram shouting fto-
ward the red light that now seemed the
central spot in the sky, until he reached
s house whose roof was in flames, while
not an inmate seemed stirring. All his
faculties were absorbed by the progress
of the spreading flames, and he crashed
his way through a glass door, and up
the stair-case revealed by the lurid
light from aboye, without having be-
come conscious of his surroundings, of
the house or of aught but the danger.
Among the voices fhat responded to his
eries were those of children, and Fosdick
made his way to them. The firelight
feil through a window upon a bed where
two children sat crying, too much
frightened to run away. IHe caoght
them in bis arms and ran to the hall be-
low. Here he found Mr. and Mrs.
Meacham, trying in an uncertain
way to open the door. There was
no time forexplanations, and as Fosdick
caught the key he cried: “I have the
children safe. Aretheothersall awake?”

“Yes, they will be right down,” Mr
Meacham replied; but Mrs. Meacham
threw up her arms, exclaiming: *“Get
the baby! she is in the crib in the room
with the others. Quick! the fire’s fall-
ing through the roof,” she cried, as Fos-
dick sprang back up the stairs.

The hall was now thick with smoke
and he missed the door. There wereno
cries 1o guide him this time, and when
he reached the child the walls were
ready to break into flames. The varnish
on the stair rail was crackling on
his return, and he did not dare to carry
the child through the blaze. Dashing
to a front window, he called to the peo-
ple below, holding little Alice far out
into the reviving air. Almost instantly
a matiress was raised and the baby was
safely below. A moment later Fosdick
crashed into a sturdy lilae bush, and the
roof fell.

The embers of the Meacham house
smoked in solitude a few hours later.
People were discussing the fire in little
groups as they entered their houses, re-
joicing in the escape of little Alice, and
praising Fosdick’s bravery. Fosdick
and the baby lay unconscious in a house
across the way, while Mrs. Meacham
wandered about the room wringing her
hands. Mr. Meacham stood speechless
over the baby’s bed, and his son’'s slen-
der wife, almost a nonentity at other
times, knelt, feverishly waiting for her
darling’s returning smile. It came at
last, and soon after Fosdick opened his
eyes and joined, though weakly, in the
general rejoicing. Mr. Meacham hesi-
tated for a moment, then coming over to
Harold's bed, he held out his hand, ex-
claiming:

“Mr. Fosdick, I can’t hold hard feel-
ings toward a man who is ready to risk
his life for me or mine. A man who can
do that is good Christian enough to
preach to me. The first Sunday you are
able to go back- to the pulpit you will
find mé in my pew, and I hope to listen
to your preaching in it for many years
to come.”

A fortnight later the two congrega-
tions had been united. The church was
crowded and the text was: *‘‘Blessed are
the peacemakers.”

A year later there was a wedding in
the little church and Meachamites and
Fosdickites were mingled so indiserim-
inately in the pews that the sharpest
eye was unable to trace a party line.

Miss Kidder alone remained obdurate.
“1 always did say,” she declared, ‘‘that
Mr. Fosdick lied about them blackber-
ries, an’ I ain’t goin’ to switch "round
just beenuse he pulled a baby out o’ the
fire an® then rum away. Not that I
wonder at the Meachams. They wor-
ship the ground little Alice treads on,
an' if it hadn’t been for Mr. Fosdick
they wouldn't have had her now. But
I've said I like the new minister best,
an’l do, an' I don’t believe in palaverin'
over this weddin’ an’ pretendin’ I'm the
best friend they've got. Oh, I shall go,
1 s'pose, in a back pew an' see what the
bride's dress is like. But I won't dress
up, an' I won't go to Miss Warner's
ridiculous reception, so there!"—Ham-
ilton Ormsbee, in Drake's Magazine.

THE NEW EDUCATION.

A Misconception That Hlas Done & World
of Harm In the Past.

There is a grave misconception in the
minds of many persons concerning the
“new education.” It is supposed by
some that the ‘“‘new education” only
gives boys such things as they like to
learn. Their diet, according to this
theory, should be plum-cske and jam,
made spicy to the palate and easy to
masticate, and it has been supposed that
oral teaching and object lessons were
resorted to because it was an easy way
to get knowledge into the mind of the
child. This misconception has donea
world of harm in the past; it is not
likely to do so much in the future, be-
cause now the principles of the ‘‘mew
education™ are more clearly under-
stood. Oral teaching and object lessons
are given not hecaunse knowledge is thus
more easily gained, but because the
mode of obtaining that knowledge is
more in accordance with nature’s sys-
tem. There are many persons in the
school-room who have untrsined judg-
ments, but who desire to employ the
new modes of teaching. They often re-
quire mo work from the pupil, or en-
force no discipline, and give no punish-
ments. Such persons will fail, because
they are ignorant. There is work belore
the pupil; there is work before him all

—Parsley and are excellent for
at hand such seeds as celery, carrot-
seed, etc., may be substituted with good
results

—To make genuine cream pies, take
three cups of rich cream and sweeten to
taste; one small tablespoonful of flour,
and a little salt and nutmeg. Bake it
without an upper crust

—The upper part of a fine, white oot-
ton stocking is excellent for making a
bath-bag. Fill this with about egual
parts of barley and bran. Throw it in-
to the bath and allow it to remain until
the water feels soft and smooth to the
touch. It has a fine effect upon the
akin.

—An antiseptic is a substance which
prevents decay in material that is liable
to undergo decomposition. Sugar, salt,
vinegar, alcohol, smoke, heat and cold
are familiar domestic examples; while
in surgery we have carbolic acid, cor-
rosive sublimate, boracic acid and vari-
ous other substances in common use.—
The Housekeeper.

—One reason, and that a chief one,
why these faultfinders are so dainty, is
that they continually overeat; nothing
“'tastes good” to their jaded palates. If
they would take a crust of bread and a
bit of cheese for lunch, and spend the
day mountain-climbing, they would be
glad of the supper considered so lacking;
the situation would at once improve.
p—German Potato Balls.—Take one
pintof mashed potatoes and add to them,
while hot, an ounce of butter, two
tablespoonfuls of cream, salt, pepper and
a teaspoonful of onion-juice; add suffi-
cient flour, about three tablespoonfuls,
to hold the potatoes together. Form
them into balls, dip them in beaten egg,
drop them atonce in smoking-hot fat,
drain and serve.—Troy Times.

—In regard to the care of canary
birds, the food should consist of canary
and rape seed mixed with a little green
food now and them and also pieces of
sweet apple. Hard-bolled eggs are good
for them, and a piece of cuttle fish
should always be kept in the cage. Keep
the perches and cage clean and give
plenty of fresh water for drinking and
bathing. Gravel paper is nice for the
bottom of the cage.—N. Y. World.

—Risen Cake.—Take three pounds of
flour, one and a-half pounds of loaf
sugar, a teaspoonful of cloves, one of
ginger, one of mace, all finely powdered.
Mix in four tablespoonfuls of good
yeast and twelve eggs. Stir all to-
gether, and if not too stiff add a little
milk. Set to rise. When light knead
in a pound of butter; have ready two
pounds of stoned raisins, mix in the
cake, pour in & mold, set in the oven
and bake. When done let stand in the
pan until thoroughly cold.

MARVELS OF HYPNOTISM.

Experiments Which Are Bafling to the
Ordinary Comprehension.

The end I have ever held before my
eyes, then, and which I hope I have
never lost from view, is this: To study
the hypnotic phenomena according to a
strictly scientific method and for this
purpose to employ processes purely
physical and which can always be com-
pared with one another, so that the re-
sults obtained by me may be rigorously
tested by all observers who shall use
the same processes under the same con-
ditions. Take one example from among
a thousand. I present to a woman pa-
tient in the hypnotic state a blank leaf
of paper and say to her: “‘Here,is my
portrait; what do you think of it? Isit
a good likeness?” After a moment's
hesitation she answers: **Yes, indeed,
your photograph; will you give it to
me?' To impress deeply in the mind
of the subject this imaginary portrait I
point with my finger toward one of the
four sides of the square leaf of paper,
and tell her that my profile looks in
that direction; I deseribe my clothing.
The image being now fixed in her mind
I take that leaf of paperand mix it with
a score of other leaves precisely like it
I then hand the whole pack to the pa-
tient, bidding her go over them and let
me know whether she finds among these
any thing she has seen before. She be-
gins to look at the leaves one after an-
other, and as soon as her eyes fall
upon the one first shown to her (I had
made upon it a mark that she could not
discern) forthwith she exclaims:
*:Look, your portrait!” What is more
curious still, if I turn the leaf upside
down, as soon as her eyes rest upon it
she turns it over, saying that my pho-
tograph is on the obverse. I then con-
vey to her the order that she shall con-
tinue to see the portrait on the blank
papereven after the hypnosis has passed.

|{ Then I awaken her and again hand to

her the pack of papers, requesting her
to look over them. She handles them
just as before when she was hypnotized,
and utters the same exclamation:
“Look. your portrait!” If now I tell her
that she may retire, she returns to her
domitory, and her first care will be to
show to her companions the photograph
I have given her. Of course, her com-
panions, not having received the sug-
gestion, will see only a blank leaf of pa-
per without any trace whatever of a
portrait, and will laugh at our subject
and treat her as a visionary. Further-
more, this suggestion, this hallucina-
tiom, will, if I wish, continue several
days; all I have to do is to express the
wish to the patient before awakening
her.

The foregoing experiment has been
made hundreds of times by me and by
others, and the fact can easily be sub-
stantiated; their objectivity is as com-
plete as could be wished in researches
of this kind. Hypnotism is directiy
amenable to our means of investigation,
and must needs be an integral part of
the known domain of science: to that
goal our efforts ought to be directed. —
Dr. J. M. Charcet, in Forum.

A RICH MAN'S WHIM.
Charming Box Parties Given by a
New York Millionalre.

You have read a line or two announc-
ing the death of Harvey Kennedy and
telling you that he was a very rich old
Wall street broker. But nothing has
been printed as to the Friday night
sight his demise will take away from

The

day night he invited six young ladies to
go with him to the epera. His guests
were chosen from among all his ae-

made the eighth person in tho
‘party. To every lady he senta huge
bouquet of the costliest roses, tied with
a wery leng and wide satin ribbon ex-
actly matching her dress, or at least
harmonizing with It in color. To be
exact about this he usually obtained a
scrap of the chief material in each in-
stance and these samples were delivered
to the florist, who obtained ribbons for
the eight bouquets to suit Every Fri-
day night the Kennedy barouche would
start from his own quarters—he had
lately lodged in the Union League Club
—with the host alone within it His
first call would be at the houso of the
chaperone and thence they would go the
rounds of six honored domiciles, finally
bringing up at the Metropolitan with
the always-envied load. Mr. Kennedy
was & handsome old man, large of
stature, with a ruddy, beaming face and
snow-white hair. It was an odd spec-
tacle to see him in his box surrounded
by a bevy of vivacious girls handsomoly
costumed and profusely decked with
roses of his providing. After the opera
was over he always took the party o
one or another of the most fashionable
restaurants, where he treated them wa
magnificent supper. The cost of this
weekly entertainment could not have
been iess than $500. Mr. Kennedy died
of heart disease. Now, how many of
my readers will fail to remark that of
course, mno old widower's heart could
stand such a complex strain as that?—
From Clara Belle's Letter,

A BIG SNAKE STORY.

How the Cribo ot Bt. Lucia Swallows
Serpents Larger Than Itselfl.

No part of the West Indies is so rich in
snake stories as St. Lucia. Froude tells
how this fer de lance hunts his human
prey by creeping along a garden path un-
til the guileless tourist falls foul of him,
when in the flash of the eye the fierce
beast hasstabbed him with fangs that
never do less tham kill. Coleridge, a
nephew of the poet, who visited tho
island in 1925, gives the gentle readera
shudderby saying that not even on horsa-
back is the inquisitive traveler safe from
a savage monster known as the wood
slave, whose bite is as deadly as that of
Froude’s horror and whose instincts are
no less desperate. Neither of these
gentlemen had seen any snake in St
Lucla; no more have L Buat it will
never do to leave the island without
something on this subject more author-
itative than the yarn of an enginecr
sergeant.

I therefore take pleasure in assuring
prospective travelers to this place that
in 1844 St. Lucia was pronounced to be
*infested by countless reptiles,” and
this from the pen of one who had re-
sided thirteen years in the place, Mr.
Breen. But his snake story differs ma-
terially from those of both Froude and
Coleridge in that he appears to know
neither fer de lance nor wood slave, but
tells of a ubiguitous “yellow serpent,”
whose bite, however, may be effectually
cured if promptly attended to, and from
what I learned in Castries I am disposed
to back the statement of the thirteen-
year residenter as against those of the
two gentlemen first quoted, though the
one be a historian and the cther the son
of a Bishop. This yellow serpent, how-
ever, Has an enemy ecalled the cribo,
who is both aggressive and powerful,
and attacks his yellowship at sight and
without provocation. Mr. Breen says
that the yellow serpent in these com-
bats usually comes off second best, and
that the cribo is so clever that when he
is through with the fight he rolls about
on the leaves of a plant called piced
poule, whivh operation notonly counter-
acts any evil effects from the other's
bite, but acts as a tonic for more fight of
the same kind, so that ultimately the
cribo is sure to gain the victory, which
he signalizes by swallowing his victim
whole, commencing with the head.

Sometimes the cribo is called upon to
swallow an adversary longer and bigger
than himself, an operation that might
discourage one less fruitful in resources.
The work is accomplished in this wise:
The cribo swallows as much as the cubie
contents as his skin permits, whereupon
he goes to sleep until time nerves him
for a sccond effort. He then sucks in
what is needful to keep himself dis-
tended, and thereupon once more seeks
rest and sleep—repeating these opera-
tions until the apparently-impossible
task is accomplished—namely: swallow-
ing more than himsell.—Leeds (Eng.)
Mercury.

UNDERPAID MINISTERS.

‘Why, Deapite Constant Finaacial Worry,

They Live Longer Than Other Man.

Life insurance men will all tell you
that ministers of religion as a class live
longer than any other. It is confirmed
by the statistics of all those who caleu-
late upon human longevity. Why is it?
There is more draft upon the nervous
system than in any other profession,
and their toil is more exhausting. I
have seen ministers kept on miserable
atipends by parsimonious congregations
who wondered at the dullness of the
sermons, when the men of God were per-
plexed almost to death by questions of
livelihood, and had not enough nu-
tritious food to keep any fire in their
temperament. No fuel, no fire. I have
sometimes seen the inside of the life of
many of the American clergymen—never
accepting their hospitality, because they
ecan not afford it; but 1 have seen them
struggle on with salaries of five orsix
hundred dollars a year—the average
less than that—their struggle well de-
picted by the Western missionary who
says in a letter: “Thank you for your
last remittance; until it came we had
not any meat in our house for one year;
and all last winter, although it wasa
severe winter, our children wore their
summer clothing.” And these men of
God I find in different parts of the land
struggling against annoyances and ex-
asperations innumerable, some of them

quaintances and not often was the same |

Fxw people know that the poet Whit-
tier is oolor-blind, and has been so for
yoars. He has just psssed his eighty-
and seems to be im
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distinction largely upo urpassed
n resta R UAS

satoral sdvantages, supplementad by =
liberal and i

rogm-m .

Itis the nntm(.‘entr-lnmnufmnt
to provide for the patrons of this line the
best service sttainable, und to this end all

directed. A splendid roadway,
train service, and ificent
squipment, are features which pl the
New York Central in the foremost rank
of the United States.

‘WERW & man succeeds in overcoming his
‘i-lpﬂi‘l tion to mik too much he writes too
mu

Consumption surely Cured.
To Taz Eprrox:—Pleass inform your
readers that I have a positive rem for
the above named disease. By its ely
use th da of hopel have been
permanently cured. 1 shall be glad to send
two bottles of my f FREE to any ol
your readers who nave consumption if 3
will send me their express and post-offioce
address. Respectfully, T. A. Buocrs, M. C..

181 Pear! street. New York

Tuene Is one thi every "bud" must
mm thn‘sn-‘ blow out—Boston

THERE is grombly no article made for the
blic which so nearlyseila itsclf as S
's Antidote for

o makes a permanent friend an

for the medicine. In thesedays, when every
sensational device is used im adverusing,
this medicine only needs to be known to

on its merits. A few doses will destroy all
Malaria in the system. Bent by mailfor one

Dr. A T. BmaLLExsxrexr, Rochester, Pa

TaAT magager performed quits =
feat who -mmnﬁm
—Hotal Gazette.

Oregon, the Paradise of Farmers.
Mild, equitable climate,certain and abundant
wm. Best frui in, grass, stock country
in world. information free. Address
Oregon Immigration Board, Portland, Oregon

in love that
cost of her

A WOMAN is mever so
she does not try to ind out
engagement ring. -

Ir you wish to do the easiest and quickess
week's washing you erer did, try Dobbins’
Electric Scap next washday. Follow the
directions. Ask your grocer for it. Been
on the market 24 years. Take no other.

= B i
THE con of some is se
that they their tales mm

they make them.—Atchison Globe.

HiBrowx's Broscuial TROCHES' are ex-
cellent for the relief of Hoarseness or Sore
Throat. They are exceedingly effective."—
‘Christian World, London, Eng.

Lirm4N=URANCE ts make
burden.—Fort w»ﬂm:.“ e
—_— - —— -

For a Cough or Sore Throat the beat medi-
cineis Hale's Honey of Horehound and Tar.
Pike's Toothache Drops Cure in one nrinute.

Brixxcx is ge! but when a crowd of
people get togethsr Hke to dissipats it

Bewaek of imitations—*Tansili's Punch "
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THE GENERAL MARKETS.

KANBAS CITY, Jar, 77,
CAETLE—Shipping steers. 4 30
Butcher steers.
Nativecows........
HBOGB—Good to choice heavy
WHEAT—No. ] red

BEINENR SupnysbsEs sypuyaRsEss n;;;;c,u;izlaggzlll

HAY—Raled
BUTTEE—Cholee creamery..
CHEESE—Full créeam

(A AR NE Ny

CATTLE-—Shipping steera__ ..
Butchers' steers...
HOGS—Packing...........co0un
SHEEP—Fair to choice
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CHICAGO.

CATTLE—Shipping steer....
HOGS—Packing and shipping
SHEEP—Falrtochoice. ... ...
FIOUR—Winter wheat.......
WHEAT—No. 2red............
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CORN—Noa %...covvvnannn
OATHE—Western mixed.
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themselves to all styies of annoy 5
and yet without complaint and cheer-
fulness of soul. How do you account
for the fact that these life-insurance

longer than any others? It is because
of the joy of their work, the joy of
the harvest field, the joy of

prodigals home to their Father's house.
—T. D. Talmage, in N. ¥. Observer.

After Pneumonia

And atiacks of s grippe, typhus fever, scariel
fever or diphtheria, the ! g

slowly, as the system iz weak and debilitated, sad
the biood oned by Lthe of the disrase.
What ls needed ks & good reliable tonicand bloot
purtser lixs Hood's Barsaparilla, which has just ibe
elements of sireagth for the body, acd vitality sod
richness for Lhe bicod which bring back rob

pro-
for ho

wishes to try i:-, by
CALIFORNIA Fi& SYRUP CO.
SAN FRANCIECO, CAL

cure it promptl
Do not accept
any substitute.
LOUISYALE, KY. NEW YORK, BV,

phyaicians because boih the m—a
MW‘- are the
agenisin "muullh-pﬁ-. It s

Euﬂ's B iy
S o

Dis-
eaces, Chronic Coughs and
Ask for Boott's Emulsion and take no ether.]

FOR TORPID LIVER.

L T
Sick Headache,
There is botter .df-'

ceommon discnses tham
Fiils, as » trial will preve. Frice, 556

the safe

E BEAN

Use the EMALL SIZE (40 Nttle. o the bot.
tie). Thaey are the most cunven 3 agos
Frice of eithver size, 25 conls per bottia
KISSING ;.7 1% 2

pune] size of this picture for
Ceuls (CUPPETS OT Slampel.

J. F. SMITH & COD.,
Makers of *“Bile Bearms. ' Si. Louis, Ma.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Bold by all droggists. §1: six for 5. Frepared oml”
by C.1. HOOD & CO.. Apotbecaries, Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dolar




