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oot necessarily for publication, bat as aa
ot Rood faith on the part of the writer.

Write only en one side of the paper. Be
Dwtlcularly careful in giving names and dates

o have tho letters a&d figure plain and
tfutioct.

HIS VISIT TO THE OLD HOME.

In a hall where costly marble gleamed amid the
Baslleht clarc.

Where the rich man of the city passed with
proud, important air.

Where tho bankers and the brokers whiled their
leisure hours away

And discussed the world of finance and the
topics ot the day.

In a deep embrasured window, by a table richly
spread.

Sat a portly broker eating, while from time to
time he read

From the dally papers columns of the "stocks"
and "bulls" and "bears,"

And he sighed In weary sorrow for his many
business cares.

Soon he hailed a merchant friend, who was
slowly passing by:

"Hi, there. Jim I say, old fellow Jim I say,
there, Jim hi yi!

Wherc've you been these many weeks past?
I've not seen you here to town.

You're been rusticating, surely, for you're look-
ing strong and brown."

"Yes," said James, "sit down, old fellow, and
I'll tell vou of the Joy

Of a visit to Wisconsin, where I lived when but
a boy,

I bad quiet a quarrel with father somo twenty
years ago.

And I left my home and mother, as I thought,
foreicrmorc.

"Soon I turned up in this city, like most runa-
waysquite poor:

And secured a place as errand-bo- in a whole-
sale dry goods store.

And by gna wins .and by scraping, like somo old
penurious mouse.

I've grown rich and have a plenty, and am part-
ner in the 'house.'

And I almost had forgotten that my parents
wore not dead,

For I seldom thought of mother, and the home
where I was bred.

But I thought I'd like, some fishing, down on
Fire Island bay.

So I told my friends in business I was off for
just a day.

"But the wrapper round my dinner was a little
weekly paper.

Which is published in the home place, called
the H'oritwian' Fapcr,

And familiar names thore printed make me sick
for home, no doubt.

For I thought, 'I'll visit mother and the home
place while I'm out.'

So I took the train that evening, and cro many
hours were past,

I was at the modest station of the dear old
town at last.

And familiar sights around me, that I hadn't
seen for years.

Stirred my heart with deep emotions, and filled
my eyes with tears.

"The busy station-maste- r was a man whom I
once knew,

So I quiokly stepped before him, said I: '"Col-

lins, how d'ye do?'
He looked at me in wonder, and he said: Ta

very sure.
Though I can't quite recognize you, that Tve

seen you here before."
J told him who I was, and then we had quite a

chat
We talked about thojpld place of this thing

and that.
1 asked him about the old folks, and said he:

'Jim, indeed.
You didn't come a bit too soon; the old folks

are in noed.'

"I tell you, John, that knocked me Just nearly
off my feet.

To think ot father and mother, maybe, suffering
for food to eat

So I wired to Chicago for a thousand-dolla- r

check.
And struck for home across the lots as It I'd

break my neck.
Things didn't look right, somehow, when I

reached the place at last;
The dear old home was going to wreck and ruin

fast.
But I walked right to the door, and loudly rang

the bell
Mother answered tho summons she wasn't

looking well.

"I could se? many a patch and darn in herneat
and tidy dress.

And strong emotions rose, John, I couldn't well
repress

Those dear old honest eyes of hers caused mine
to grow quite dim.

She fell upon my neck and sobbed 'It's Jim-
my own son Jim!'

I broke down, too, and cried, though I hadn't
wept tor years;

A lump seemed rising in my throat, my eyes
ran o'er with tears.

Father came in ere very long, and we all broke
down again.

And mother's tears fell thick and fast like
beaven's holy rain.

"I ate my supper heme that night, 'twas
naught but bread and meat,

I didn't mind that, my heart was full too full
by far to eat.

Mother told me ot their troubles, as we loitered
o'er the "bread,

From the mortgage on the homstcad, down to
finding Bnndle dead.

This mortgage on their house and lot would
soon be due, she said.

And they'd have to leave the place at once, un-

less the cash was paid.
But while she told her troubles she looked

across and smiled.
And said that she was happy now because

she'd found her child.

T got my cash by mail next day, and bought a
lot to eat

Of delicacies by the pound a joint of tender
meat,

Twas good to see their dear old eyes, when all
this came to hand;

And father said that Joint of meat was some-
thing truly grand.

His voice really trembled, as he asked a simple
graco.

And a single tear rolled slowly down his honest,
wrinkled face. '

So while mother poured the coffee, and father
carved the Jowl,

I slipped the thousand dollars in the old bine
sugar bowl.

''Mother smiled across the table, as she poured
the coffee out.

She said she hadn't a drop for a year or near
about,

She dipped into the sugar, but suddenly she
stopped.

And peeping down, into the bowl the spoon
was quickly dropped.

They both gazed on the roll ot bills, and their
honest eyes grew dim.

Mother whispered low beneath her breath:
'Bless God for my son Jim.

I staid home most a month, old boy, and paid off
every debt,

ril send them something every week, they'll
have enough, you bet."

The broker grasped James by the hand, and
said, In accents low:

"You've touched this hard old heart of mine by
what you've said, you know,

I haven't heard from my old home for fifteen
years or more.

But Tm going to take the train for there to-

morrow morning, sure!"
ft Convoy Baler, in Atlanta CcntiUullon.

THE COWBOYS' SCHOOL.

A 'Teller' That "Wanted to Be
Taken as a Life Scholar.

"What's that?" mumbled Stub Tal-
ly, with his mouth full of "corn dodg-
er," liberally lubricated with "side
meat" gravy.

"It's the truth; that's what it is!"
growled Sand, laying down his section
of dodger and scowling at Stub.
"ThinklwaslyinM say!"

"No," returned the other. "Beckon
ycr tellin' the truth, I mean, what's
that over thar?"

"Looks like a waggin'," said Ben
Daywood.

Long Ike Beadier, the fourth mem-
ber of the group of cowboys, dining in
the shade of a lone and "scrubby" jack
oak, said nothing, but continued to ap-

pease his appetite with huge bites of
dodger and "middling."

"Wal, if it's a waggin, what's it a
doin' out yore, twenty mile from any
road?" questioned Stub.

"Can't prove it by me," answered
Sand.

"Nor me," said Ben Daywood.
Long Ike Beadier said nothing.
"What d'ye reckon it's doin, IkcP'

questioned Sand.
"MovinV
Shorl-tcmper- Sand, whoso name

at one time had been Alexander some-
thing, had, in his long contact with
life on the lange, which had worn off
the greater part of his name, gained
one bit of wisdom. That was not to
pick a quarrel with Long Ike Beadier.
So he contented himself with a short
cxpression'of great wrath.

That was all that could be said of the
snail-lik-e advance of the distant vehi-
cle. It was moving and little more.

By the time all but Long Ike had fin-

ished their dinners, tho cow-bo- had
decided to investigate tho mystery.

"Cattle will take keer uv themselves
while we're gone, I reckon," said
Sand.

They flung themselves onto their
stuidy "Cayuse" ponies and dashed
away across the prairie. Long Ike in
the rear, contentedly munching a huge
chunk of corn bread, the last of the
dinner.

"Must be Old Man Poverty Himself,"
commented Ben Daywood, as after a
sharp ride they drew near tho slowly
advancing vehicle. "One spring wagon
with a rag for a coter."

'"One big linipin' skeleton with boss
hide stretched over it," commented
Stub.

"Yes'n one little limpin' skeleton
witii runic hide stretched over it," add-
ed Sand.

Long Ike. busy with his r,

said no tiling.
"Whole outfit ain't worth six bits,"

said Stub. "Can't euro them limps.
If u had a team that limped that-a-wa-

Ike, what'd you do with 'cm?"
"Let'em limp!" Ike answered la-

conically.
"Wal, I'll be switched!" ejaculated

Stub, as they came close to the vehicle.
"Me, too!" Ben and Sand echoed.
The broad-brimm- hat that con-

cealed the faco of the driver of the
limping team was pushed back by a
small hand, and tho sight of the face
that was revealed caused Sand to burst
out:

"Boys, it's a a "
"A girl!" put in Long Ike, so inter-

ested that, for a moment, ho forgot to
munch the chunk of dodger.

"Tackle her. Stub!" said Sand.
"Tackle her yersclf," was the reply.

"I'm no good on pretty talk."
"Nur me; Ben, you do the talkin'!"

"""Not me." demurred Ben Daywood.
Without a word. Long Ike rode for-

ward, and his comrades followed him.
Long Ike thrust the corn dodger into
tho breast of his sliirt, and. w itIt a mo-
tion that was intended to bo graceful,
removed his hat, revealing a mop of
sun-fad- hair that seemed a total
stranger to the application of a comb.
Instantly tho other cowboys imitated
his example, and, in turn, exposed
shocks of hair as tangled as was the
thatch of Long Ike.

"Don't bo skcercd, miss," began
Ike, pacifically. "Wo won't pester
you. mat tnar s Hen Day wood. oi
ler next to him is Sand. All tho name
he's got, I reckon. Little fellow thar
is Stub Tally. An' this yereV indi-
cating himself "is Ike Beadier."

As each was introduced he made an
elaborate but awkward bow, and fur-
tively rubbed his mop of hair, as if in
hopo of reducing its rebellious snarls
to more presentable appearance.

"I am glad to meet you, gentlemen,"
tho girl said pleasantly.

"Much obleeged to ye." returned
Long Ike, w hile the rest repeated their
awkard bows.

"Hit's jest ," Ike went on.
"None uv our business whatyerdoaa'
yore, an' we hain't to ask ycr.
but if yer sorto felt like tellin' us,
vr'y "

They listened in silence while she
told her story a simple story w ith a
dash of originili:y aud a vein of pathos
running through it.

"Me an' the boys," began Long Ik",
when she had finished, "will "

"Thar goes the cattle?" shouted Ben
Daywood.

They dashed away with snch speed
that the chunk of dodger bounded out
of the breast of Long Ike's shirt and
was lost. It was nearly half an hour
before the broad horns were driven
back where they belonged, and the
cowboys, by "riding line" for awhile,
had got them to feeding in the opposite
direction. As they rode back again
toward the wagon. Long Ike'shead was
bent as if he was pondering deeply.

Boys," ho said, suddenly, "if a
struggle like her'n don't deserve to be
rewarded with success nuthin' does."

"Yer right," agreed his comrades.
"An' I reckon she needs hit bad

enough, too," Ike went on. "The
long trip on the cars an' the buyin in
the wagin' an' skeletons whar the rail-
road stopped mnst a' took right smart
uv her money. Wal "

"Miss," Ike began, when they reach-
ed the wagon. "We're sump'n mor'n
common cowboys. We're tho school
board'n this yere deestrict."

His comrades stared in astonish-
ment.

"We've decided that you kin have
tho school, an' tho term will begin r'.

if"
"Ike," called Stub. "Yere, a min-

ute, will ye?"
The' all rode out of earshot of the

wagon and engaged in an animated
discussion.

Hainfplayin' no pranks with her!"
Bee retorted, in response to the indig-
nant accusations of his comrades.

"But thar haint a child twixt this an
the county line." protested Stub.
"Nobody to goto her school."

"Haint schools forignoruntpcople?"
demanded Long Ike.

"Yes."
"Warl, I'm yere to say that we're as

ignorant as they make 'em, an' the .fel-

ler that knows any thing has got to
fight me. I "

"Ike," interrupted Ben. "We don't
knownothin'!"

That's what we don't!" agreed his
comrades.

"Knowed we didn't," said Long Bee.

"When an orphan jjirl with blue

eyes and a face mado thin by hard
work is fooled into spendin her little
savin's by lyin' report that teachers is
wanted out jrcre on We range, an'
comes out yere to sorto battle with ig
norance, w'y suo'sn-goi- n to find igno
rance! -

"Yon bet!" assented his comrades.
When they 'returned to the wagon

Long Ike began:
"The small children out yero hain't
I mean the wal, that is, we're

tho children. We're goin' to school
to you ourselves. Wo don't know
nuthin'."

"You bet we don't!" agreed tho
others.

"Sand." said Stub Tally afterward,
"blamed if I didn't feel sorry for her
when she faced the idea uv teachin' us
great lummoxes!"

"Me, too!" said Sand.
Presontly it was all settled, and slen-

der littlo Alice Hamlin was appointed
by tho school board to teach
themselves in a district that they them-
selves had created.

"But, I have never graduated in tho
higher branches," the girl had pro-te- s

ted, half timidly. "I do know enough
to teach you any thing."

Yes, you do!" cried Long Ike.
"Any thingyou know will be learnin'
to us. We don't know nuthin'!"

And his comrades agreed with him.
Alice Hamlin, installed as teacher of
tho cowboys, became a member of tho
littlo household of Old Man Nixon,
who assisted tho cook and "pottered"
about tho ranch, while his wife made
and mended for tho cowboys to tho
number of fifteen or twenty.

On pleasant days Alico accompanied
by "Mam" Nixon, kindly old soul,
would repair to tho lone true, which, on
a slight elevation. rnmmaudcd a view of
tho "entire line." Thero while "Mam"
sewed and marveled at the wisdom of
the girl and tho dense ignorance of the
cowboys, Alico swayed tho scepter of
learning. It was not long till all the
cowboys on tho ranch were more or
less constant attendants at Alico's
school, and tho profound ignorance
displayed by the men who, before, had
not been considered lacking in intel-
lect, was simply appalling. The school
board, in special session, decided that,
in view of tho difficulty in instilling
learning into such phenomenal block-
heads, the salary of the littlo teacher
bo doubled.

By tho time tho school had run a few
months a change had come over tho
board of directors. They were no
longercommunicative. There seemed
something continually on the mind of
each, and they regarded each other
with suspicion.

"Wal," remarked Long Ike, com-
muning with himself, "reckon I know
what's tho matter with the boys, an'
hanged if I blame 'era! Prairie air,
good cook in' an' light work has dono
wonders for her, an' if War's any pret-
tier girl 'twixt this an' anywhere, I'd
like mighty well to see her. Ike, if
you. was on'y wal, you hain't an' that
settles it Ike, ycr an old fool; that's
what you air!"

"Wal," ho resumed, after a pause,
I'll jest take this matter by the tail,

so to speak, an' pull hit into shape.
Ike, you ole fool, you're old enough to
wish the best man luck, an' not kick
because you cain't git the prize!"

Later, at Long Ike's call, the board
of directors met on business connected
with the school mistress, but not with
the school.

"Boys," Ike began, abruptly, "War's
a feller that don't like the way the
school's runnin'. Wants "

"Who's tho cuss?" cried tho others,
wrathfully.

"Haint content to go to school one
term," went on Ike, "but wants to be
taken fcr a life scholar. His name is
Stub, Ben, Sand and company!"

In their astonishment the others for-
got to ask who the 'company' was,
and he did not tell them.

"Tho question is," Ike went on,
"which one loves her the best, an' "

"Me!" answered each one of the au-

dience.
"Wal, w'yn't you brace up liko men.

an' each ask her for himself and abide
by the decision, 'stead uv scowlin' at
eacli other like a passel uv badgers?"

"Can't!" said Stub, sheepishly.
"Same yere!" followed Ben.
"Me too!" added Sam.
"Ask for us, Ike," pleaded Stub.
As the little procession, consisting of

the school board, was on its way to old
man Nixon's house, a cowboy of a
neighboring ranch, on his way home
from town, reined up his cayuse long
enough to hand Ike a letter.

"For yer school marni," he said.
"Soon's jcr letters read." began

Long Iko, when with his sheepish com-
rades he stood before the little tcacher-e- r,

the board has got sumpin' to say
to you."

Apologizing for keeping them wait-
ing, she read the missive, and a blush,
perhaps of happiness, tinted her
cheek.

Miss Alice," Long Ike began, "the
board wants to say that we reckon you
know that we've got ycr happiness at
heart in every thing we do, an' "

"You have! Indeed you have!"
Alico cried.

"Yes. wal, hit's jest this way. Thar's
a feller that wants you to take him as
a lifo scholar, an "

"How did you know it?" cried tho
girl.

"Oh, I knowed. An1 1 want to say
that the boys has 'greed to bide by yer
choice an pleased at it. They "

"Oli, I am so glad! But, then, you
can not help liking him! I waited for
more definite news before telling you.
But he says in this letter that he will
arrive here almost as soon as it does,
an' oh, I am so glad that you. who
have been so kind to me, will welcome
him!"

To use a popular expression, the eyes
of Messrs. Stub, Ben and Sand "bugged"
out as the truth dawned upon them,
and when, ten minutes later. Long Ike
turned from tho little teacher to his
comrades Wey were nowhere to be
seen. He found them behind the sheds
and as Long Ike joined them the horny
palms of the four met.

"Boys," Ike said, "they've b'n
awaitin' for each other tiiree years.
Fore, corns out yere to make her for-
tune, without lettin' him know whur
sho'd gone. When wo raised her pay
she w rote him. He had good news to

send in return. Good payia job.
Comin oat yere to many her, an'
waL l reckon wea waiter'

"We air!".
That was all.
The happiness of the little teacher

whon ber lover came was good to see.
And tho welcome of tho school board
was as hasty as if none of them had

to be little Alico Hamlin's life
scholar.

After tho ceremony, at which a little
host of cowboys wcro present and
Preacher Moxie, of Jordan City, off-
iciated, Long Iko stepped before the
brido and groom.

"The school board" ho said, "lows
no tc ichcr ever had sech a class of
chumb-head- s to teach, an' an' wal,
they want me to giro ycr this yere, an'
God bless ye!"

"This yere" was a littlo roll of bank
bills.

The happy couple could not thank
Long Ike and his comrades, for they
had fled. They did not appear to bid
Alico and her husband farewell when
they departed on their Eastern jour-
ney.

That night, as tho school board sat
at supper. Long Ike, with his mouth
full of "dodgers," uttered tho one
word:

"Pardners."
And tho "board" answered, as one

man:
"Yer bet!" Tom P. Morgan, in o

Inler-Occa-

HABITS OF BIRDS.
An Observer States That They Can bieep

With One Kye Open.
Binls do not cough and sneoze, but

the dream and snore, making tho
most distressing sounds, as if strang-
ling. They hiccough a vqry droll af-

fair it is, too and they faint away.
A goldfinch being frightened one night,
in his struggles was caught between
tho wires, and gave a cry like the
squeak of a mouse in distress. On my
hastening to his relief, he slipped out
into the room, nnd ilew wild y about
till ho hit something and fell to the
floor. Ho was picked up, and his fright
culminated in a dead faint Tho littlo
head drooped, tho body was limp, ap-

parently perfectly lifeless, and he was
lain in his cago ready to be buried in
the morning. He was placod carefully
on his breast however, nnd in a few
moments ho hopped upon his perch,
shook out his ru filed feathers, aud com-
posed himself to sleep.

One feat sometimes ascribed to man
is in the caso of birds a literal fact
thoy can sleep with one eyo open.
This curious habit I have watched
closely, and I find it common in nearly
all tho varieties I havo been able to ob-

serve. Ono eye will close sleepily,
shut tisht nnd appear to enjoy a good
nap, while tho other is wide awnko as
ever. It is not always tho eyo toward
tho light that sleeps nor is it invari-
ably tlve ono from tho light Tho pres-
ence or absonco of people makes no
difference. I have even had a bird
stand on my arm or knee, draw up ono
leg, nnd seem to sleep soundly with
ono eye, while tho other was wide
open. In several years' close attention
I havo been unable to find any cause
cither in tho position or tho surround-
ings for this strange habit

No "set old woman" is more wedded
to hor accustomed "ways" than are
birds in general to theirs. Their hours
for eating, napping and singing arc as
regular as ours. So, likewise, aro
their habits in regard to alighting
places, even to the very twig they
select. After a week's acquaintance
with tho habits of a bird, I can always
tell when something disturbing has d,

by the placo in which lie is found. '

Ono bird will make the desk his favorite
haunt and freely visit tables, tho
rounds of chairs, and the floor, while
another confines himself to the back of
chairs, the tops of cages and picture-frame- s.

One old hermit thrush fre-
quented the bureau nnd looking-glas- s

frame, and the top of a card-boar- d map
which had warped around till tho up-

per edge was almost circular. On this
edgo he wohUI porch for hours, twitter
and call, but no other bird ever ap-

proached it Still another would al-

ways select the door-casin- g and window-

-cornice.

Every bird ha3 his chosen place for
the night usually the highest place on
the darkest side of tho cage. They
soon become accustomed to tho situa-
tion of the dishes in their cages, and
plainly resent an change. On nvy
placing a drinking-cn- p in a new part
of tho cardinal's residence, he came
down at once, scolding violently, pre-
tended to drink, then looked over to tho
corner where the water used to be, and
renewed his protestations. Then he
returned to tho upper perch, flitting
his tail nnd expressing his mind with
great vigor. A few minutes passed,
and he repeated tho performance, keep-
ing it up with great excitement until,
to pacify him. I roplaccd the cup. Ho
at once retired to his usual seat
smoothed his roughened plumage, and
in a few moments began to sing. A
dress of a now color on their mistress
makes a great commotion among theso
close observers, and the moving about
of furniture puts the tamest ono in a
panic. Atlantic

m

Beans vs. Striped Beetles.

Reading an article to the effect that
beans pim ted among melons and
cucumbers prevent the ravages of
striped bce'-lo-, reminds me that the
last two seasons I planted melons and
beans in hills alternately and was not
troubled by this destructive enemy.
Previous to adopting this plan I found
it necessary Jo go the rounds every
morning before sunrise and kill the in-

sects, nnd even then they would get
tho best of me. I planted thus w.th no
thought of the bugs, but to economize
room and labor by getting two crors
off tho same ground. I marked the
ground three feet apart each way with
a corn plough and planted butter-bean-s

nnd melons or'cucumbcrs in hills alter-
nately in one row and tho next row all
beans, and so on, making tho melons
six feet apart each way. Tho string
beans were out of the way in time for
tho melons to occupy the ground.
Most of tho cultivation was dono by
hoi so with a lino tooth cultivator. It
was an added gain to get rid of the
depredations of the bugs. W. V. S,
Heelman, inX. Y. Trilune.

-- .v .5. 4fJ-J,-r

LOSS AND GAIN.

Dr. Talmage Discourses onthe Bar-
gains of This Life.

The Values or This Ufa and the Tata of
the Boat Xo Good Titles la This

World We Take Nothing
With Us,

Dr. Talmage recently preached in the
Brooklyn Tabernacle upon the subject ot
"Loss und Gain" from the text: "What
shall it profit a man, if he shall gain the
whole world and lose bis own soul!"
Markvlli.36. He said:

I urn accustomed, Sabbath by Sabbatb,
to stand before an aud ence of bargain
makers. There may be men in all occupa-
tions silting beforo me, yet tho vast ma-

jority of them, I am very well aware, are
engaged from Monday morning ta Satur-
day nigbt In the store. In many of the
families of my congregation, across the
breakfast table and tbe tea table are dis-

cussed questions of loss and gain. You
are every day asking yourself: "What is
the value of tbist What is the value of
that!" You wouid not think of giving
something of greater value for that which
Is of lossor value. You would not think of
selling that which cost you ten dollars for
live dollars. If you had a property that
was worth $13,000 you would not sell it for
4,000, You are intelligent in all matter)

of bargain making. Are you as wise in
tbe things that pertain to tbe matters of
tho soul! Christ adapted his instructions
to the circumstances of those to whom He
spoke. When Ho talked to fishermen Ho
talked of the gospel net. When He talked
to tho farmers Ho said: "A sower went
forth to sow." When Ho talked to tho
shepherds Ho told tbe parablo ol tbe lost
sheep. And am I not right wben speaking
this" morning to an audience made upol
bargain makers, that I address them in the
words cf my text asking: "What shall it
profit a man if he shall gain the whole
world and lose his own sou.!" I propose,
as far ns possible, to estimate and compare
the value of two properties.

First I have to say that the world is a
very grand property. Its flowers are
God's thoughts in bloom. Its rocks are
God's thoughts in stone. Its dew drops ore
God's thoughts in pearL This world is
God's child a wayward child Indeed; it
has wandered off through tho Heavens.
But about eighteen hundred and eighty,
eight years ago, one Christmas night God
sent outa sisterworld to call that wanderer
back, and it hung over Bethlehem only
long enough to get the promise of the
wanderer's return, and now that lost
world, with soft feet of light comes tread-
ing back through tbe Heavens. Tho hills,
how beautiful they billow up, tho edge of
tho wavo white with the foam of crocuses!
How beautifal tho rainbow, the arched
bridge on which Heaven and oartii come
and talk to each other in tears, after the
storm is overt How nimble thu feet of tbe
lamplighters that in a few minutes set alt
the dome of the night ablaze with brackets
of fire I How bright tho oar of tbe saffron
cloud that rows across the deep sea of
Heaven t How beautiful the spring, with
bridal blossoms in her hair I I wonder who
it is that beats time on a June morning for
the bird orchestra. How gently tbe baro-be- ll

tolls its fragrance on the air I Thero
may be grander worlds, swarthier worlds,
larger worlds than this; but I think that
this is a most exquisite world a mignonolto
oa the bosom of immensity t "O," you say,
"tako my soul, give me that world ! I am
willing to take it in exchange. I am ready
now for the bargain. It is so beautiful a
world, so sweet a world, so grand a world 1"

But let us look mora minutely into tho
value of this world. You will not bay
property unless you can got a good titlo to
it. After you have looked at tho property
and found out that it suits ou, you semi
an attorney to the public office and he ex-
amines tho book of deeds, and the of
mortgages and the boon of judgments, and
the book of liens, and he decides wbethcr
the titlo is good before you will have any
thing to do with it There might be a
splendid property, and in every way ex-
actly suited to your want; bat it you can
not get a good titlo you will not tako it
Now, I am here this morning to say thjt it
is impossible to get a good title to this
world. If I settle down upon it, in the
very year I so settle down upon it as a per-
manent possession 1 may be driven away
from it Aye. in fivo minutes after I give
up my sonl for tbe world I may have to
part with the world; and what kind ot a
title do you call thai! There is only one
way in which I can hold an earthly pos-
session and that is through the senses. All
beautiful sights (through tho eye, but the
eyo may be blotted out. All captivating
sounds through tho car, but my ear may
be dcafeiicd. All lusciousness of fruits nnd
viands through my taste, but my tasio may
be destroyed. All appreciation ot culture
and art through my mind, but I may lose
my mind. What a frail bold then i have
upon my earthly possession. In courts of
law, if you want to get a man off a prop-
erty you must serve upon him a writ ot
ejectment giving him a certain timo to
vacate tbe premises, but when Death
come to us and serves a writ of ejectment
ho does not give us one second of fore-
warning. He says: "Off of this place.
Ton hive no right any longer in the pos-
session."

We might cry out: "I gave you a hun-
dred thousand dollars for that property:"
the plea would be of no avail. Wo might
say: "We have a warranty dead for that
property;" tbe plea would be of no avail.
We might say: "We have a lien on that

;" that would do us no good.
Death is blind, and he can not see a seal,
nnd can not read an indenture. So that
first and last I want to tell you that wben
you propose that I give up my soul for tbe
world, you can not give me the first item
of title.

Having examinei the title of a property,
your next question is about insurance.
You would not bo silly enough to buy a
large warebousS that could not possibly
bo insured. You would not have any thing
to do with such a property. Now, I ask
you what assurance you can give mo that
this world is not going to be burned up!
Absolutely none. Geologists tell us that it
is already on fire; that the heart ot tho
world is one great living coal; that it is
just like a ship on fire at sea, theflamo not
burning out because tbe hatches are kept
down. And yet you propose to palm off on
me. in return for my soul, a world for
which, in the first place, you can give no
title, and in the second place for which you
can give no insurance. ' O," you say,
water of the oceans will wash over all the
land and put oat the fire." O, no. There
are inflammablo elements in tho water,
hydrogen aud oxygen. Call off the hydro-
gen and then tho Atlantic and Pacific
oceans would blaze like heaps of shavings.
You want mo to tako this world for which
you can give no possible insurance.

Astronomers havo swept their tele-
scopes through tbe sky, and have found
out that there bave been thirteen worlds,
In tbe last two centuries, that have disap-
peared. At first they looked just like
other worlds. Then they got deeply red
they were on fire. Then tboy got ashen,
showing that they were burned down.
Then they disappeared, showing that even
tbe ashes were scattereJ. And if the geol-
ogist be- - right in his prophecy, then our
world is to go in the same way. And yet
you want me to exchange my soul for it
Ah, no; it is a world that is burning now.
Suppose you btought an insurance agent,
to look at your property for the purpose ot
giving you a policy on it and while be
stood in front of the house he should say:
"That house is on fire now in the base-
ment;" you could not get any insurance
upon it Yet you talk about this world as
though it were a safo investment as
though you could get some insurance upon
it, when down in the basement it is on fire.

I remark also that this world is a prop-
erty with which everybody who has taken
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It Ma possession has had trrable. Now, I
kaow a large reach of land that is not
built on. I ask what is the matter sad
they reply that everybody who has any
thing to do with that property got into
trouble about it. It is just so with this
world; everybody that has had any thing
to do with it as a possession, has been in
perplexity. How was it with Lord Byron!
Did be not sell his immortal sonl for the
purpose of getting the world ! Was he sat-
isfied with the possession! Alas! alas!
the poem graphically describes his case
when it says:
"Drank every cup of joy.
Heard every trump ot fame;
Drank early, deeply drank.
Drank draughts which common millions might

have quenched.
Then died of thirst because there was no more

to drink."
O, yes, he had trouble with it and so did

Napoleon. After conquering nations by
the force of tbe sword be lies down to die,
his entire possession the military boots
that he insisted on having upon his feet
while he was dying. So it has been with
men who hod better ambition. Thack-
eray, one of the most genial and lovable
souls, after he had won tbe applause of all
intelligent lands through his wonderful
genius, sits down in a restaurant in Fans,
looks at the other end of the room and
wonders whose that forlorn and wretched
face is; rising up after awhile be finds that
it is Thackeray in a mirror. O, yet, this
world is a cheat. Talk about a man gain-
ing the world! Who ever gamed half
of the world! Who ever owned a
hemisphere! Who ever gained a continent!
Who ever owned Asia! Who ever gained
a city! Who ever owned Brooklyn! Talk
about gaining the world! No man ever
gained it or the hundred thousandth part of
it You are demanding that I sell my soul,
not for tho world, but for a fragment of it.
Here is a man who has had a large estato
for forty or fifty years. He lies down to
die. You say: "That man is worth millions
and millions of dollars." Is he! You call
up a survoyor, with his compass and
chains, and you say: "Thero is a property
extending three miles in one direction and
three miles in another direction."

Is that the way to measure that man's
property! No; you do not wont any sur-
veyor with Ins compass and chains. That
is not the way you want to measure that
man's property now. It is an undertaker
you need, who will come and put his finger
in his vest pocket and take out a tape line,
and he will measure five feet nine inches
ono way and two feet and a half the other.
That is the man's property. O, no; I for-
got; not so much as that for ho does not
own even the place in which ho lies in tho
cemetery. The deed to that belongs to the
executors and heirs. O, what a property
you propose to give me for my soul! If
you sell a bill of goods you go into your
counting room und say to your partner:
"Do you think that man is good for this
bill! Can ho give proper security! Will
ho meet this payment!" Now, when you
are offered this world as a possession I
want you to test the matter. I do not want
you to go into this bargain blindly. I ant
you to ask about the title, about the insur-
ance, about whether men have ever bod
any trouble with It about whether you can
keep it about whethor you can get all, or
tbe or

part of it
There is tbe world now. I shall say no

moreab:ut it Make up yodr mind for
yourself, as I shall, before God, have to
make up my mind for myself about the
value of this world. I can not afford to
make a mistake for your soul.

Now, let us look at the other property
tho souL Wo can not make a bargain with-
out seeing tho comparative value. The
soul ! How shall I estimato the value of it !
Well, by its exquisite organization. It is
the most wonderful piece of mechanism
ever put together. Machinery is of value
In proportion as it is mighty and silent at
tbe same time. You look at the engine
and the machinery in tho Philadelphia
mint and, as you see it performing its
wonderful work, you will be surprised how
silently it goes. Machinery that roars and
tears soon destroys iUeK; but silent ma-
chinery is often most effective. Now, so it
is with the soul of man, with all his tre-
mendous faculties it moves In silence.
Judgment, without any racket lifting its
scales; memory, without any noise, bring
ing down all its treasures; conscience tak
lug its judgment-sea- t without any excite
ment the understanding and the will all
doing their work. Velocity, majesty,
might; but silence silence. You listen at
tbe door of your heart You con hear no
sound. The soul is all quiet It is so deli-
cate an instrument that no human hand
can touch it. You break a bone, and with
splinters and bandages tbe surgeon sets it:
the eye becomes inflamed, the apothecary's
wash cools it; b- -t a soul off the truck un-
balanced, no human power can readjust it.
With one sweep of its wing it circles the
universe and overvaults the throne of God.

Why. in the hour of death the soul is so
mighty, it throws aside the body as though
it were a toy. It drives baclc medical skill
as impotent. It breaks through the cire'e
of loved ones who stand around tbe dying
couch. With one leap it springs beyond
star and moon and sun, and chasms of
immensity. O, it is a soul superior to all
material things! No fire can consume it;
no floods can drown it; no rocks can crush
it; no walls can impede it; no timo can
exhaust it It wants no bridge to cross a
chasm. It wants "no plummet with which
to sound a depth. A soul so mighty, so
swift so silent must be a priceless soul.

I calculate the value of the soul, also, by
its "capacity for happiness. How much joy
it can get in this world out of friend-hip-

out ot books, out of clouds, out of the sea,
out of flowers, out of ten thousand things I

and yet all the joy it has here does not test
its capacity. You are in a concert befor
the curtain hoists, and you hoar the instru-
ments preparing the sharp snap of the
broken string, tho scraping of the bow
across the viol. "There is no music in
that," you say. It is only getting ready
for the music. And all the enjoyment of
the soul in this world, the enjoyment we
think is real enjoyment is only prepara-
tive; it is only anticipative; it is only the
first stages of the thing; it is only tho en-

trance, the beginning of that which shall
be the orchestral harmonies and splendors
of the redeemed.

Yon can not test the full power of the
soul for happiness in this world. How
much power tbe soul has here to find enjoy-
ment in fnaadships! but O, the grander
friendships for the soul in tbe skies! How
sweet the flowers here! but how much
sweeter they will be there ! I do not think
that whea flowers die on earth they die
forever. I think that the fragrance of the
flowers is the spirit being wafted away
into glory. God says there are palm trees
in Heaven and fruits in Heaven. If so,
why not tho spirits of the dead flowers! In
the sunny valleys of Heaven shall not the
marigold creep! Ou tho hills of Heaven
will not tho amaranth bloom! On the
amethystine walls of Heaven will not the
jasmine climb! "My beloved is come down
in his garden in gather lilies." No flowers
in Heaven! Where then do they set tbelr
garlands for tbe brows of the righteous!

Christ is glorn us to our souls now, but
how much grander our appreciation after
awhile! A conqueror comes back alter tho
battle. He has been fighting for us. He
comes upon the platform. He has one arm
in a sling and the other arm holds a crutch.
As bo mounts the platform, O, the enthu-
siasm of tho audience! Tbey say:
man fought for us and imperiled his lifo
for us," and how wild the huzza that fol-

lows huzza! When the Lord Jesus Christ
shall at last stand out before tbe multitude
of tho redeemed of Heaven and we meet
Him faco to" face and feel that He was
wounded in the head, and wounded in the
hands, and wounded in tho feet ani
wounded In tbe side for us, mcthicks we
will be overwhelmed. We will sit some
timo gazing in silence, until some leader
amidst the white-robe- d choir shall lift the
baton of light and fftre the signal that It is
timo tn wLr thfl ann? nf inhilea. and all
heaven will then break forth into: "Hosan- - I
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a! hosaaaat hosanaat Worthy la tho
Lamb that was slata."

I calculate farther the value of the tool
by the price that baa been paid for rt. la
8t PetersWrnerSTs-a-oTaafontf-lfc- at the
Government paid 1300,000 for., 'Well." you
say, St must have been Tery valuable, or
the Government would not have paid 1300,

000 for it" I want to see what my soul ia
worth, and what your soul is worth, by
seel g what has been paid for it For that
immortal soul, the richest blood that was
ever shed, the deepest groan tbat was ever
uttered, all the irriefs of earth compressed
into one tear, all tho sufferings, of earth
gathered into one rapier of pain and struck
through His holy heart. Does it not imply
tremendous value!

I argue, also, the value of soul from the
home that has been fitted up for it in tho
future. One would have thought a street
of adamant would have done. No; it is a
street of gold. One would bave thought
tbat a wall of granite would have done.
No: it Is the flame of sardonyx mingling
with tbo green ot emerald. One would
have thought that an occasional doxology
would have done. No; it is a perpetual
sons. If the ages of Heaven marched in a
straight line, someday tbe last regiment
peruana, might pass out of sight; but no,
the ages of Heaven do not march in a
straight line, but in a circle about the
throne of God; forever, forever, tramp!
tramp! A soul so bought so equipped, so
provided for, must be a priceless soul, a
majestic soul, a tremendous soul.

Now, you havo seen tho two properties
the world, tbe soul. One is perishable. tbS
other immortal. One unsatisfying, the
other capable of ever increasing felicity.
Will you trade! Will you trado even!
Remember, it is tho only investment yo'.
can make. If a man sell a bill ot goods
worth $a,000, and he is cheated out of it, he
may get $5,000 somewhere clso; but a man
who invests his soul invests all. Losing
tbat he loses all. Saving tbat he saves alt

In tbe light ot my text, it seems ta me as
if you weie this morning offering your soul
to the highest bidder; and I hear you say.
"What is bid for it my deathless spirit!
What is bid for it!" Satan says: "I'll bid
the world." You say, "Begone! that is no
equivalent. Sell my soul for tbo world!
No ! Begone 1" But there Is somo one else
in the audience who is not so wise as that.
He says: "What is hid tor my immortal
soul!" Satan says: "III bid tbe world."

world! Going at that going at that,
going! Gone!" Gone forever!

What is the thing of greatest price.
The whole creation round?

That which was lost In Paradise,
That which in Christ Is found.

Then let ns gather round the cross.
That knowledge to obtain:

Not by the sonl's eternal loss.
But everlasting gain.

Well, there are a great many people in
the bouse who say : "I will not sell my soul
for tbe world. I find the world is an un-

satisfying portion." Wbat then, will you
do with your soul! Somo one whispers:
'I will give my soul to Christ" Will you !

Tbat is the wisest resolution you ever
made. Will you give it to Christ! When!

fc
No; now. I congratulate

you if you have come to such a decision.
O, if this morning the eternal spirit
of God would come down upon this audi-

ence, and show you the vanity of this world,
and tbe immense importance of Christ's
religion, and the infinite value of your own
immortal souls, w hat a houso this wou&
be! what an hoar this would be! what a
moment this would be! Do you know that
Christ has bought your soul! Do you
know that He has paid nn infinite price for
it! Do you know that He is worthy of itl
Will you give it to Him now !

I was reading of a sailor who had just
got ashore and was telling aboat his last
experience at sea. He said: The lost time
1 crossed the ocean we bad a terrible time.
After we had been out three or four days
the machinery got disarranged and thl
steam began to escape, and the captain,
gathering the people and the crew oa
deck, said: "Unless some ono shall go
down and shut off that steam, and arrange
that machinery at tbo peril of his life, we
must all be destroyed." He was not will-

ing to go down himself. No one seemed
willing to go. The passengers gathered
at one end of tbo steamer waiting for
their fate. The Captain said : "I give you
a last warning. It there is no one hero
willing to imperil his life and go down and
fix that machinery we must all be lost" A
plain sailor said: "I'll go, sir;" and he
wrapped himself in a coarso piece of
canvas and went down, and was gone but
a few moments when the escaping steam
stopped and the machinery as corrected.
The Captain cried out to the passengers:

"All suved! Let us go down below und
see what has become of the poor fellow."
They went down. There he lay dead. Vi-

carious suffering! Died for all! O, doyoa
suppose that those people on the ship ever
forgot, ever can forget that poor fellow?
"No!" they say; "it was through his sacri-
fice that I got ashore." Tbe time came
when our whole race must die unless soma
one should endure lortureand sorrow and
shame. Who shall come to tbe rescue!
Shall it bj one of tac seraphim! Not .
one. Shall it bo ono of the cherubim!
Not one. Shall it be an inhabitant
ot some pure and unfallen world! Not
one. Then Christ said: "Lo! I come to
do Tby will, O God ;" and ho went down
through the dork stairs or our sin and
wretchedness and misery and woe and He
stopped the peril, and He died that you and
I might be free. O, the love! O, the en-

durance! .O, the horrors of the sacrifice!
Shall not our souls thu morning go out to-

ward htm, saying: "Lord Jesus Christ
take my soul. Thou art worthy to have it.
Thou bast died to save it."

God help you this morning rightly to
cipher out this sum in gospel arithmetic:
"Wbat shall it profit a man ir he shall gain
the whole world, and lose his own soul!"

THE GLORIOUS RAINBOW.

A Statural Phenomenon Which Is l'erson.
tied by Many Peoples.

The rainbow is one of the atmos-

pheric phenomena that havo been most
generally personified. Peoples of al-

most every part of the world have
made of it a living and terrible mon-

ster whose most venial offense is that
of drinking tip the waters of springs
and ponds. This belief is found among
the Burmese, Zulus, Indians of Wash-

ington Territory, ancient Mexicans and
Finns, and exists among the popular
fancies of the Slavs and Germans, and
some of the French populations. The
Zulus and the Karens of Burniah im-

agine that the rainbow spreads sick-

ness and death. The Karens, when
they see one, say to their children:
"Tho rainbow has come down to drink;
do not play, for fear that harm may
come to you!" Very singularly, too,
the streetboys in Volhynia run away,
crying, "Run, it will drink you up!"
In Dahomey, the niin bow is regard-
ed as a heavenly serpent. Dank,
which insures happiness. The modern
Greeks hold it to be a beneficent but
just and severe hero; they say that anr
one wao jumps a raiuoow wm cuanga
sex at once; but this saying, which is
also current in Alsace, is only a pictur-
esque way of indicating the impossibil-

ity of transforming a man into a
woman, or a woman into a man. The
Delians offered cakes to the rainbow,
and the Peruvians put its image on the
walls of their temples. The Canba
considered its appearance on the sea a
favorable presage; but on the earth
its influence was pernicious, and tney
iiid from its view. It was personified
by a viper. Count Goblet dAltiella, in
Fopulai Science Monthly.
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