-

Jeisure hours away
ihe world of fnssee and the
tapics of tho day.
1n & deep embeasured window, by a table rehly

spread,
Siat a portly broker eating. while from iime to
time he rosd

And he sighed In weary socrow for his many
business eares.

Soon be halled & merchant friend, who was
slowiy passing by:
“Hi, there. Jim—I say, old fellow—Jim--I say,

You've been rusticating, surely, for yoa're look-
ing sirong and brown.™

“Yeu" suid James, “sit down, old fellow, snd
T el vou of the joy—

Ofnm‘:,lnwmmu.rhmlummm
a bor,

1bad quiet & quarrel with father some twesty

Frare aiso,
And I left ms bome and b

“Wal, if it's & waggin, what's it a ] eyes

doin’ out yere, twenty mile from any

| road?"* questioned Stab.

*Can't prove it by me.' answered
Band.

“Nor me," sald Ben Daywood.

Long lke Beadler saiil nothing.

«What d'ye reckon it's doin, Ike!
questioned Sand.

«Movin""

Short-tem Sand, whose name
at one timo had been Alexander some-
thing. had, in his long contact with
lifo on the range, 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 Beadler.
S0 he contented himself with a short
exprossion of great wrath,

That was all that could besaid of the
sonil-like advance of the distant vehi-
cle. It was moving and little more.

By the time all but Long Ike had fin-
ished their dinners, the cow-boys had
decided to investigate the mystery.

*“Cattle will take keer uv themselres
while we're gome, I reckon,' said
Sand.

They flung themselves onto their
sturdy *“Cayuse’ ponies and dashed
away acruss the prairie, Long lkein
the roar, tediy hing a buge

forever maore.

*“Soon 1 turned up in this city, ke most runs-
wiys—quite poor:

And sovured a place as orrand-bay 8 whole-
sale dry poods stare,

And by gnawing and by scraping, like some ald
penurious moase,

I've grown rich nod have o plenty, and am part-
mer in “house.”

And 1 almost hnd forgotten that my parents
wore not dead,

For 1 seldom thoucht of mother, and the home
whern [ was hred,

Dut I thought I'd like some fishing, downon
Fire ladand bay,

So 1 told my friemds (A busincss I was off for
fust s day.

“But the wrapper round my dinper was o little
weokly paper,

Which s pubiishea in the home pisce, called
the Woriman's Paper,

And familisr names there printed make me sick
for home, no doubt,

8o I took the train that evening, and ero many
hours were past,

Twas at the modest staticn of the dear old
town at last,

And familinr sights around me, that T hadn't
seen for years,

Btirred my hoart with deep amotions, and filled
my eyes with lears,

*“The husy station-mastor was & man whom I
onoe know,
5o I quiokly stepped before him, saild It
bow d'ye do®
He looksd st me in wonder, and he sald: Tm

very sure,
Though I can't quite recognise you, that I've
sern you hore before.”
!hld:‘t:lmlnl.nﬂlhn“ had guite s
| —
We talked abool thogeld place—of this thing

and that.

1 asked him sbout the old folks, and said he:
“Jim, indeod,

You didn't come & bit 100 soon; the old folks
ure im moed.”

*T tell you, John, that knocked me just nearly
fert,

*Cal-

off my

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

Bo 1 wired to Chicago for a thousand-dollar
rheck.

And struck for home across the lots as if I'd
break my neck

Things didn't look right, somehow, when I
reached the place at last;

The dear old home was golng 1o wreek and ruln

Tast.
nninmgrmxwmuw.mmmm
bell—

—ghe wasn't
looking well.

“1 could se~ many a patch and darn in hernesat
aad Lidy dress,

And strong emotions rose, John, I coulin't well
epress—

‘Those dear old hoaest eyes of hers cansed mins
to grow quite dim.

Bbe fell pon my neck snd sobbed—'It's Jim—
my own soa Jim "

1 benke down, too, snd cried, though I hadn't
woept for yoenrs:

Alump seemed rising in my throsl, my cyes
ran o'cr with tears.

Father came in ore very long, and we all brol
down aguin, ¥
And motker's tears fell thick and fast like

heaven's holy raio.

“] mte my supper home that night ‘twas
naught but broad and meat,
1dide't mind that, my beart was foll—too full

by farto eat

Mother told me of their h as we Jod
o' or the brewl,

From the mortzage on the homstead, down to
fnding Brindle desd

And 1hey"d have to leave the place st once, un-
leas the cash was pald.

Dut while sbe wld ber troubles she looked
arroes and smiled,

And said that she was happy now because
she'd found her child,

“1 got my cash hy mall next day, and bought &
ot to eat—

Of delicacies by the pound—a joint of tender
meal,

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

And father sald that jointol meal was somo-
thing truly grand,

His voles really trembied, as be saked s simple
grace,

And » singie tear rolled slowly down his honost,
wrinkled face. ¢

Bo while mother poured the coffee, and father
carved the jowl,

1 siipped 1o thousand dollars n the old bime
sugar bowl.

*Motber umiled scroas the table. as she poored
e colfee out,
She said she badn't & drop for o year or near

shout.
She dipped into the sugar, but suddenly she

was quickly dropped

They both gazed on the roll of bills, and thelr
bunest cyes grew dim,

Motsor whispsred low benssth bor breath:
“Hirss God for my son Jim.*

1 staifl bome most & month, old boy, and paid off
every debd,

Tl send them something every week, theyll
bave esough, you bet.™
- - - - - -

The broker grasped James bytbe hsnd and
said (s scoents low:

“You've touched this hprd old heart of mine by
what you've said you know,

1haven't heard from my old bome for fiftesn
yoars or more,

Bt I'm going 0 take the train for there to-
mOrTow morning, sure ™

—(C. Comway Baker. in Allanta Constitution.

THE COWBOYS’ SCHOOL.

A "Fellor” That Wanted to Be
Taken as & Life Scholar.

“What's that?’ mombled Stub Tal-

Iy. with his pouth fall of *“corn dodg-
er." liberally lubricated with *wide
meat” gravy.
“It’s the truth; that’s what it is™
growled Sand, lsying down his section
of dodger and scowling at Stub
*Think I was lyin"! say!"

“No,"”" returned the other. “Reckon
yer tellin' the truth, I mean, what's
that over thar?"’

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

Long Ike Beadler, 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-
pense his appetite ﬂhﬂ huge bites of

dodger aud *middling,'

hunk of corn bread, the last of the
dinner.

*Must be Old Man Poverty Himself,"
commented Ben Daywood, ns aftera
sharp ride they drew near the slowly
asdvancing vehicle, **One spring wagon
with a rag for a cover.™

“*Ome Lig limpin' skeleton with hoss

by
work is fooled Into spepdin® her
savin's by Iyin® reports that teachers
wanted out yere onthe range,
comes out yere to sorto battle with

noranee, w'y sho's nsgoin to find igno-

“You bet!" assented his comrades

When they returned to the wagon
Long lke began:

*The small childron out yere hain't
=I mean the—wnal, that is, we're
the children. We're goin' to school
to you ourselves We don't know
nuthin"."

“You bet we don't!" agreed the
others.

* vSand," 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.

Presently it was all settled, and slen-
der little Alice Hamlin was appointed
by the self-elected schoal board to teach
themselves in a district that they them-
selves had created.

“But, 1 have never graduated in the
higher branches,”" the girl had pro-
tested, half timidly. *Ido know enough
to teach you any thing.”

*Yes, you do!" cried Long Tke.
“Any thingyou know will be learnin'
tous. We don"t know nuthin'!"'

And his comrades ngreed with mm.
Alice Hamlin, instal'ed as teacher of
the eowboys, became a member of the
little household of Okl Man Nixon,
who assisted the cook and “pottered”
about tha ranch, while his wife made

hide stretched over it," ted
Stnh

Bee® olood e

and ded for thae cowboys to the
number of fifteen or twenty.
On pl t days Alice accompanied

“Yes'n one little limy
with mule hide streteched overit,” add-
ed Sand.

Long Tke, busy with his corn-dodger,
said nothing.

“Whole outfit ain't worth six bits™
saiil Stub.  “Can’t cure them limps
If you had a team that limped that-a-
way, lk¢, what'd vou do with "em?"

“Let ‘em limp!" Ilke answered la-
conieally.

“Wal, I'll be switched!"" ejaculated
Stub, as ther came close to the vehicla
*Me, too!" Ben and Sand echoed

The broad-brimmed hat that con-
cenled the faco of the driver of the
limping toam was pushed back by a
small hand, and the sight of the face
that was revealed epused Sand to burst
out:

“Boys, it's a—a—"

**A girl!"” put in Long Ike, so inter-
ested that, for s moment, he forgot to
munch the chunk of dodger.

“Tackle her, Stub!" said Sand.

**Tackle her yerscll," 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-
wanl, and his comrades followed him.
Long Ike thrust the corn dodger into
the breast of his shirt, and, with a mo-
tion that was intended to be graceful,
removed his hat, revealing a mop of
sun-frded  hair that seemed a total
stranger to the application of A comh.
Instantly the other cowboys imitated
his example, and, in turn, exposed
shocks of hair as tangled as was the
thateh of Long lke.

“Don't be skeered, miss,” began
Ike, pacifically. “We won't pester
you. That thar’s Ben Daywood. Fel-
ler next to him is Sand. All the name
he's got, I reckon. Little fellow thar
is Stub Tally. An' this yers"—indi-
eating himself—*is Ike Beadler.™

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

*1 am glad tomeect you, gentlemen,”
the girl said pl=asantly.

“Much obleeged to ye." returned
Long ke, while the rest repeated their
awkard bows

*Hit's jest this-a-way," Ike went on.
*“None uv our business what yer doan’
vere, an' we hain't n-goin® to ask yer,
but if yer sorto felt like tellin’ us,
wy—"

They listened in silenee while she
told her story—na simple story with a
dash of originali:y and a vein of pathos
running through it

*Me an’ the boys,” began Long Ik=,
when she had finished, *will—"

*Thar goes the eattle?" shouted Ben
Dayweod.

They dashed away with such 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
toward the wagon, Long 1ke's head was
bent as if he was pondering deeply.

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

“Yer right.”” agreed his comrades

“An" 1 reckon she needs hit bad
enongh. too.” Ike went on. *The
long trip on the cars an' the buyia® in
the wagin' an' skeletons whar the rail-
road stopped must a' took right smart
uv her money. Wal—"

“Miss,"" Ike began, when they reach-
ed the wagon. *We're sump'n mor'n
eommon cowboys We're the school

by *Mam" Nixon, kindly old soul,
wonld repair to the lone tree, which, on
aslight elevation.commandel a view of
the *“entire line.” There while *Mam™
sewed and marveled at the wisdom of
the girl and the dense ignorance of the
cowboys, Alice swayed the sceptor of
learning. It was not long till all the
cowboys on the ranch were more or
less constant attendants at Alice's
school. and the profound ignorance
displayod by the men who, before. had
not been considered iacking in intel-
lect, was simply appalling. The school
board, in special scasion, decided that,
in view of the diffienlty in instilling
learning into such phenomenal block-
heads, the salary of the little teacher
be doubled.

By the time theschool had run n few
months a change had come over the
board of directorsa They were no
longercommunieative. There seemed
something continually on the mind of
oach, and they regarded each other
with suspicion.

“Wal," remarked Long Ike, com-
muning with himself, *reckon I know
what's the matter with the boys, an’
banged if I blameé 'em! Prairie air,
good cookin' an' light work has done
wonders for her, an’ if thar's any pret-
tier girl "twixt this an' anywhore, I'd
like mighty well to sce her. Tke, if
you was on'y—wal, you hain’t an’ that
softles it Ike, yer an old fool; that's
what you air!"’

*Wal'' he resumed, after a pause,
“I'll jest take this matter by the tail,
s0 to spoak, an' pnll hit into shape.
Ike, you ole fool, vou'ra old enough to
wisgh the best man luck, an’ not kick
becanse you cain't git the prize!"

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

“Boys,” Ike began, abruptly, “thar's
a foller that don’t like the way the
school's runnin’. Wants—"

“Who's the cuss?" cried the others,
wrathfully.

*Haint content to go to school one
term,” wenton Ike, *“but wants to be
taken fer a life scholar. His namo is
Stub, Ben, Sand and company !’

In their astonishment the others for-
got to ask who the *“vompany™ was,
and he did not tell them.

“The question is™ Ike went on,
*which onc loves her the best, an'™—"

*Me!" answered each one of the au-
dience.

“Wal, w’yn't you brace up like men,
an' each ask her for himsell and abide
by the decission, “stead uv scowlin® at
each other like a passel uv badgers?™

*Can't!" said Stab, sheepishly.

*Same yere!” followed Ben.

*Me too!"" added Sam.

*Ask for us, Ike,”" pleaded Stob.

As the little procession, consisting of
the school board, was on its way to old
man Nixon’s honse, n cowboy of a
neighboring ranch, on his way home
from town, reined uvp his eayuse long
enough to hand ke a letter.

*For yer school marm,”” he said.

“Soon’'s yer letter s read,”” began
Long Ike, when with his sheepish com-
rades he stood before the little teacher-
er, *“the board has got sumpin' to say
u J'W-"

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

*Miss Alice,"” Long Tke began, “the
board wants to say that we reckon you
know that we've got yer happiness at
heart in every thing we do, an'—"

“You have! Indeed wyou have!™
Alice cried.

“Yes, wal, hit's jest this way. Thar's

boand'n this yere deestrict." a feller that wants you to take him as
His comrades l in astonish- | a life scholar, an'—"'
ment. *How did you know it?" eried the

“We've decided that you kin have
the school. an' the term will begin to-
mor’, i{—"

“Jke,” called Stub.
ute, will ye?’

They all rode out of earshot of the
wagon and engaged inan animated
discussion.

*Haint playin’ no pranks with her!™
Tke retorted, in response to the Indig-
nant nccusations of his comrades

“But thar haint achild twixt this an’
the county line." protested Stub
“Nobody to goto her school.”™

«Haint schools for ignorunt people?*
demanded Long Ike

“Yﬂ-"

“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. 1—"

“Jke," interrupted Ben.
know nothin'!"

“That's what we don't!” agreed his
comrades

“Enowed we didn’t,” said Long Ike.

*“Yere, a min-

“We don't

*When an orphan girl with blue

Tl

*0Ob, I knowed An'I want to say
that the boys has 'greed to bide by yer
choice an’ pleased at it They—"

“Oh, Iam so glad! But, then, you
can not help liking him! 1 waited for
more definite news before telling yon.
But he says in this letter that he will
arrive here almost as soon as it does,
an'—oh, I am so glad that yon. who
have been so kind to me, will welcome
him!"

To use a popular expression, the eyes
of Messrs. &ptm&nantpln&nﬂ "Mlggedw P
out ns the truth dawned upon them,
and when, ten minutes later, Long Tke
turned from the little teacher to his
comrades they were nowhere to be
soen. He found them behind the sheds
and as Long Ike joined themtbe horny
pnlms of the four met.

“Boys,”" 1lke said, *thex've b'n
awaitin' for each other three years
Pore, coms out yere to make her for-
tune, without lettin' him know whur
she’d gone. When we mised her pay
she wrote him. He had good news to
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*‘The school board" he said, *“lows
no teacher ever had sech n class of
chumb-heads to teach, an'—an'—wal,
they want me to give yer this yere, an'
God bless ye!'"
m‘Eb.h yere' was a little roll of bank

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

That night, as the school boanl sat
at supper, Long lke, with his mouth
full of *dodgers,” uttered the onc
word:

“Pardners:”

And the *“board” answered, ns ane
man: C

*Yor bot!" —Tons P. Morgan, in Chi-

eago Iuler-Ocean.
—_—

HABITS OF BIRDS.

An Olscrver States That They Can pirey
With One ¥ye Open.

Binds donot cough and sneoze, but
they dream and spors, making the
mast distressing sounds, as if strang-
ling. They hiccongh—a very droll af-
fairitis, too—and they faint away.
A goldfinch being frightened one night,
in his stroggles was caught betwoen
the wires, and gave a ecry like the
squenk of a mouse in distressa  On my
hastening to his rellef, he alinped out
into the room, and flew wid y about
till he hit something and foll to the
floor. He was picked up, and his fright
culminated in » dead faint. The little
head drooped, the body was limp, ap-
parently perfectly lifeless, anil he was
Isin in his cage ready to be buried In
the morning. He was placed carefully
on his breast, however, and In a few
moments ho hopped upon his perch,
shook ount his rufled feathers, and com-
posed himself to sleep.

Oue feat sametimes aseribed to man
isin the case of birds a literal fact—
they can sloep with one eye open.
This curions habit I have watched
clos-ly, and | find it common in nearly
all the vanetles I have been able to ob-
serve One eye will close sleepily,
shut tight and appear to enjoy a good
nap, while the other is wide nwake as
ever. It is not always the eyo toward
the light that sleeps, nov s it invari-
ably the one from the light The pres-
ence or absonce of people makes no
difference. I have even had a bLird
stand on my arm or knee. draw upone
leg, and seem to sleep soundly with
one eye, while the other was wide
open.  In several years' close attention
1 havo been unable to find any cause
cither in the pusition or the surround-
ings for this strange habit

No *set old woman™ is more wedided
to her accustomed “ways” than are
binls in general to theirs. Their hours
for eating, napping and singing are as
regular as ours. So, likewise, are
their habits in regarl to alighting
places, even to the very twig they
seleet. After a week’s acgnaintance
with the habits of a birl, I ean always
tell when something disturbing has oc-
cured, by the place in which he is found.
Ono bird will make the desk his favorite
haunt, and freely visit tables, the
rounds of chairs, and the floor, while
another confines himsell to the back of
chairs, the tops of cages and pictore-
frames. One old hermit thrush fre-
quented the burean and looking-glnss
frame, and the top of a cand-board map
which had warped aroand till the up-
per cilge was nlmost cirenlar.  On this
vdge he wonld perch for honrs, twitter
and eall, but no other hird ever ap-
prosched it Still another would al-
ways seleet the door-easing and win-
dow-cornice.

Evory bind has his chosen place for
the night, usually the highest place on
the darkest side of the cage. They
soon become nccustomed to the situs-
tion of the dishes in their cages, and
plainly resent any change. On my
placing a drinking-cnp in a new part
of the cardinal's residence, he came
down at onee, scolding violently, pre-
tonded to drink, then looked over to the
corner where the water used to be, and
ronewed his protestations. Then he
returned to the upper perch, flitting
his tail and expressing his mind with
great vigor. A fow minutes passed,

#nd he repeated the performance, keep- | I°%

ing it up with great excitement until,
to pacify him, I replaced the cup. He
at once ratired to his usaal seat
smoothed his roughened plumage, and
in a few moments began to sing. A
dress of & noew color on their mistress
makes a great commotion among these
closa observers, nnd the moving about
of furniture pats the tamest one in a
panic. — Atlantic.

Beans vs. Striped Beetles.

Roading an nrticle to the effect that
beans plmted among melons and

cucumbers prevent the ravages of
striped bee'lo, reminds me that the
last two 1 planted melons and

Dr. Talmage Discourses on the Bar-
guins of This Life.

The Values of This Life sod the Valus of
ihs Soul—-No Good Titles In This
Worid—We Tuke Nothing
With Un

Dr.
an?.n(o recently preached
“Loss und Galo" from
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of bargnin making. Are you as wise in
the things that pertain to the matters of
tho soul! Christ adapted his Instroctions
(o the clreumstances of those to whom He
spoke, When Ho talkod to Hshermen He
talked of the gospel not. When He talked
to the farmers Ho said: “A sower went
forth to sow.” Whea He talked to the
shepherds He told the parable of the loat
sheep. And sm I not right when speakiog
thid morning to an sudience made up ol
bargain makers, that I address them in the
words of my text, asking: “What shall it
profit & man if be shall gain the whole
world and lose his own sou.l" I propose,
as fur as possible, to and pare
the value of two

First, 1 bave to say that the world is »
vory grand property. Its flowers are
God's thouxhts in Llcom. Its rocks are
God's though!s in stone.  [isdew drops are
God's thoughts in pearl Thus worid Is
God's child—a waywsrd chuld irdeed; it
has wasndored off through the Heaveoe
But about cighteen hundred snd sighty-
wight yoars ago, one Chrisimas night, God
sent out s siasterworld to cull that wanderer
buck, and it hung over Bethlshem only
long enongh to get ths of the
wanderer’s return. and mow that Jlost
world, with soft fest of light, comes tread.
ing back through the Heavens. The hills,
how beautiful they billow op, the suge of
the wave white with the
How besutifal the ral >
bridge on which Heaven and earth come
sod tallk to oach other in tears, aller the
storm is over! How mimbie thu feet of the
lamplighters that in & few minotes set all
the dome of the night ablaze with brackets
of irel How bright the oar of the saffron
cloud that rows across the deep sea of
Heaven! How beauntiful tha spring, with
bridal blossoms in her hair! i wonder who
it i that bests time on & June morning for
tho bird orchestra. How gently tbe hare-
bell tolls its fragrance oo the air! There
may be grander worlds, swarthler worlds,
larger worlds than this; but I thiok that

foam of crocuses!
b tho

E!
3
R
E
i
-
i
i
58
Fg

he insisted oo bharing upon his fest
while hs was dying. Mo it has been with
men who had betier ambition. Thack-
, ene of the most genisl and lovabls
alter he had won the applanse of all
Intelligent lands through his wonderful
geniun, sits down o & restaurant in Parm,

face is: rising up after awhile be inds that
it is Thackerny in o mirror. O, yos, this
world isacheat Talk about s man gain-
ing the world! Who ever gained bhalfl
of the worldl Who evor ownad a

hemispbere! Who ever galued a continent? | other

Who ever owned Asia! Who ever gained
acity} Who ever owned Brooklyn! Tulk
about guining the world! No man ever
gained 1t or the hunilred thousandth partof
it. You are demunding that I sell my soul,
wot for the world, but for a fragment of it
Here is o man who has had a lurge estute
for forty or fifty years. Hea lies down to
die. You say: “That man is worth milllons
and muliions of dollurs.” Is hel You call
up u surveyor, with his compass and
chalns, and you say: “There is & property
extending thres miles in ono direction and
thres miles in another direction.”

Is that the way 1o measure thatl man's
property! Mo; you do not want aoy sur-
veyor with his compass and chains. That
is not the way you wauot to measure that
man's property sow. It is sn undertaker
you need, who will come and put his finger
in his vest pocket and take out a taps line,
and he will messure five feet nine inches
ooe way sod two feet snd & balf the other.
That is the man's proparty. O, no; I for
got; not so much as that, for he does not
own even Lhe place in which ho lies in the

. The deed to thal belongs to the
executors and beira. O, what & proporty
you propose 1o give me for my soul! If
you sell s bill of goods you go lnto your
counting room and say to your partoer:
“Do you think that man is good for this
billl Can be give proper secarity! Will
he moet this payment!” Now, when you
areoffored this world as = possession I
wanl you to test the matier. [ donot want
you to go mto this barguin blindly. 1 want
you to ask about the title, about the iasur-
ance, about whether men have ever had
any troubls with it, about whether you can
keep it, about whethor you csn get all, or
the ten-thousandth, or ooe-hundred-thou-
sandth part of It

There is the world now. 1 shall say no
moresb:out it. Make up your mind for
yourself, asIshall, before God, have to
make up my mind for myself sbout the
valve of this worid. I can not afford to
make & ko for your soul, .

this is & most exquisite world—a mig

on the bosom of immeasity! “0," you say,
“toke my soul, give me that world! I am
willing to take it m exchange. I am ready
now for the bargain, It is so beautiful a
world, »0 sweet a world, sogrand a world I'*

But ist us look more minutely into the
valuo of this world. ¥You will not buy
property unless you ean got a good title o
it. After you have looked uithe property
and found out that It suits you, you send
an sttorney o the public office and he ex-
amines the book of deeds, and the b ok of
mortgages, und the boox of judgments, and
the book of liens, and ho decides whether
the title is good before you will have any
thing to do with 1. There might be s
splendid property, and in every way ex-
actly sulted to your want; but if you can
sot get & good title you will not take it
Now, I am hore this morning to say thut it
s 1m ible to get a good title to this
world, If I setue dowa upon it, in the
vory yoar I so settle down upon It as a per-
manent possession 1 muy be driven away
from it. Aye. in five mioutes after I give
up my soul for the world I may have to
part with the worid; sod what kind of =
titledo you call thai! There is only one
way tn which I can bold an earthly pos-
scasion and that is through tho senses. All
beautiful sigbts through the eye, but the
eyo may be biotted out. All captivatiog
sounds through the ear, but my ear muy
be deafened. All lusci of fruits and
viands through wy taste, but my tasic may
ba A Il appr tlon of culture
and art through my mind, bot I may lose
my mind. What & frail hold then 1 have
upon my earthly possession. In courts of
luw, If you want to get o man off & prop-
er!y you must serve upon him a writ of
ejectment, giving him a certain time to
vacalo the premises, but when Death
comes to us and serves b writ of ejectment
ha does not give us ona second of fore-
warning. He says: “Off of this place.
You have no right any longer in the pos-
session.”

We might ery out: “I gave you a hun-
dred thousand dollars for that properiy:™
the plea would be of no avail. We might
say: “Wao have a warranty dead for that
properiy:” the plea would be of no avail.
‘Weo might say: “We have s llen on that
store-house;"” that would do us no good.
Death is blind, and be can not see a seal,
»pd can not read sn indenture 8o thay
first and last, I waot to tell you that when
you propose thut I give up my soul for the
worild, you can not give me the fOrst llem
uof title.

Having examine{ the titls of a propeety,
r next question is about |
‘You would not bo silly enough to buy a
large warebousd that could mot possibly
be insured. You would not have any thiog
to do witih such a property. Now, I mak
you what assursnce you cam give meo that
this world is not golng to be burned upl
Absolutaly none. Geologists tell us that it
is aiready on fire; that the heart of tho
world is one great livieg coal; that it is
just like = abip on fire &t sea, the flamo not
burning out becsuse the hatches are kept
down. And yet you propose to palm off on
ms, in retars for my seul, = world for
which, in the first place, you can give no
title, and in the second piace for which you
can give uo insurance. *0," you say, “the
water of Lthe oceans will wash over all the
land and put oat the fire.” O, no. There
are inflammable elemenis in the water,
bydrogen and oxygen. Call off the hydro-
gen and them the Atlantic aod Pacific

beans in hills alternately and was not
troubled by this destructive enemy.
Previous to adopting this plan I found
it to go the rounds e
morning before sunrise and kill the in-
sects, and even then they wou'd gel
the best of me. I planted thus w.th no
thought of the bugs, but to economize
room and Inabor by getting two crope
off the same ground. I marked the
ground three feet apart each way with
a corn plough and planted butter-beans
anil melons or‘cucumbers in hills alter-
nately in one row and the next row all
beans, and so on, making the melons
six feot apart ench way. The string
beans were out of the way in time for
the melons to oceupy the ground.
Most of the cultivation was done by
horse with a fine tooth cultivator. It
was an added gain to get rid of the
depredations of the bugs.—W. V. &
Deckman, in N. ¥. Trilung

would blaze liks hosps of shavings.
You want me Lo take this world for which
you can give no possible insurance.

Astronomers bhave swept their tele-
through the aky, and have found

scopes
VETY | out that there bave been thirteen workds,

in the last two centuries, that have disap-
poarad. At first they looked just liko

Now, let us look st the olher property—
the soul. We can not mukes bargain with-
out seeing the « ive wvalue. The
soul! How shall I estimate the valus of it?
Well, by its exquisite organizaticn. It is
the most wonderful piece of mechanism
ever put together. Machinery Is of value
in proportion ms it is mighty and silent nt
the same time. You look at the engne

worth 5,000, and he is cheated out of it, be
may get §,000 somewbore else; but & man
who invests his soul invests all Losing
that he toses all. Baving that he saves all

In the light of my text, it secms tO me as
of you were this morning offering your soul
to the highest bidder; and [ bear you say.
“What is bid for it, my deathloss spiritd
What is bid for 1" Batan says: *T'l bid
the workl™ You say, “Begone! that is ng
equivalent. Bell my soul for the world?
Nol! Begone!" But there ls some one elve
in the sudlence who is vot so wise as that
He nays: “What is bid for my immortal
soull” Hatan says: *fil bid the world.™
“The world! Going at that, going st thal,
going! Gone!™ Gone forever!

That knowledge 0 obtain:
Not by the soul’s eternal loss,
But everinsting galo,

Well, there are a great many people In
the bouse who say : “1 will not sell my soul
for theworld. 1 find the world is an us-
satisfying portion.” What, then, will you
do with your soul! HSome one whispers:
“f will give my soul to Christ.™ Will you?
That is the wisest resolution you ever
made. Will yoa give it to Curist! Wheunt
Tomorrow! No: mow. I congratulute
you If you have come to such a decision.
0, if this morming the eternal spirit
of God would come down upon this sudi-
ence, and show you the vanity of this world,
and the immense importsnes of Christ's
roligion, sad 1he infinite value of your own
immortal souls, what a house this woul€
be! what an honr this would be! whata
moment this would bel Do you know thas
Christ has bought your soull Do you
know that He has paid an inflnite price for
it! Do you know that He s wortby of it}
Will you give it to Him nowd 3

Iwas reading of a sailor who bad just
got ashore and was telling abeat his lasg
experience at sea. He said: The last time
I crossad the ocean we had & terrible time,
After we had been out three or four days
the and the

sod the hinery in the Fb P
mint, snd, as you see it performing its
woaderful work, you will be surprised how
sllently it goes. Machinery that roars and
tears scon destroys ilself; but silent ma-
chinery Is often most effective. Now, so it
is with the soul of man, with ali his tre-
mendous faculties—it moves la silence
Judgment, without any racket, ufting its
scales; memory, withool any noise, bring-
iog down all its treasures; conscience tak-
lug its judgment-seut without any excite-
ment, the understanding and the wul all
dolog their work. WVelocity, j

¥ gt

steam begmn 10 escape, and the captain,
guthering the people and the crew 0B
deck, said: “Unless some ono shall go
down and shut off that stesm, and arrange
that mechinery ut the peril of his life, we
must all be destroved.™ Ho was not will-
ing to go down himself, Noooe seemed
willing to go. The passencers gathered
at one end of the steamer waiting for
their fate. The Captain said: *1 giwve you
& last warning. If there is no one bhere
willing to imperil his life and go down and
fix that machinery we mast all be lst.’" A
plain sailor sald: “I'll go, sir;" and he

i hi if In & coarse of

might; but silence—silence. You listen at
the door of your heart. You emn hear no
sound. The soul is ail quist. It is o deli-
cate an instrument that vo human hand
can touch it. You break o bone, and with
pli band. 1 sotsit;
the eye b d, the apoth '
wosh cools it; b.t s 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
itweraatoy. Itdrves back medical skl
as Imp Itk t gh the circe
of loved ones who stand around the dyiog
couch. With one leap it springs beyond
star and moon and sun, und cbasms of
immensity. O, It is & soul superior toall
material things! No fire can consume it;
no floods can drows it; no rocks can crush
it; nowalls can impede it; wo timo can
exhaust It. It wants no Lridge to cross &
chesm. It wants Do plommet with which
wsound & depth. A soul so mighty, so

canvas and went down, and was gosa but
a few when the ping steam
pped and the ¥y was correcled.
The Captain criad out to the passengers:
“All saved! Letus godown boiow snd
see what has become of the poor fellow.'
They went down. Thero be lay doad, Vi
carious suffering! Died for aull! O, doyou
suppose that those people on the ship ever
forgot, ever can forget that poor fellow?
“No!' they say; *it was through his sacrl-
fice thet I got sshore.™ The timo came
when our whols race must dio unless scme
one should endure lorture and sorrow and
shame. Who sball come 1o the rescuel
Shall it ba one of the seraphim? Not
one. Mhall it be ono of the cherubim}
Not one. BShall it bs sn inhabitant
of some pure snd unfallen worldd Not
one. Then Christ said: “Lo! 1 coms o
do Thy will, 0 God:" and he went down
through the dark stalrs of our sin and
wretchedness and misery aod woe snd ds
stopped the peril, and He died that you and

the horrors of the sacrificel

swilt, a0 silent, must be a priceless soul

I caleulste the value of the soul, also, by
its Bapacity for happiness. How much joy
it can get 1o this world out of friead -hipa,
out of books, out of ciouds, out of the sen,
sut of flowers, out of ten thousand things!
and yot all the joy it bas here does not test
its capacity. You are in & concert befor
the curtain boists, and you hoar the instro-
ments preparing—the sharp soap of the
broken string, the scraping of the bow
across the viol “There Is no musicin
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 coly prepars-
tive; 1t is ounly saticipative; it is only the
first stages of the thing; it is only the en-
trance, the begioning of that which sball
be the orct 1 har ies and spleud
of the redeomed.

You csn not test the full power of the
soul for happiness in this world. How
much power the soul has here to fiad enjoy-
ment in frsadships! but O, the grander
friendships for the soul in the skies! How
sweet the Sowers bere! but how much
swoeter they will bo there! I do not think
that when flowers die on sarth they die
forever. 1 think that the fragrance of the
fowers Is the spirit being walied away
mto glory. God says there are palm trees
in Heaven and fruits in Heaven. [If so,
why not the spirils of the dead flowersl In
tho sunoy valleys of Heavon aball not the
marigold ereep! Ou the hills of Heaven
will mot the amaranth bicomt On 1the
amethystine walls of Heaven will not the
jusmuoe cimb! “My beloved is come down
in bis garden to gather lilies.”  No flowers
in Heaves! Where then do they get their

1 might be free. O, the love! O, the en-
r 1.0,

Shall not our souls this morsing go out to-
ward him, saying: “Lord Jesus Christ,
take my soal. Thou art wortby to have It
Thou hast died to save iL™

God belp you this momming rightly to
cipher out this sum in gospel arithmetic:
“What shail it profit a man if be sball gain
the whole world, and lose his own soull”

—— . ——————

THE GLORIOUS RAINBOW. ~
leh Is P

Bed by Maay Peoploa.

The rainbow is one of the atmus-
pheric phenomena that have been most
generally persounified. 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 up the waters of springs
and ponds.  This belief is found among
the Burmese, Zulus, Indiana of Wash-
ington Territory, ancient Mexicans nnd
Finns, and exists among the popular
fancies of the Slavs and Germans, and
some of the French populations. The
Zulus und the Karens of Burmah im-
agine that the rainbow spreads sick-
ness and death. The Karens, when
they see one, say to their children:
*The rainbow has come down todrink;
do not play, for fear that barm may
come to you!" Very singularly. too,
the street boys in Vult:l:ninkrun ll'l'j:.

“Run, it will drink you up™™
;:ﬁ:‘ﬁ ¥. the minbow is regand-

gariands for the brows of the rig 1
Christ is giorbus lo our souls sow, Dut
how much grander our appr fon mfter

other worlde. Then they got deeply red—
they wera on fire. Then they got ashon,
showing that they were burned down.
Then they disappeared. showing that even
the sabes were seattered, And if the geol-
ogist be- right in his prophecy, then our
world is to go in the saume way. And yet
you want me to exchange my soul for it
Ah, no; itls s world that is burning now.

ppase you b bt an | agent
to look at your property for the purposs of
giviog you & policy oa L, sad while be
atood in front of the house hoe should say:
“That house is on fire now in the base-
ment;" you could not get suy insurance
apon it. Yet you talk aboat this world as
though it were & safo (nvestment, as
though you could get some lnsurunce upoa
it, when down in the basement It is on fire.
1 remark also that this world is a prop-
Ariy with which everybody who has takes

hile! A q comes back alter the
battle. Ho bus been fighting for us. He
comes upoa the platform. He has one arm
1n a aling and the other arm bolds acrutch.
As bo mounta the platform, O, the enthu-
sisam of the audience! They say: “That
man fought for us and tmperiled his lifa
for us,” and how wild ibe buzza that fol-
lows huzza! When the Lord Jesus Christ

el ns n heavenly serpont, Dank,
which insures happi The modern
Greeks hold it to be a beneficent but
just and severe hero; they say that an;:
one who jumps a rainbow will change
sex nt once; bet this saying, which is
also current in Alsace, is only a pictor-
esque way of indicating the impossibil-
ity of transforming a man into a

or a into a man. The

shall at lust stand out before the

of tho redecmed of Heaven nod we meet
Bim faco to face and feel thal He wus
wounded in the head, and wounded in the
bands, and wounded in the feet, ani
wounded in the side for us, methinks we
will be overwbelmed We will sit sowe
time gazing in silence, until some leader
ambdst the white-robed cholr ahall life the
baton of light and miwe the signal that It is
wme to wake tho song of jubilee, amd all
beaven will thea break forth tnto: “Hosan-

Delians offered cakes to the rainbow,
and the Peruvians put its image on the
wills of their temples. The Cariba

idered its appearance on the sea a
presage; but on the earth
its influence was pernicious, and taey
hid from its view. It was personified

favorable

by a viper.— Count Goblet &"Alviclla, in
Popular Science Monlily.




