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SOHOOL dULES

"NOW is the time to fit your Boys in
a'New Suit for Schoo. Youwant a Suit
that fits well, looks well,-and yet you
want a good wearer.

WE HAVE THE KIND YOU NEED.

From 75c. to 85 O0.

b. 0. EVANS & (UL
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 THE GREAT

" Oliver Chilled Plow.

NOTHING to compare with it. The greatest Plow on earth for
Turning aod Terracing. This is what the Farmers say. This is the unani-
mous verdict of hundreds who have used these Plows in Anderson County.
We have just received & Car load of Oliver Chilled Plows, and now is your

© Guns. Gans

Latest desions.
Tremendous Stock.
All selected.
Price« dowu.

AMMUNITION OF ALL KINDS.

REVOLVERS,
RIFLES, and
HUNTING OUTFITS.

855~ Come early for first chuice.

* SULLIVAN HARDWARE (0

"-.__._.i._. e —

SHOES, SHOES.
' Fall SuckShues

At Greu.ly Reduced Prices

Call and examine our Stock before buying, as we can
SAVE YOU MONEY.

~ THE YATES SHOE COMPANY,

Anderson, S. C.

L]

ON® MOMENT OF YOUR
TIME IS ALL WE ASK!

Dry Goods,
Shoes.
Griroceries,

With many otber things too nuvernus fo manti 0

We promise you that if you will pee us be fore huying we will do the rest,
We are in position and are more than «illing to muka SPECTAL ' RICES,
Your- rul

BEOW M LBE & vA DV &

P 8 —To show our spprecl-tion fur *he colendid iradle given us, wa off r QTR
CUSTOMERS & few hundred prunds of C freur Ten p neds to b dollar

ASTONIHLD !

IS THE 8M L' BOY
the il gentlannn ut 1o swallow s |l
Toa=s wrs mys v astoni hin th ng<aroct the Droy
hipsi vse, and thag v way 1t keep nosted o the
Jaten: disgoveries in the materi medica is to desl
with a ralian e Douggisr Our metnod s 10 buy
the best, sell the best, keep the best, and recom-
mend the best, It is this method that winsin the

HI'L--ORR DRUG CO.

«t the m+=ver iv which

(R

HIS UNIQUE SERMON,

REY. DR, TALMAGE PREACHES ON
PIVINE CHIROGRAPHY,

Character In Mandwriting—A Leiter From
Home—Names Written In the Boolk of
Eternal Lifo—TIal Mada From the Cale
vary Sacrifice,

WasamNgroy, Oct, 4.—Wo send 0t
this, one of tbe most nnique germons
Dr. Talmago ever preached. It is ns
novel as wide sweeping and practical.
His snbject is “‘Divine Chirography,”
the text being Luke x, 20, ‘‘Rejoice
becanse your names are written in
heaven. "

Chirography, or thd*art of handwrit-
ing, like tho science of ncoustics, is in
very unsatisfactory etate, While con-
gtructing a chureh, and told by some
architects that the voice wonld not be
heard in & building shaped like that
proposed, I came in much anxiety to
this city and consulted with Professor
Joseph Henry of the Smithsonian insti-
tution about the Iaw of acoustics. He
gaid: “‘Go abead and build your church
in the shape proposed, and I think it
swill be all right. I have studied the
laws of eound perbaps more than any
man of my time, and I have come so far
as this: Two auditorinms may seem to
be exuctly nlike and in one the acoustics
may be good and in the other bad.”’

In the same unsatisfactory stage is
chirography, although many declare
they bave reduced it to ascience. There
are those who say they can read charae-
ter by handwriting, It is eaid that the
way one writes the letter ‘1" decides
his egotism or modesty, and the way
one writes the letter ‘O" decides the
height and depth of his emotions: It is
declared a cramped hand means a
cramped nuture, and an easy, flowing
band a facile and liberal spirit. But if
there be anything in this science, there
must bo some rules not yet announced,
for some of the boldest and most ag-
gressive men bave a delicate and small
peumanship, while some of the most
timid sign their names with the height
and width and scops of the name of
John Hancock on the immortal docu-
ment. Somse of the cleanest in person
and thought present their blotted and
spattered page, and some of the rough-
est put befors us rn immaculate chirog-
raphy. Not our character, but the copy
plate set before us in our schoolboy day
decides the general style of our hand-
writing. So also there is a fashion in
penmanship, and for one decade the let-
ters are exaggerated and in the next
minified, now erect and now aslant,
now heavy and now fine. Anautograph
album is always a surprise, and you
find the penmanship contradicts the
character of the writers. But while the
chirography of the earth is uncertain,
onr blessed Lord in our text presents
the chirography celeatial. -When ad-
dressing the 70 disciples standing before
him, he said, ‘‘Rejoice because your
names are written in heavea.”

Thoe Book of Life.

Of courso the Bible, for the most
part, when speaking of the beavenly
world, speaks figuratively while talk-
ing about book, and about trumpets, and
about wings, and about gates, and
about golden pavements, and about
orchards with 12 crops of froit—one
crop each month—and about the white
horses of heaven's cavalry, But we do
svell to follow ont these inspired meta-
phors and reap from them courage and
sublime expectation and cousolation and
victory. Weare told that in the heaven-
Iy library tbero is a beok of life. Per-
haps thers are many volumes in it.
When wo say a book, we mcan all writ-
ten by the nuthor on that smbject. I
cannot tell how large those heavenly
volumes are, nor the splendor of their
binding, nor the number of their pages,
nor whether they arc pictorialized with
gome exciting scenes of this world. I
only know that the words have nob been
impressed by type, but written out by
gce hand, and that all those who, like
the 70 disciples to whom the text was
spoken, repent and trust tbe Lord for
their eternal salvation surely have
their names written in heaven: It may
not be the same name that wo carried
on earth. We may, through the incon-
siderateness of parents, have a name
that is uncouth, or that was afterward
dishonored by one after whom we were
called: I do wotl kunow that the 70 en-
trances of the names of the 70 disciples
corespord with the record in the genea-
logical table. It may not be the name
by which wo were called on earth, but
it will be the name by which heaven
will know us, and we will have it aun-
nonnced to usas we pass in, and wo
will know it eo certainly that we will
not bave to be called twico by 1t, as in
the Bibloe times the Lord called some
people twice by nume: ‘‘Saunl, Saunil”
“‘Sammuel, Sumuel!”” **Martha, Marthal”

When you come up and look for your
name in the mighty tomes of eternity
and you are go happy as tofind it there,
you will notice that the penmanship is
Christ's, and that the letters were writ-
ten with a trembling band—not trem-
bling with old age, for ke had ouly
passed three decades when he expired.
It was soon after the thirtieth anniver-
sary of his birthduy. Look over all the
business accoants you kept or the letters
you wrote at 30 years of age, and if you
were ordinarily strong and well then
there was no tremor in the chirography.
Why the tremor in the hand that wrote
your name in heavenr~Oh, it was a
compression of more troubles than ever
smote any owe else, and all of them
troubles assumed for others. Christ was
prematuarely old. He had been exposed
to all the weathers of Pulestine. He had
slept out of doors—now in the night dew,
and now in tho tempest. He had been
conked in the surf of Lake Galilee, Pil-
lgws for others, but he had not where
to lay his head. HMungry, he counld not
even get a fig onwhich to bregkfast—or
have you missed the pathos of that
verse, “‘In the morning, as he returned
unto the ecity, he hungered, and when
he saw a fig tree in the way he came to
it and found nothing thercon?’ Oh, he
was a hungry Christ. And nothing makes
the hand tremble worse thun hunger,
for it palls upon the stomuch, and the
stomnch pulls upon the braiy, and the
brain pulls upon the nerves, and the
agitated nerves make the hand gquake.
On tht top of all this exasperation came
abuse, What sober man ever wanted to
be call d o dronkard? Dot Christ wag

called e, What respecter of the Lord's |

daywanis to be enlled a Sabhath breaker?
But he wasealled ene. VWhat man eace-
ful of the company he keeps wants to
“be ealled the associnte of proflizates?
But Ie was so culled. What [oyal man
wants to be charged with tresson? Bat
he was charged with it. What man of
devont speech wants to be called a blas-
phemer?  But he was so tevmed What
man of gelf respoet wants to Le struck
in the mouth? But that is where they
gtruck him.  Or o be the vietim of the
vilest expeetoration? But v . that he
stooprd. .Uh, he was a worn ont Christ!
That is the reasen he dicd €0 soon wpon
the cross,

Many vietims of crucifixion lived day
after day upon the eross, kot Chrict was
in the courtroom at 12 o’clock of noon,
and he had ezpired at 3 o'clock in tha

=

arrernoon of the snme day. Subtracting
from the three hours between 12 and &
o’clock the time taken to travel from
the conrtroom to the place of execntion
and the time that must have been taken
in getting ready for the tragedy, thero
could not have been much more than
two hounrs left, Why did Christ live
only two houra upon the cross, when
others had lived 48 hours? Ab, he was
worn out before he got there! And you
wonder, oh, child of God, that, looking
into the volumes of heaven for your
name, you find it was written with a
trembling penmansghip—trembling with
every letter of your name, if it be your
earthly name, or trembling with every
letter of your heavenly name, if that bo |
different and more eupbonious. Thaf !
will not be the first time you saw the

mark of a quivering pen, for did you

not, oh, man, years ago see your name

go written on the back of n letter, and

you opened il, suying, *‘Why, here is n

letter from mother,’ or *Here is a let-

ter frowa father,"” and after you opened

it you found all the words because of

old ago were traced irregularly and un-

certain, so that you could hardly read

it at all? But after much study yon

made it out—a letter from home tell-

ing you how much they missed you, and

how much they prayed for you, and how

much they wanted to gee yon, and if it

might not be on earth that so it might

be in the world where there are no part-

ings, Yes, your name is written in

heaven, if written atall, with frem-

bling chirography.

Fomo Autographs,

Again, in examination of your name
in the heavenly archives, if you find it
there at ail, you will find it written
with a bold hand, ¥ou have seen many
a signature that because of sickness or
old age had a tremor in it, yot it was ns
bold ns the man who wrote it. Many an
order written on the battlefield and
amid the thunder of tho cannonade has
had evidence of excitement in every g
word and every letter, and in the speed
with which it was folded and handed to
the officer ns he put his foof in the
swift stirrups, and yot that commander,
notwithstanding his trembling hand,
gives a boldness of order that shows it-
self in every word written. You do not
need to he told that a trembling hand
does not always mean a cowardly hand.
It was with a very trembling hand
Charles Carroll of Carrollton signed his
name to the Declaration of American
Independence, but no signer had more
conrage. And iwhen some one said,
“There are many Charles Carrolls, and
it will not be known which one it is, "’
he resnmed the pen and wrote Charles
Carroll of Carrollton. Trembling hand
no sign of timidily! The daring and de-
fiance seen in the way your name i
written id heaven are a challenge to all
earth and hell to come on if they can to
defeat your ransomed soul.

The way your name jis written there
is as much as to say: “‘I Lave redeemed
him. I died for him. I am going to
crown and enthrone him. Nothing shall
ever happen down in that world where
he now lives to defeat my determination
to keep him, to shelter him, to save
him. By my Almighty grace Iam going
to fetch him here. He may slip and
slide, but he has got to come here. By
my omnipoteat sword, by the combined
strength of all heaven'’s principalities
and powers and dominions, by the 20,-
000 chariots of the Lord Almighty, 1
am going to see him through.” Bold
handwriting! It is the boldest thing
ever written to write my name there
and your name there. He knows our
wealknessus and bad propensities better
than we know them ourselves. He
knows all the Apollyonic hosts that are
sworn to down us if they can. He
knows all the temptations that will as-
gail us between now and the moment of
our Jast pulsation of the heart, and yet
he dares to write our name there. Bold-
ness! Nothing at Saragossa or Chalons
or Marathon or Thermopyle to equal
it. Nothing in the sack of gun powder
which one English soldier carried under
the blazing artillery of tha Mohamme-
dans and blew up the gate of Delhi. Can
you not see the boldness in the penman-
ship that has already written our names
there? Apostle Peter, what doyoun think
of it? And he answers, ‘‘Kept by the
power of God through faith unto com-
plete salvation.”’ Oh, blessed Christ,
what dost thou mean by it? And he an-
gwers: ‘‘They shall never perish.
Neither shall any man pluck them out
of my hand.’" “‘Yournamesare written
(h heaven,”

Eternal Volumes,

Again, if, according to the pr'umiae
of the text, you are permitted to Iool
into the volumes of eternity and shall
gee your name there, you will find it
written in lineg, in words, in letters
unmistakable. Some people have come
to consider indistinct and almost un-
readable penmanship o mark of genius,
and so they affect it. Beoauso every
paragraph that Thomas Chalmers and
Dean Stanley and Lord Byron and Ru-
fus Choate and other potent men wrote
was & puzzie imitators make their pen-
manship a pnzzle. Alexandre Dumas
says that plain penmanship is the brevet
of incapacity. Then there are some
who, through too much demand upon
their energies and through lack of time,
lose the capacity of making the pen in-
telligible, and much of the writing of
this world is indecipherable. We have
seen piles of inexplicablo chirography,
and wo onrselves have helped augment
the magnitude. We have not been sure
of the name signed, or the seniiment
expressed, or whether the roply was af-
firmative or negative. Through indis-
tinct penmanship lagt wills nnd testa-
ments have been defeated, widews and
orphuns robbed of their inheritance,
railrond trains brought into collision
through the dim words of a felegem
put into the hand of a conductor, and
regiments in this wise. wistaking their
instructions, have been sacrificed in
battle.

I asked Bishop Cowie, in Anckland,
New Zealand, the bishop baving been
in many of the wars, what Tennyson, in
hig imwmortal poem, '*The Charge of tho
Light Brigade,' meant by the words,
YSowe one had blundered,” and the
bishop said that the awful carnage at
Balaklava was the result of an indis-
tinetly written aod wrongly read mili-
tary order. ‘‘Some one had blundered. ™
But your pawe, once written in the
Lamb's book of life, will be 50 unmis-
tadkablo that all heaven con vead it at
the first glance, It will not be taken
for the name of some other, g0 that in
regawld to it there shall come to be dis-

. heaven cannot dim it.

putation. Not one of the millious and
billiens and quadrillions of the finally
gaved will doubt that it weans you and
only you. Ohb, tho glorious, the raptur-
ous certitude of that entranee on the
heavenly roll. Not saved in a promisen-
ous way. Not put into a glorified mob.
No, no! Though you came up the worst
ginner that was ever saved, and some-
body who knew you in this world at one
time as abgolntely abandoned and disso-
lute should say, "I never heard of yoar
conversion, an®——= not believe you
have a right to be e "' you could just
lauga  laugh of trinmph, und turning
over the leaves containing the names of
the redeemed, say: “LRead it for your-
gelf,  That is wmy name, written out in

full, and do you uot recognize the hand-
| writing? No vouug seribe of hoewan s,

rered That INo aounymous svriter putis
there. Do you not see the tremor in the
lines? Do you not also gee the boldness
of the letters? Is it not as plain ag yon-
der throne, ns plain ng yonder gato? Is
not the namo unmistakable and the
hondwriting unmistakable? The cruci-
fied Lord wrote it there the day I re-
pented nnd turned. Hear itl Hear it!
My name is written therel Therel"
Plainly Written.

I have somctimes been tempted to
think that thera will be so many of us
in heaven that we will be lost in the
crowd. No, Dach one of ns will be ns
distinctly picked out and recognized na
wadg Abe]l when ho entered from earth,
the very first sinner saved, and at tho
head of that long procession of sinners
saved in all tho centuries. My dear
hearers, if we onco get there I do not
want it left uncertfin as to whether we
are to stay thero. After you and I getb
fairly settled there in our heavenly
home we do not want our title proved
defective, Wo do not want to be ejected
from the heavonly premises. We do not
want some ono to say: ‘‘This is not
your room in the honse of many man-
gions, and yon have on an attire that
vou ought not to have tnken from the
heavenly wardrobe, and that is not
really your name on the books, If yom
had mors carefully examined the writ-
ing in the register at the gate, you
would have found that the name was
pot yours at all, but mine. Now, move
out, while I move in.'" Oh, what
wretchedness after once worshiping in
heavenly temples to be compelled to
turn your back on the music, and after
having joined the society of the blessud
to be forced to quit it forever, and after
having clasped our long lost kindred in
heavenly embrace to have another sepa-
ration! What an agony would there be
in such a goodby to heavenl Glory be
to God on high that our names will ba
so plainly written in those volumes that
neither saint nor cherub nor seraph nor
archauvgel shall doubf it for one moment
for 500 eternities, if there wers room
for so many. The oldest inhabitant of
heaven can read it, and the child that
Jeft its mother’s lap last night for heaven
can read it. You will not just look at
vour name and close the book, but you
will stand and soliloquize and say: ‘‘Is
it not wonderful that my nawme is there
ut all? How much it cost my Lord to
gret it there! Unworthy am I to have it
in the same book with the sons and
daughters of martyrdom and with the
choice spirits of all time. But thero it
is, and so plain the word and so plain
all the letters!”

And you will torn forward and back-
vrard the leaves and see other names
taere, perhaps your father's name, and,
your mother’s name, and your brother's
name, and your sister’s name, and your
wife’s name, and apostolic names, and
gay: ‘I am not surprised that those
names are here recorded. They were
better than I ever was. Buf astonish-
ment overwhelming, that my name is in
this book!"”” And turning back to the
page on which is inscribed your name,
you will stand and look at it until, see-
ing that others are waiting to examine
the records with reference to thuir own
numes, you step back into the ranks of
the redeemed, with them to talk over
tho woncderment.

Indelibly Written,

Again, if you are so bappy as to find
your nawme in the volumes of eternity,
you will find it written indelibly. Go
up to the state department in this na-
tional capital and see the old treaties
signed by the rulers of foreign nations
juut before or just after the begiuning
of this centary, and yon will find that
some of the documents are so faded out
thut you can read only here and there a
word. From the paper yellow with
age, or the purchment unrolled before
you, time hus effaced live after line.
Yon have to guess at the name and
perhaps guees wrongly. Old Time is
represented es carrying a scythe, with
which he cuts down the generations,
bul. he carries also chemicals with
which he eats ont whole paragraphs
from important docoments. We talk
abont indelible ink, but there is no
such thing as indelible ink, It isonlya
question of time, the complete oblitera-
tion of all earthly signatures and en-
grossments. But your name put in the
heavenly record, ull the milleniums of
After you have
been so long in glory that, did you not
nossess imperishable memory, yon
wonld have forgotten the day of your
entrance, your name on that page will
glow as vividly as on the instant’it was
traced therc by the finger of the Great
Atoner.

There will be new generations coming
into heaven, and a thousand years from
pow, from this or from other planet,
souls may enter the many mansioned
residence, and, though your name were
onco plainly on the books, suppose it
should fade out? How could you prove
to the newcomers that it had cver been
written there at all? Indelible! Incapa-
ble of being ranceled! Eternity as help-
less as time 1n any attempt at erasure!
What a re-enforcing, uplifting thought!
Other records in heaven may give out
and will give ont. There are records
there in which the recording angel
writ2s down our &ins, but it is a book
full of Llots, so that much of the writ-
ing there cannot be read or even guessed
at. The recording nngel did the writ-
ing, but our Saviour put in the blots,
for did he not promise, “‘I will blot out
their transgressions!”” And if some one
in heaven should remember some of our
eurthly iniguities and ask God abogt
them the Lord would say: ‘‘Oh, I for-
got them! I completely forgot thoso
ging, for I promised, ‘Their sins and
their iniquities will I remember no
more.’ ' In the fires that burn up our
world all tho safety deposits, and all
the title deeds, and all the halls of ree-
ord, and all the libraries will disappear,
worse that when the 200,000 volumes
and the 700,000 manunseripts of the
Alexandrian library went down under
the toreh of Omar, aud not a leaf or
word will eseape the flame in that last
conflagration, which I think will be
witnessed by other plancts, whose in-
habitants will exelaim; *‘Look! There
is a world on fire.”’ But there will bo
ouly one conflagration in heaven, and
that will not destroy, but irradiate. I
mean +he conflagration of splendors that
blaze on the towers and domes, and
temples aud thrones, and rubied and
diamonded walls in the light of the sun
that nover sets.  Indelible!

More Light.

Thero is nob on carth an auntograph
le - orsignature of Christ.
tiwe-.lo wrote out a word on earth,

though ho kuew so well how to write, |

ho wro:e with reference to having it
soon shuffied oat by human foot, the
timse thit ho stooped down and with his
finger wirote on the ground the hypoerisy
of the Pharisees, DBut when ho writes
your namo in the heavenly archives, as
I Lelieve he has or hope he may. if is to
stay there frow age to age, from cycle
to exele, from eon to eon.  And so for

all you Christian peeple I dowhat John |

(. Whittier, the dying poet, said he
wanted done in his howe,  Lovely man
he was! I sat with him in o haymow a
whole ssmmer afternoon and heard him
tell the story of hi. life. ITo hal for
mauy years heen tronbled swith inseweio

The only !

ANa WU u very puor gleeper, and he ale
ways had the window cunrtain of hisg

room up 8o ag to see the first intimation

of sunrise. YWhen ho was breathing his
last, in the moruing hour, in his home
in the Massachusetts village, the nurse
thonght that the light of rising sunwas
too strong for him and so pulled the
window curtain down, Tho last thing
the great QYuaker poct did was to wave
his hand to bavo the curtain up, Ho
wanted todepart in the full gush of the
morning. And I thonght it might b
helpful and juspiring to all Christian
gonls to have more light nhout tho fu-
ture, and so I pnll up the curtain in the
glorions suurise of wy fexc and sar
‘‘Rejoice that your names .. . vitlin
in heaven.'' Bring on your doxolcgies]
Wave your palms! Shoat your victories!
Pull upall the curtnins of bright expes-
tations! Yca, hoist the window itself,

and let the perfumo of the ‘“‘morning

glories'! of the king's garden come in
and the musiec of harps all a-trembie
with symphonies, and the sound of the
gurf of scas dashing to the foot of the
throno of God and the Lamb.

In Red Ink,

But there is only one word on all this
subject of diviue chirography in heaven
thab confuses me, and that is the small
adverb which St. John adds when ha2
quotes the text in Revelation and speaks
of some ‘‘whose names arc not written
in the book of life of the Lamb slain.”’
Oh, that awful adverb “‘not!" By fun)l
submission to Christ the Lord have the
way all cleared between you and the
sublime registration of your namo this
moment. Why not look up and see that
they are all ready to put your named
among the blissful immortals? There is
the mighty volume. It is wide open.
There is the pen. It is from the wing of
the “‘angel of the new covenant.'' Thera
ig the ink. It is red ink{rom Calvarean
sacrifice. Aud there is thodivine Scribe
—tho glorions Lord who wrote your fa-
ther's name there, and your mother's
name there, and your child’s name
there, and who is ready to write yonr
name there. Will you consent that he
do it? Before I eay “Amen’’ to this
servico ask bim to do it. I wait a mo-
ment for the tremendous action of your
will, for it is only an action of your
will. Here some one says, ‘‘Lord Jesus,
with pen plucked from angelic wing and
dipped in the red ink of Golgotha, write
there either that which is now my
earthly name or that which shall ke my
heavenly mname.”” I panse a sccond
longer, that all may consent. The pen
of the divine Seribe is in the fingers
and is lifted and is lowered, and it
touches the shining page, and the word
is traced in trembling and bold and un-
mistakable lettera, He has put it down
in the right place.

'"Tis dono! "ne great transaction’s donel

I am my Lozrd's, and he is mine,

And if thera be in all this assembly a
hopeless case, so called hopeless by yoar-
self and others, I take the responsibility
of saying that there is a place in that
book where your name would esactly
fit in and look beautiful and you can,
quicker than I can clap my hands to-
gether, have it there. A religions meet-
ing was thrown open, and all those who
could testify of the converting grace of
God were asked t{o speak. Silence
reigned a moment, and then a man
covered with the marks of dissipation
arose and said: **You can sce from my
locks what I bave been, but I am now
a saved man. When I left home a thou-
gand miles from here, I had so disgraced
my father's name that he said, ‘As
you are going away I have only two
things to ask of yon—first, that youn
will never come home again, and, next,
you will change your name.’ I prom-
ised. I have not beard my real name
for years. I went the whole round of
gin nntil there was no lower depth to
fathom, But I am by the grace of God
a changed man. I wrote home asking
forgiveness for my waywardness, and
here are two letters, one from father
and another from my sister. My mother
died of a broken heart. Bot these two
letters ask me to come home, and, beys,
I slart tomorrow morning.’’ The fact
was that his name was written in
heaven, where I pray God all of our
names may be written though so un-
worthy are the best of us and all of us,
If you have ever been in the thick
woods and heard the sonnd of village
bells you know the sound is hindered
and mufiled by the folinge, though
somewhat sweet, but as yon come to
the edge of the woods the ecunds be-
come clearer and more charming, and
when you step ont from the deep shad-
ows into the sunlight you hear the
full, round, mellifluous ringing of the
bells. Oh, ve down in the thick shad-
ows of unbelief and who hear only the
faint notes of this gospel bell, come cuk
into the clear sunlight of pardon and
peace and hear the full chime ef eternal
harmonics from all the towers of heaven.
Qh, come out of the woods!

King Menelck's Independence.

The pope's influence has failed to se-
cure the release of tho Italian prisoners
in Abyssinia. It is gaid that his shrewd
conuncilors disapproved an attempt so
little likely to succeed at a time when
his holiness cannot afford to risk the
papal prestige, butagenerous pity over-
came their reasoned objections. As if
to emphasize the refusal, Menelek has
get free 64 officers and men of lis own
accord. They report that the Abyssinian
monarch is not such a barbarian as i3
cornmonly supposed. He reads the lead-
ing Italian journals through an inter-
preter. It is well for the prisoners that
he cannot uwnderstand them himself,
Menelek desires to make himself egual
to the European sovercigns, and this
fact represents progress, for all his pre-
decessors firmly believed themselves to
be already equal or superior. The Ital-
jan officers are frequently guestioned
about the manners and customs of roy-
alty in Burope. Iis queen actually
wears dresses from Pavis and stoekings,
shoes, ete.

Many French families are eettled at
and near Entotto, where the negus bas
a paluce, and they supply these articles
One would like to know what the pris-
oners mean exactly by “‘many. ' Itmay
be eredited, however, that Abyssinia is
about to undergo a change, with Rus-
sians and Frenchmen to direet it, and
in that easo the sooner Bgypt gets com-
mand of the npper waters of the Nile
thie better for her safety. To cccapy the
Sudan would be the fivst move of un
energetic negus who felt himself strong
enough to organizo a grand attack upon
the hereditary foe. Aud if he got pos-
gession of the Sudan self interest would
temypt him to divert the Nile, putring
i1l will toward Fgypt aside.—London
Stundard.

The Minister's Compliment,

One Sumnday, as a certain Scottish
minister was returning  homeward, ho
was aceosted by an old woman, who
gaid:

“O, sir, well do Ilike the day when
you preqch.”

The minister was aware that ho was
not very popular and answered :

“ My good wontan, ITam glad to hear
it. There are too few like you.
why do you like it when I preach?"

“Oh, s, ghe replied, “when you
preach I always get a good seat ! —Laon-
don Tit-Bits,

And |

DOOM OF THE NOVEL.

Discerned In the Window Where Dicyeles
Are Exhibited,

A delver into literatare has this to
say about the bicyele:

Speaking as a distingnished reviewer,
I am not ungrateful to the bicycle
The more eycling the less novel read-
ing, and therefore the emaller income
for the seribe who has to explain the

lic.

This merely commercial point does
not excite any misgiving in my mind
as to the eivilizing influence of the cycle
manufacturer,

Windows in which bicycles are ex-
hibited for sale have for we the fasei-
nation I used tofind at the beokseller's
Staring in at awindow the other day, I
was accosted by a friend, who said:

““So you're going to start cycling at
last! The very thing for atorpid liver!”

He descanted on my liver for some
minuates and then- urged moe on no ae-
count to buy the particular brand of
bieycle I was gazing at. It had sccret
vices, I was possesscd with a deyil;
wheroas, he knew a bicyele swhich
wight make angels’ wings molt with
envy.

I explained that I had no desire to |

ride a bieyele, and he said with amaze-
ment: -

“Then why gluo your noso to the
window?"’

“‘Beeanse I rcjoice to read there the
doom of the Inglish novel.”

He shook hiz head avd went off ‘o
spread tho romor among my friends
that I was suffering frcm mental de-
rangrment,

Publishers are said to be complaining
about the effeets of the cycling epi-
demic on the book market, There is a
gad decline of novel reading. Instead of
buying books the young and middle
sged of both sexes epend their money
cn bicyeles.

Beauty does not langnish a whole aft-
erncon in a hammoclk with o romance.
She ‘‘scorches’ amid the heat and dust
of a highway.

By his unsold copics the publisher
sits down and weeps when he remem
Lers the copious editions of other years.
Surcly there is o better plan than that,
TWhy doesn’t he become an expert cyelist
and lie in wait on the highroad for
novices who have deserted his books?
There is an apt story of Wesley which
Mr. Birrell told tho other day.

The evangelist was riding and over-
took a stranger, who was also monnted,

They fell to discussing religion, and.

when the stranger learned that his
mentor was Wesley he turned to flee.

“I had the better horse,’’ remarks
Wesley in his journal, ‘'so I showerl
him his heart all the way to Northamp-
ton. "

Why should not the publisher show
the beauties of his-new novel to the less
experienced cyelist? Should his com-
panion have a bad accident, how de-
lightful to thrust a precious volume
into the hand of the prostrate man and
ride away wiih the rightcons glow of a
pood Samaritan, —Exchange.

NOT ALL HE HAD TO DO.

After He Had Almed the Camera and
Tressed tho Dutton the Trouble Legan.
“All you have to do,”” said Mr.
Trapp, as he showed lig vwifo the cam-
era he had purchased, *‘is to press this
little knob, and there you have a pie-
ture.”

“I'm sure that doesn’t scem bard,”

"It isn’t hard, Il's as cusy as any-
thing you ever heard of. There," he
exclaimed, as he held the camera up in
front of her face, *“I have a picture of
you. "'

“Do you mean to say that my like-
nesd is in that box?”

“'Yes, indeed, ! he answered proudly.

‘'How nice. Let's take it right out
and, look at it."

“No. You musin’t do that.”” And he
entered into an elaborate but unappre-
ciated explanation of the effects of gun-
light on the sensitive film. £he was
very eager to see the portrait, and ke
promised to develop the contents of the
camera that night and print the picture
the next day. She swas not very highly
pleased with the arangement, but ac-
ceptzd it because there was o alterna-
tive. When he got home, ho had with
him the chemicals for devcloping a
negative.

“'Jlere they ere,’” ho said cheerily as
he waved the package over his head.
“I’ve got the whole business in this
bundle. You hove ghe kitchen table
clearad off, and I'll get the lantern
ready, and we'll send the hired girl out
of the house and make all the mess we
want to.”’

Tha only response {o his greefing was
an icy stare,

““What's the matter? IIave yon lost
your interest in the caraera?”’

““No. On the contrary, my intercst
has been enormously increased. I have
read of unexpected discoveries in story
books, but I never cxpected to find out
myself how true it is that a perfidions
plotte: is almost surc to Lo discovercd
in hisinignities. To think of you flannt-
ing that camera in my faco and me
trusting you all the time.”

“When you say ‘perfidious plotter,’
do you allude to me?”’

I certainly do.  You yourself placed
in my hands the proof of your freach-
ery. You probably chuckled as you
thought of how you were leaving the
evidenee of your guilt with me for safe
Lkeeping., But I have found you out.
There is only one thing that [ want to
kuow now,”’ she sadd in a lounder tone
as she tragically held a photeograph be-
fore his face, “'and that is, who is the
woman?"’

“YWhere did you get that?' he asked
in surprise,

“Iwas anxious to sce what was in
the cawern,’” ghe replied, “eo I took it
over to my brother, who is an expert in
such things, and got him to make the
pictures for me. He sent them over to
me an hour ago, and this was among
the lot. Now, sir, I have answered your
question frankly and promptly. Can
you answer mine? Who— is— this—
wowant'’

“Don’t you kuow who that is?’

“‘I certainly do not, "’

“$Why, that is yourself.”

“Don't libel me. You have injured
wo deeply. Do not, oh, do no: mock
mo as welll”

“0Maria, Iwish you wenld not behave
g0 much ns if you were performing at a
matinee. I tell youthat is your picture.
You can recognizo it by the way the
Low at your neek is tied aud Ly the pat-
tern of the geods your waist is made of
if you can't reecgnize the features, o

She locked at it steadily, and be beld
aat liis hionds to her for o recencilia-
pon. The gazo she turned on him was
even chillier than before.

“Do yon wean to say,” she asked in
flinty aceents, that you intended that|
picture of a lantern jawed monster as a
perirait of the woman whom you prom-
1e04d o eherish and proteet?”

“Why, it wasn't my fanlt,’ he said
soothingly, but the door slammed.

hat evening the suilers who were
bavging sbout a whal suw a wan hur-

merits of novelists to an indolent pub-
]

ry to the water’'s cdge, tnke several
packagea from his pockets, put them all
inside o cubical, leather covered box
and drop tho entire outfit -into the wa-
ter. Itwas the last of Mr. Trapp's cam-
era.—Chicago Times-Herald.

SHE WAS RESCUED.

TH!5 1S THE THRILLING BUT TRUTH-
FUL TALE OF A BUCKET.

It Was No Ordinary, 0l1d Qakepn, Iron
Dound, Moss overed Bucket—It Came
Into the Play Becanso Miss Endle Ob-
Jected to Belng Called “Dead Slow.”

'This is the tale of a bucket.

Incidentally it is a tale of daring do,
of beauty in peril, of biser tears, of
manful endeavor, of heroic rescue, of
thanksgiving for dangers past,

It was no ordinary bucket, no mosa
covered bucket, no old oaken bucket
that hung by the well. It was a bucket
of distinction, a bucket of parts, a bucket
of illimitible hospitality and inberent

' beneficence. Whatever its ostensible
raison d’etre, there are many who will
see in this Chevalier Bayard of buckets

i a manifestation of the finger of Provi-

denee, many who will swear that it
was fashioned by fate for tho saccor of

a beleaguered damsel. Whereof thie story

followeth:

'"Twas July 23, aud quite soft were
the skies, whence it might be inferred
that Sadie Meyerfriend was likewise,
Which the meter’s as rough as the rocks
Sadie scaled on her road toward the
skies,

Miss Meyerfriend was from Oakland,
Her fellow tourista, a dozen or so, wers
from San Francisco. To seek to probe
woman’s motives may be both folly and
presumption, bufione is bound to take
cognizance of important facts. Impor-
tant fact No. 1 in the tale of a hucket
in that Miss Meyerfriend overheard a
young mun in the party hazard the

glow.” Important fact No. 2 is thaé
immediately thereafter Miss Meyer-
friend hazarded the feat which made
her famous, and without which this
tale of a bucket wounld never be written.
Let him who dares draw an inference
from this conjunction of circumstances.

They had left Skaggs’ Springs, these
happy tourists, for a tramp throngh the
mounntaing. They had just arrived at
the base of Major's rock when the ill
advised San Franciscan made his re-
mark about Oukland girls being “dead
glow.”” Miss Meyerfriend’s eyes shot’
fire as they traveled to the sammit of
the rock, which towers skyward 100
feet like a huge monolith,

“‘Let’s climb to the top,’ she said,
durting at the detractor of Oakland girl-
| hood a glance which sazid ‘‘dasn’t"’ as
plainly as.words, .

The young man looked dnbiously at
the forbiddivg crag, but his pride forbade
him to sveaken, and he responded:

L chtTS’ 1

And’ the rest of the party echoed
“Let's" in varying moods and tenses of
reluctance.

The Oakland girl led the way. With
the agility of a chamois and the deter-
mination of the young man who bore
mid snow and ice a banner with the
strange device ‘‘Excelsior, '’ she bounded
to the lowermost ledge and began to
climb. The flippant yonng man followed
her. The rest compromised by looking
on and uttering words of encourage-
ment,

After awhile she reached the suminit
and bent upon her companions beneath
a rather red but very trinmphant face.
Hollowing her hands into a speaking
trumpet she uttered a series of ejacula-
tions of which the breeze permitted
these fragments to reach the earth:

“Simply beautiful—ought to see the
view—most exhilarating air I ever—
lovely natural seat hewn by nature out
of—why didn’t Mr.—enjoy this—is he
illz—hooroar for Oakland!"

Miss Meyerfriend had produced the
gensation she desired, and at the end of
15 minutes she started to descend—
started, but no more. Her friends saw
her climb down a few feet, and then
stop, with one foot gesticulating elo-
quently over a chasm, Then she tried it
with the other foot, and then she climbed
back to the top. She peered down the
escarpment on all sides, looking for a
practicable path, She tried it baclkward,
frontward, sideward, until her friends
expected Lo see her compromisa by walk-
ing down on her hands. Finally she had
a good cry, and these words floated to
the watchers beneath:

“QOh! Ob-h-h!=-can’t get down—some
of you men—help me—I'll die of fright
—don't do something—Boo-hoo-hoo!—a
ladder or something—sure I shall fall—
tell my poor mother!”

Half a dozen men sprang to scale the
rock, Lut their strength was not equal
to the task. Messengers were sent post-
hasto to the hotel at Skaggs’ Springs,
but that meant delay, and meanwhile
Miss Meyerfriend of Cakland was wring-
ing her hands and declaring that she
would die of hunger und exposure even
if she were not dashed to picces from
tho summit,

Ropes and ladders came from the
hotel, and then camo the laborions work
of digging holes in the rock and fasten-
ing ladders where they would do the
most good. By this time, however, Sadie
Meyerfriend was in a collapse and could
do nothing to aid in her own rescue.

In this emergency the bucket arrived.

It is bootless to tell where the bucket
was found or who found it. Enough
that it was o big bueket—big enough to
bear the fairest freight ever borne by
bucket.

The bucket was hoisted to the summit
of Major’s rock, and the reseuers exhib-
ited it dramatically to the terrificd
maiden,

“Lol" they said.
Pray descend.”

«'What,”” sho sobbed, *‘in a bucket?”

“‘Even so," said they.

And so she huddled into it, the poor,
frightened little Oakland gir], and, cov-
ering her face from shame and grief,
! ywas Jowered to the bosom of her family
| and friends, while nobody checred louder

than the flippaut young man whose re-
mark had caused all the trouble,

Conecerning which it is whispered
{ that tho tale of the bucket may develop
I g gequel that Sadie Meyerfriend never
| guspected when she clambered up Ma-
jor’s rock.—San Francisco Examiner.

“Yonr salvation.

Another roiwce matron,

Mrs, F. W. McKinney has- been ap-
pointed police matron at the city jail,
Portland, Or. Mrs. McKinney is a pio-
neer snfiragist and an active worker for
the People’s Party. The Pacific Hmpire
says, “‘Her appointment will be of in-
ealeulable bencefit to the unfortunates
who come under her care,”’

— 1f your children are subjeet to
croup wateh for the first symptom of
'thedisease—hoarseness. If Chamber-
{ lain's Congh Remedy is given as soon

as the ehild beeomes hoarse it will

prevent the attack. Even after the
eronpy eongh has appeared the attack
ean always be prevented by giving
this pemedy, [t ois also in>uabl
for colds and whooping coughi
| sale Ly Hill-Orr Drug Co,

opinion that Oakland girls were ‘‘dead |’

A Thriftless Genlus,
Leigh Hunt had no sense either of
time or of money—a grave fault, per-
haps an unpardonable vice, in a man’
who had g wife and children dependin
upon him. As long as he lived he was
thriftless and needy, a lender and &
borrower, o generoud that he comld
never afford to be just, bringing upon
those swhom he loved sincerely a con-
stant burden of debt and care. How
reprebensible this was he seems never
to havo felt (though he blames himself~*
freely and light beartedly), and if they
reader of his antobiography is disposed
to feel sorry for Mrs, Hunt it is mof
becauso her husband sets him the ex-
ample. This was Leigh Hunt's ocme
vice, never amended or actively re-
pented of. Yet he had had his warning.
It is pathetic to compare with each .
other the two following passages and:
to see how clearly Leigh Hant foresa
his danger and how incapable he proved
of eseaping it: o
“I havo seen,’ he writes in 1808; “so;
much of the irritabilities, or rather the-
miséries, accrning from want of a sui
able income, and the best wvoman of
time was so worried and finally worn 5
out with the early negligence of othe
in this respect, that if ever I was deter:
mined in anything it is to be perfeotly 8
clear of the world and ready to meeb the
exigencies of a married life before I.
marry, for I will nct see a wife who
loves me and is the comfort of my ex-
istenco afraid to speak to me of money
matters. She shall never tremble to =
hear a knock at the door or to meef &
quarter day.”’ B
And in 1892: - G
I never hear a kncok ‘at the do
but I think somebody is coming to take
me away from my family, Last Friday.
I was sitting down to dinner whenT)
was called away by a man who brought:
an execution into my house for 40.ghil-% =
lings,”’—Temple Bar. s

ptgs £.5

An Effectunl Remedy.
His firmly set lips and the squars
of his side whiskers showed ata glanoe;!
that he was accustomed to surmount:
obstacles instead of yielding to them.™>
‘‘We were a day late in getting the
picce of work out,’’ he remarked to
guperintendent of his business, = .-
“Yes, Itwasone of those unfortnnats™
things that conldn’t very well be avoid-,
ed. i i
““What was the matter?* h
“‘You will remember that the or
reached us on Friday morning. I
o pretty big job of work, and the i :
man hated like everything to begin if
on Friday. The men all looked kix
glum when we talked about "
up on that day, and, to tell yo B
trath, I didn’t like to begin it on Fri-
doy myself.”’ ey
““What’s wrong with Friday?’’
“Nothing. Only you know the old
superstition about its being an unlucl
day. Of course, everybody feels a little
ashamed of it, but, just the same, ev
erybedy. recognizes it and is moreor
less afraid of it.” (i
“‘And you mean to tell me that thig}
guperstition has saturated these shopsf: s
go that wo're liable to be delayed onai '
contract if Friday happens to interfere.
“I'm afraid that is the case.” '
“*Well, I’l] fix that.”
‘It will be hard to do.”’
“‘No, it won’t. It will be the easlest
thing imaginable. You notify the book-
keeper and the cashier that hereafter;,
instead of paying off on Saturday, ali
employees will get their money on 53‘:1
day. That’ll arrange things so that in-
ptead of regarding Friday as ualucky
they’l] spend the cther six days wishing
for it to come around.’'’~—Detroit'Free

Presa. . o

Man Made Monuments and Others.

¢‘He was not aware that it had ever
been suggested that it weas the work of
man, and it conld not therefore -be an
ancient monument.”’ :

This somewhat mystic remark was
made by the Irish attorney general in
reply to a question about the des’ ‘abil-
ity of preserving the Giant's Causeway.

In itself one may be inclined to dis-
pute the attorney general’s propoaition
that nothing can be ancient or mon
mental which i not the work of man—
man, whose appearance on the planef is
go comparatively modern; man, whose
noblest works are compqratively B0~
trivial beside the more enduring monmn-
ments of creative energies greater than
his own. i

And, though the attorney general was
of conrse speaking in a legal sense, the
point we have indicated suggests a real
defect in the law. Would it not be pos--
gible to extend the protection given to
ancient monuments to natural beauties
and natural marvels? RESD

In some oth:r countries - attemapts
have been made in that direction, and
this is a form ¢f land nationalization
wpon which many even'of the leastex-
treme of politizians would look with.
favor.—London News.

3

No Malil For tlie Wattses, x,
A lantern jawed young man called at -
the Montezoma Record postoffice and -
asked :
¢ Anything fer the Wattses?"’
"¢¢Nothing,’’ replied the postmaster.
“ Anything fer Jane Watts?"’ .
“NO. Lk}
« Anything fer Ace Watts?” ;
“ N°o 1 X
“ Anything fer Bill Watts?"’
*‘Nothing!"’
“ Anything fer Tom Watts?’
1 tell you nothing!*’
“ Anything fer fool Joe Watts?”
“No, nor Jim Watts nor any other
Watts, dead or living, unborn, native
or foreign, civilized or uneivilized, sav-
age or barbarous, male or female, white
or black, franchised or disfranchised,
naturalized or otherwise. INo, there is .
positively nothing for any of the
Wattses, either individually, severally, -
jeintly, now and forever, one and in-
separable.”’ B
The boy looked up at the postmaster
in astonishment and said:
“‘Please look if thero is anything for
John Thomas Watts,'"—Atlanta Con-
stitation.

Somo Reformns Necessary.

The beautiful girl spurned his proffer-
red love, 3

“But why am I so hateful to you?”
he asked. .

«you are not hateful to me,”” she re-
plied. *‘There is simply nothing about
you to attract a girl of my nature. The
man who marries me must show his =
lovo of making sacrifices for me.”’

T will make auy that youmay ask,”’
he pleaded.

She merely laughed at him, :

“‘The man who would have my love
must reform for my sake,’’ she said.

“But what have I to reform?’’ he
_asked. :

“ Nothing,” she answered promptly.
“That's just the tromble.”’—Chicago
Post, . ’

- Jimmle's Ignorance. .

Stern Father—Didn't I tell you never
to let me see you stoning the ash man -
again, Jimmie?
Jiwmie—Well, you wounldn't if I'd "

a-knowed there was a koothols in that -
\Kee.—-Detroit Free Presa, b ;



