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OLD VOICES.

Across the seas they come to me,
Old voices of a happier day,
When Love was young and Hope was high,
And flowers grew bright about my way.
1 sit within the rose-girt pane,
And watch the tranquil western sun
Dip gentiy in the golden sea,
And think of friends forever gone
And while I gaze and think, to me
There come old voices o’er the sea.

I hear them when alone I stroll
Along the white surf-beaten shore;
They mingle in the fisher's song,
Heard 'mid the lull of ocean’s roar:
And when with toflsome steps, and slow,
1 struggle up the fern-clad cliffs
Which slope in beauty from the bay,
And watch far off the fading skiffs,
They whisper of old times to me,
Theso volces from across the sea

So when night curtains sea and shore,
And white stars gleam across the wild,
And underneath the shadowy limes
With thoughts of other days beguiled
1 linger long, too sad to rest,
For in this lonely heart of mine,
There whisper as from long sgo
Old echoes that have grown divine;
0ld echoes from across the sea,
They whisper of old times to me.
—William Cowan, in Chambers' Journal,

HOUSE TO LET.

How Love Conquerad a Proud
Girl's Heart.

“We have got to move!” sighed Se-
lina Spencer. The wind rustled in the
leafless popiar trees, the muslin cur-
tains flapped i the draught.  0ld Dor-
cas, the colored servant, went on
sprinklng the pillow cases on the pine
tabje in the corner.

¥I've scen it coming this long time,”
said Selina. ‘''The landlord has been
as good and considerate as possible—"

“De lan'lord’s en old harpy!" said
Doreas.  “Lan'lords allays is!"

“No, he is not,” persisted Selina.
“We owe him eight months’ rent al=
ready, and I do not know how he is

fever to get his money. I would offer
him the piano and the earved rose-
wood parlor set, if I thonght they
would possess any value in his eyes—
in part payment, 1 mean.”

Doreas rolled up the coffee-colored

whites of her eyes.
. “Dat piano as was Miss Adelaide's
when firs' she come from Baltimo'
boarding schiool!” said she, *“'Dat lub-
ly funchure as was made to order in
Annap'lis! No, Miss Lina—not wiv dis
chile’s consent!”

And she rolled a thin old damask ta-
ble cloth very tightly and packed it
into the basket with emphasis.

“Mamma must know nothing of this,
Dorcas,” said Selinz, sadly.

“Dunno how you'sc gwine to keep it
from her, Miss Lina.”

“It can be done, Doreas. I've thought
it all out,” said the girl. *‘She must
be made to suppose that she is going to
spend a few days with my employers
at Newport—"

“Has dey
Lina?”

"No, you goose! I don't suppose
that they even know that I've got a
wother. Iam only a typewriter and
stenographer in their eyes, and render
my services at so much aday. Mrs.
Plinimmom is known all through New
York as a female philanthropist, but
while she’s helping poor immigrants
out of the slums and rectifying the
slop guestion she don’t appreciate that
a welldressed sonthern Jady may be
in sore straits. But she'll make as
good o figure-head as any other.”

“Miss Lina,” said Doreas, after a
brief silence, during which she rolled
and sprinkled, patted and folded with
unceasing vigilance.

“Well?"

“I knows whar I could git four dol-
lars a week for laundress or five dol-
lars for cook. Tink o' dat, Miss Lina.”

“Do you want to leave us, Dorcas?”

The old woman uttered a subdued
groan. *“Lord knows it ain’t dat, Miss

Lina! Lord knows it's honor enough
to work for de ole #Spencers! But it's
money we uns wants—an’ ebery cent
o'de ole woman's wages, dey'll come
back to ole missus and Miss Lina.”
hThe long lashes dropped over Selina
Spencer's lovely hazel eyes. “It's of
no use, Dorcas,” said she. **\We've got
to bend before the storm. Hush! Do
You hear that tapping?”

“Somebody knocking at de do'!"
cried Doreas. “Why on arf don't dey
ring de bell?" °

*No,” said Selina, detaining her as
she was about to amswer the supposed
Summons. “It's the agent putting up
the ‘To Let." But, whatever happens,
Doreas, don't let mamma know!"

She rose, and, gathering up her hat
and gloves, went up the wide, gloomy
old staircase. Dorcas looked after her
und shook her turbaned head.

“Meks b'lieve she’s pow’ful brave!”
muttered she. **“Tinks ole Doreas dunno
sl:m's erying dis berry minute! Why
didn't she marry Marse George Berke-
ley when he axed her, an' sabe herse'f
all this trouble?"

Up in the dimly-lighted sitting room

rs. Spencer sat, a faded belle of the
olden days. The piano was open, the
window was full of carefully tended
Plants; a pink-shaded lamp burned on
the table, and Mrs. Spencer herself
Was engaged in crewel work with slow,
languid fingers.

“.\ou are later than usual to-night,
Schnfl,“ said she, fretfully. *‘Perhaps
Your idea of a dutiful daughter is dif-
ferent from wmine, bat I think any
aAmount of Shakespeare and Browning
classes oughtn't to take so much of
your time away from your mother.”

2 stopped to give Dorecas orders in
the kitchen, mamma," Selina cheer-

done asked her, Miss

now. What shall I read to you till the
tea comes up?”

“Well,” said the poor lady, feebly,
*T'd like a few chapters of the ‘Scot-
tish Chiefs.” It was the first novel my
dear papa allowed me to read—and in
my opinion your Ouidas and Braddons
don’t come near it." .

And while Selina read out the trials
of Helen Mar and Bruce the brave, she
wondered how on earth she should
manage about showing the house to
the eager sightseers who would be sure
to be attracted by the legend *“To Let"
on the mortow.

“Can’t godn dat ar room!” sald Dor-
cas, Interposing her stout figure be-
tween the hard-featured housé hunter
and the door of Mrys. Spencer’s boudoir.
‘“‘Dat’s private, dat ar!”

“Anything wrong in the room?”
sharply questioned the woman.

“No'm,"” stolidly responded Dorcas.

“Ceilings cracked?  Water pipes
burst?”

“No'm.”

“Then why can’'t I see it?" with a
sudden push in that direction.

She might as well have attempted to
charge a battery of artillery. Old Dor:
cas stood immovable

“Lady ain't well, mum,” said she.
“Can’t nobody go in dat room! Tole
yoit so afore!”

**Anything contagious?”

“No'm.™

“Sure?”

“Yes'm, sartin shuah!®

“Very well;” said the house-hunter,
with a forward jerk of the chin. *1
shall take no house that I can't see
every inch of!” and she flounced out.

All day long Dorcas fought the army
of investigators valiantly, and at night,
as she herself observed, ‘“'she was jes'
as tired as if she'd doné¢ 4 doiible day's
wash.” Stont ladies peered into the
stb-veilar dnd denounced the drainage;
lean ladies poked their parasols into
the kitchen sink and tore off strips of
the hall paper. Deep-voiced men par-
leyed as to the monthly rental; fat old
gentlemen asked questions in husky
aceents.

The next morning, however, dove-
winged peace once more settled on the
field of action. The agent came tip and
removed the bill

“The house is taken,” said he.

“Who's took it?" demanded Doreas,
who chanced just then to be scouring
the brasses. But the agent either did
not know or would not tell. Dorecas
heaved a deep sigh. “Den,” says she;
“we've got to ol'ar out.”

The landlord senit SBelina a polite
note in a day or two. He had conclud-
ed, he wrote, to accept her offer of the
furniture and belongings as an equira-
lent for a certain porfjon of the unpaid
rent.

“NO“’,"
do?”

Poor Mrs. Spencer was all in & flut=
ter. The Newport scheme delighted
her, and she was very busy looking
over her wardrobe with referenée to
the coming visit. Belina had written
to the aunt of a old schoolmate of
hers, who kept a boarding house in the
fair seaside city, asking her lowest
prices for a comfortable room. Dorcas
was to go with Mrs. Spencer as attend-
ant and maid, and Selina had resolved
to hiré a room in New York and board
herself as well as she counld.

“‘But this has been a dear old home,”
she murmured. *I.wonder who will
sleep in my room. I wonder whose
hands will strike the yellow keys of
mamma's old piano, and dust my flow-
ered blue china, and arrange the old
fiddle-backed chairs.”

The purple sunlight shone softly in;
the scent of a sfalk of hyacinths in a
glass on the mantel brought back rem-
iniscences of the old southern flower
gardens, and all of a sudden a voice
which she had last heard in those very
gardens struck on her ear.

**Selina, have I startled you?”

He extended a cordial hand.

‘Perhaps you fancied 1 could not
trace you out?” said ke. ‘“‘But I am
better at hide and seek than yon
thoaght.”

She courtesied haughtily. His hand-
some conntenance fell. Evidently he
was deeply disappointed.

‘‘Are younot glad to see me, Selina?"
he exclaimed ‘“‘Ah, Selina! I had
counted so much on this interview! I
had planned to renew my suit—to ask
you once again to be my wife.”

She drew her slight figure up.

““You are presuming too much on my
very evident poverty, Mr. Berkeley,”
said she. *I refused when I was Miss
Spencer, of Spencer Vale. What sort
of woman should I be if I were now to
accept you—simply as a protection
against adversity?”

“But, Selina —"

*Pray excuse me from any further
discussion of the question,” said Se-
lina.

*‘May I not hope to see your mother?”
he persisted.

“I shounld prefer not.”

*Do you know, Selina,” he said, after
a brief silence, *‘that this is a very bit-
ter mortification to me?"

*Is it? Then what must it be to me?”
she retorted, almost fiercely, looking
up at him.

He stood a second or two gazing sad-
ly at her. Stung by his serutiny she
swept from the room like an angered
princess.

Half a minute later she came hurry-
ing back, full of sweet, strange misgiv-
ings. But he was gone.

“I have let another opportunity slip
by!” she murmured. ‘‘Oh, heavens!
where is my life drifting to?”

At that moment Aunt Dorcas ushered

said Doreas, *‘what is we to

fully answered. “But I am all ready,

in the landlord—a fussy, bald-readed

old gentleman, with a fur collar to his
coat.

*‘Good evening, Miss Spencer,” said
he. *'I expected to meet the new party
here.”

“The—I beg your pardon,” said Se-
lina.

“‘The gentleman who has purchased
this house and furniture,” explained
Mr. Beasley, “and settled it on yourself
and your mother. A friend of yours, I
suppose—Mr. Berkeley."

Standing sadly in the shadow of the
riistling poplar boughs ouuside, George
Berkeley felt the magnetic influence of
another presence. A soft voice stirred
the tiilight air lile the far-off musie
of forgotten days.

“Mr. Berkeley,” it said—‘George!—
please will you forgive me?"

A dead silence ensued.

““Won't you, George?” with a little
sob in the voice. *“I—I didn’t mean to
speak so harshly to you. 1 didn't
know then what I know now of your
noble generosity.”

Silence—only silence still.

“If 1 accept it for deat mamma's
sake, you stirely will not iisinterpret
ine. Oh, George! how can you be so
cruel? Why don't you answer me?
What are you waiting for me to say?”

And still no word broke that haunt-
ing silence!

“George;,” in a low
changéd my mind.
wife!”

He took her in his arms.

‘Dear sweetheart!” he murmured.
“Dear little melting snow wreath. I
knew that love would eonguer you at
last!”

Whett Mrs. Spehcer heard of the en-
gagement she said quietly:

“I always thought they cared for
each other, but since your master died,
Dorcas, my poor head has scarcely
been itself; but make haste and finish
the packing. We are going to New-
port, are we not?”

And so the wedding trip was to News
port.—Toronto Mail.

voice, “I've
I will be your

FUEGIAN WEAPONS,

Pooplé of TosDay Who Are Still In the
Stone Age.

The weapons used by the Fuegians
are the sling, the spear and the bow
and arrow. The sling consists of a cir-
cular piece of sealskin, to which ard
attached two thongs of the same, and
the missile ediployed is a rounded peb-
Ble. In thé use of this weapon the na-
tives have attained to a really wonder-
ful degree of dexterity, being able to
hit an object no bigger than a man’s
head from a distance of fully thirty
yards. The spear handles are about
eight feet long, and econsist of young
stems of the winter's-bark tree, They
are tipped with sharp picves of #bsid=
fan, and are tnainly dsed for killing
porpBises dnd otters, but simetimes
also for capturing thie large-sized fisii
which frequent the kelp.

The bow, also fashioned from the
winter's-bark, is about three and a
half feet long and is strung with
twisted gut. The arrows are polished,
neatly feathered and tipped with barbs
of flint or occasionally of variously col-
ored glass. The glass from which the
arrow tips are made is supplied by bot-
tles obtained from passing vessels, and
in fashioning these barbs considerable
ingenuity is displayed. A portion of
broken bottle is laid upon a flat stone
with its edge slightly projecting. Lite
tle bits of glass nre carefully chipped
off by means of & picce of bone until
the requisite shape is obtained, and
the tips are then fastened to the shaft
with fine fibers of seal gnt. In the ab-
sence of glass the natives employ, as I
have said, pieces of flint or other hard
stone, which they fashion generally to
the shape of a barb. In fact, these
people, like the Andaman islarnders,
are still in the stone age. The weap-
ons described are employed for hunting
purposes only. In warfare reliance is
placed upon rude clubs and heavy
stones, which are grasped with both
hands.—Fortnightly Review.

Only One Mistake.

“Are you the editor of the Blizzard?”

The caller was a stranger, with his
hat on the back of his head and a broad
smile on his face.

“I am, sir,” answered the man at
the desk.

“Then it was you, 1 presume—hal
hal!—who wrote that notice of my
daughter’s wedding—ha! ha!—that was
in the paper this morning?”

“Certainly not.”

“It was all right,” said the stranger,
jerking him out of the chair in the ex-
cess of his handskaking zeal. ‘It was
all right,” he added, slamming him
against the wall. “There wgsu’t any-
thing wrong with it at all,” continued
the affable caller, grabbing the editor
by the collar, pushing him backward
over the chair, catching him by the
heels, hauling him around the room,
upsetting the furniture with him, and
finishing by jamming himin the waste-
basket. ‘‘There was nothing the mat~
ter with it, sir, except that my daugh-
ter wasn't married at all, sir! Good
morning!"—Chicago Tribune.

—A boy called on a merchant con-
cerning a place. “I want an office
boy,” he said, in reply, “if I can get
the right kind of a one. Do you want
a job?” ‘“‘Yes, sir,” responded the boy;
“but before I take it I'd like to know
if there is any chance of promotion.”
“Well,” said the merchant, thoughtful-
ly, *‘that depends on the boy. The last
one we had here owned the whole
place before he had been with us sixty

days.™

MISS TOPPUM’S “LIFT.”

IHow @& Boy Saved an Old Maid a Long
Walk Down HIL

It don't do ter git diskeeraged *bout
a boy. lle may disappoint you pleas+
urably.” The old flagman :surveyed
the stretch of track in both directions
as he spoke, then rolling up his bright
but well-worn banner, sat down upon
an old hand-ca¥ beside the road. His
vocabulary was mote extensive than
accurate, and it vas often necessary to
exert one's imagination in ordet to ars
rive at his full meaning.

“It's pretty hard,” he said, *‘to look
at 4 rampant boy an’ see the Dan'l Web-
ster, br moreover, the Lord Chesterfield
in him. But it may lurk there in subtle
guise, howsomever.

“I have tended this ‘ere ecrossin’
thirty years, an’ everythin’ from that
school there, on the hill, has ter come
over this track, an’' I have got pretty
well versed in the habits of young ones.

“When people ‘lowed Briggs' boy was
destinated tet hang pendant from the
gallers, Iused ter cry, ‘Halt!' ‘He ain't
notnin’ but a4 yearlin’,’ says Ij ‘wait ten
vear or so, 'fore yer vote him sech an
ag-grejus failure® An’ he did turn out
ter be famously leard ofi.”

“What did he do¥” asked the listeneft.

*“‘Well, T hed trouible 'mough with
him. He was internally persistin’ in
gittin' behind me an' shoutin' out,
‘War-hoo! war-hoo!' ter see me jump a
rod or too. Up to all sech capers! DBut
the time he took Miss Toppum down
hill was a clincher. He give her a ‘lift’
as we say, figurative:

“Yei see 'tivas govd Alidin’ on the hill
that winter, an’ the sleds tvas flyin
over this crossin’ two a minute con-
tinguous. DBriggs's boy was leadin’ the
band, as usual. He was on a single sled
that day.

‘I see him start from the top of the
hill, an’ he was jest under full way
when I noticed Miss Toppum walkin’
'long moderate, right in the rut where'
the sleds was goin'. She's sixty year
old, an' conseqquently very hatd of hear-
in'{ so she didn't pay no ‘tention ter the
shoutin’ -

“THe lad tfied ter turni his sled out
ytwas so deep in the rut that he cotildn’t;
50 he jest give a little spring; fur he
was steerin’ by the leg, an’ flunk him-
self over with his feet forard, an’ holdin’
but His arms; let glide right at her.

“%he sot dotn sidilen but firm; an’ he
held on to her an’ long they come, 1
counld sece 'em some distance, an’ the
boy was so hid it looked fur all the
world as if Miss Toppum was out
slidin’,

“I could see when they went by me
that the old lady hedn't made up her
mind whether she was dreamin’, or
whether she was tuk up by a eyelone,

“Nhe lives right there in that housé;
an’ they 3lotved dotrh aH’ stopped right
in front o’ the gate. She wasall f #
whew, but that boy jhst got up an’ tuk
off his cap an’ says, perlite as can be: |

**‘Oh, no trouble at all, madam; I
was comin’ your way, an’ was glad ter
save yer the walk.” >—Youth's Compan-
fon.

THEATRICAL SLANG.

Phrases That Are ln Co-stant Use by the
Chitdren of the Footlights.

Few callings exploit as much slang
as that of the actor. Ile hasa slang
word for every phase of his business.
The performance, to begin with, is the
“'show,” which, when good, is “‘out of
sight,” whel bad, i8 “shide;” though
the words ‘“sereamer” and “‘goosey” aré
sometimes used as alternatives with thé
first-named expressions. The stage
manager is commonly “Daddy,” and a
professional actor is “one of the pro-
fesh.” A person who appears on the
stage on special occasions, and in very
subordinate parts, is a ‘'super,” often
still further contracted into ‘‘supe.”
An article used on the stage
by the actors is a ‘‘property,”
while the leader of the orchestra ia
always the “Professor,” and the place
where he and the musicians sit is often
known as the “‘menagerie.” When the
salaries have been paid the actots tell
each other that the *“ghost walks”
while actors who have performances in
halls and such places as can be obtained
are disrespectfully known as ‘“‘barn-
stormers.” A place whete only one
performance is given is a ‘“‘one-night
stand,” and to “play to good business
is to succeed financially in a theatrical
venture. DBy the “house” is meant the
audience, and to ‘‘paper the house” is
to send out a large number of *‘complis
mentaries,” or. tickets for which
no mouney has been paid By a
“run” is meant the number of
performances given atone ‘‘stand,” or
theater, while a ‘“star” is un-
derstood to mean the leading actor of a
play; a*‘walking gentleman” is an actor
who speaksa little, a ‘’serio-comic” isan
actor whose work is indicated by his
name. An actor ‘‘sticks” when he for-
gets the words assigned to him and
*kicks” when he raises an objection to
an order or request. In stage parlance
“business” is any by-play, cither pre-
concerted or impromptu, performed by
an actor in order to fill an interval
while some one e¢lse is speaking, to fur-
ther the course of the plot, or simply
to cause amusement among the au-
dience. The stage is the ‘‘boards” and
the gallery the ‘‘home of the gods."—
Detroit Free Press.

Why It Was.

Husband—Why do your clothes cost
you one hundred dollars more this year
than they did . last? Aren't things
cheaper?

Wife—Yes, dear. that's just it. Thepe
are 50 many more bargains —Elmirg
Telegram,

THE CHARM OF FANCY DRESS.

The Joy of Belng fof a Few Brief Hours a
Queen or Famous Beauty.

Faney dress is always piguantly at-
tractive to women. To pose for an hour
is some famous beauty, with conquests
unnumbered and lovers galore—to put
on with a gown the personality of some
royal woman, rich in sweet, attractive
grace, is to have a vacation from one's
own limitations and prosaic graces
that is delightfully intoxicating in its
effect; like the effervescence of cham-
pagne. Dut to achieve novelty and
distinction in faney dress is not
easy in these days of renaissance,
when portrait galleries and libraries
are ransacked by fashion makers, when
the maid in the areaway wears, as the
New York Sun says, the replica of a
court lady's gown done in velveteen,
when the milliner's apprentice affects
the duchess of Devonshire hat, and
everybody models her morning wrap-
pers after the dress in which Josephine
was crowned, There are a few pic-
turestue costumes that fashion has not
made commonplace. Among these is
the Rottmanian dress, whose rich em-
broideries are picturesquely unfamiliac.

The #ounave of vejvet, braided with
gold; thé turned:down ecollar of linen,
the full waist of sheet lawn; the tiny
hat with the eagle’s feathers. 4

The ox-eye daisy, brown-eyed Susans,
as the children called the yellow dai-
sies with the brown velvet centers, is
an attractive gown fora brown-eyed
beauty. The bodice is of brown velvet,
the skirt of long, narrow petals of lib-
erty tissue it yellow, falllng over a pet-
ticont also of yellow. Yellow silk dai-
sies maké ¢patilets on the shoulder and
an odd little head dress:  The fan, too,
is a daisy, and the slippers are ¥ellow,
with stockings of brown.

The electra dress is novcl and most
pleasing, for forked lightning of gold is
brocaded into a satin surface of deep
blue, like the color of the sky before a
storm. Over this falls a cloudlike drap-
ery of gray gauze belted with wires. A
transparent globe, crossed many times
trith wire and lighted with electricity
inside, surtiounts a staff wired round
about; and a crowti of eolored electric
lighits flashes in the coiffure of the
maifleh dating ehongh to wear the bat-
tery concéaled beheath her wings of
silver gauze. Fortunaté indeed is the
maid or matron whose brillianey of
Leauty, keen flashes of wit, radiant
eye, and genefal #cientillation of charm
supplement the costttm® -—Chicago
Times.

HARMONIES IN COLORS.

Where People of Fashion Might Get fome
Useful Hints,

Some foreign writers on matters of
#irt insist that Americans have no idea
of Harnioriy in color and atre almost
lacking in artistic appreciation of color
effects: The cxplanation is that we
are too busy fo settle down selecting
exabt and harmonious shades; and that
in matters of dress we simply diplicate
the colors worn at Padris regardless of
their suitability to ou# Ametican at-
mosphere.

The ability to select harmonious
shades with an unerring instinct for
proper effect is largely a matter of tem-
perament, affected more or less by eli-
matic influences, Take the people in
semi-tropical regions. The most fastid-
fous artists have no fault to find with
the ¢olor relation between apparel and
lackground. It is sald, for instance,
that no two Moots will walk together
on the street if the colors of their robes
are inharmonious; fof the Moor has an
instinctive sense of colors. THe fints
in the gown of the mierchant are in
perfect harmony with the prevailing
tones of his wares. An American would
probably think he was straining a
point if he took time to regu-
late the color of his attire by
the prevailing tones in his office or of
the street in which he walks. The fact
is, the orlentul does not take time either
to cuiltivate a taste for artistic effects or
to pit in practice prescribed rules for
color effects. With him it is a matter
of temperament. The colors of the
Scoteli tartan; while very effective in
the soft, misty dtmosphere of Scotland,
look crude and are corséquently out of
place in the clear air of France or
Italy. In this country theré¢ is an epi-
demic of color riots. At least an ws-
thetic foreigner pronounces this lack of
harmony in color a disease. Take, for
example, a combination which is very
stylish at present, that of a clear, de-
cided blue and a green—not a transpar-
ent shade, but a green that is glaringly
bright. There is absolutely no excuse
for such a combination, but it is one of
the caprices of fashion, and fashion too
often rather than taste or reason sways
most of us.—N. Y. Herald.

Violets oti the Maff

A muff is quite incomplete nowadays
anless decorated with a bunch of vio-
lets, real or artificial. If yours is of
fur and yon can not fasten the blossoms
thereon without harm to the skin, stick
them in the knot of ribbon that sus-
pends the muff from your neck. An-
other way of overcoming the difficulty
is to pass a ribbon through the muff,
tie it in a bow on the outside, and at-
tach your posies thereto.—N. Y. World.

Linen Skirt Linig.

Unless one can afford a good quality
of lining silk, the best skirt lining is of
linen. It is substantial enough to cause
the dress to hang properly. It wears
well and slips on and off easily. Linen
dress foundations in all shades may be
had, and the silk dust ruffla may be
added to give the desirgble rustle,—
Chicago Tribuna

RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL.

—The late Phillips Brooks was a
member of the class of "55 at Harvard.
—William Astor has promised $1,000,-
000 to found a university for colored
people at Oklahoma.

—Nine hundred and eighty millions
of dollars are invested in the 140,000
churches in the United States.
—One-third of the students abroad, it
is said, die prematurely from the effects
of bad habits acquired in college.
—\When God sces that we are in earn=
est but lacking in faith, Ile will give us
something to do that will increase it.—
Ram's Horn.

~There is no beantifier of complex-
fon, or form, or behavior, like the wish
to scatter joy and not pain around us.—
R. W. Emerson.

—Cavalry Baptist church, of Wash-
ington, D. C., celebrated New Year's
day by collecting subseriptions amount~
ing to nearly $150,000.

—Nothing is more a friend to society
than religion; it regulates everything,
puts everything in its place and makes
everything happy.—Rey.

—The late Thomas G. Ifodgkios, of
Setauket, L. I., bequeathed his entire
estate, valued at §500,000, to the regents
of the Smithsonian institution at Wash-
ington.

~R. K. Parsons has offered $150,000
to the Congregational Theologicnl sem-
inary of Chicago on the condition that
$400,000 additional be raised by Novem-
ber 1 next.

—A religious census of Lafayette col-
lege, taken in connection with the day
of prayer for colleges, shows a total
church membership of 200 in an under-
graduate body of 285.

—The recently elected mayor of Came
bridge, Mass., W. A. Baneroft, is known
to college men throughout the country
as “Foxy" Baneroft, the great stroke
and coach among Harvard onrsmen.

—Lehigh university proposes to build
a laboratory that shall have no equal
in the college world. It will be 240 feet
long and sixty feet wide, and will be
four stories high, svith a basement
The cost will be over £200,000.

—Mr. John L. Woods, a retired lum-
ber dealer of Cleveland, 0., has given
£120,000 to the medical college of the
Western Reserve university. This makes
the amonnt of money received by the
tiniversity in the last two years $100,-
800. N

—0ld Morris chapel, one of the fa-

mous Methodist chyrches of Cincinnati,
at whose altars hundreds of souls have
been saved, is now a theater with a sa-
loon attached. Old Langley avenue
Methodist chuteh, Chieago, is'a dancing
academy.
—A total of $2,9061,927 was contrib-
uted during the past year in sums of
£10,000 and upward: to the foundation
or support of universities, colleges,
seminaries, manual iraining scheols,
churches, libraries, museuws, art col
lections, ete.

WIT AND WiSDOM.

=1¢ is not man's sins that find him
6uts it is his neighbor,~Atchison Globe.
—The greatest part of a self-willed
man's estate tiswally goes to the law-
yers —Troy Press.
—T1t is the business of the prophet to
proclaim eternal truth and let that
truth crystalize as well.—Aneon.
— Talk is cheap. If you don't believe
it see how much yon can get for the
price of a shave.—Elmira Gazette.
—A boy never looks in the glass to see
#f his face is clean after he has washed
it; he looks at the dirt on the towel.
~'The reason it is no joke to step on a
tack in the dark is because it is impos~
sible to see the point.—Rochester Demo-
crat.
~—A woman may not always be able
to discriminate, but she can tell a good
secret as soon na she hears it.—Elmira
Gazette.
—The man who objects most to the
big hat at the theater hasnothing to say
against it at church. He sleeps behind
it.—Philadelphia Record.
—The street piano may yet be re-
garded as a blessing beeause it can play
louder than the man with an ear for
musie can whistle.—Washington Star.
—Jawkins says that he spent so much
money for livery teams during his court-
ship that his diet has been very livery
ever since he was married. —Boston
Transcript.

wife cook his meals.” *“And does he
eat them?’ *He does” “That's not
tyranny. It is blind heroism."—Har
pers's Bazar.

—Chollie—*Doctor, I have something
the mattah with my bwain, could aw,
you tell me what it is?” Dr. Gruff—
““That is a question for an analytical
chemist, not a physician. Five dollars,
pleise. Good day, sir."—Vogue.

—Any man who is placed behind a
big hat in the theater has the right to
go to the box office and ask for the re-
turn of his money. He will not get it,
but that doés mot interfere with his
right to ask for it.—Philadelphia Re-
cord. =

— A New Diagnosis.—Doctor—Put out
your tongue. Husband—I beg your
pardon. Tell my wife to put out her
tongue. Doctor—What do you mean,
sir? Husband—Because it is not my
tongue that makes me sick.—N. Y.

ress.

X —Contemporaries.—*The shark is the
oldest type of fish” said the country
school teacher. “Not any older than
the sucker, 1 guess,” remarked the boy
whose father had signed a lightning-rod
contract that afterward turned out ta
be a promissory note.—~Detroit Free
Press

—“He's a tyrant. Why, he makes his :
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