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a l w a y s  s o m e  o n e  b e l o w .

On the lowest round o f th e  la d d er 
I  firmly p lan ted  m y fee t.

looked up in the dim , v a s t d is ta n ce  
That made m y tu tu re  so sw eet.

J climbed till my vision prrew were y.
I climbed till m y b ra in  w as on fire.

I planted each foo ts tep  w ith  w isdom ,
Yet I never seem ed to  get h igher.

Tor th is round w as g lazed  w ith  ind iffer
ence

And that one w as g lazed w ith  scorn ,
And when I g rasped  firm ly a n o th e r  

I found under velvet a  tho rn .

Till my brain g rew  w eary  o f p lann ing ,
And my h ea rt s tre n g th  began to  fail.

And the Rush of the  m o rn in g ’s ex c ite m en t 
Ere evening com m enced to  pale.

B u fju s t as my h an d s  w ere u n c lasp in g  
^hel.r hold on the la s t-g a in e d  g round , 

'When my hopes, com ing back  from  th e  fu 
ture,

Were sinking ag a in  in the  g round ,

One who had clim bed n ea r th e  su m m it 
Reached back w ard  a help ing  hand .

And, refreshed, encou raged  and  s tre n g th -  
, ened,

I  took once aga in  m y stan d .

And I wish—oh, I w ish—th a t th e  c lim bers 
Would never fo rget as  th e y  go 

That, though w eary  m ay seem  th e ir  c lim b
ing.

There is a lw ays som e one below.
—Ella H igginson, In J o u rn a l of E du ca tio n .

I THE RUBY HEART. J
A  C N T J E  SS1CA h ad  beeen ro u n d  the 

world m ore  t h a n  once.  She had 
■^en  what  is v u lg a r ly  cal led a “ globe 
itrotter.” In  h e r  day  she had  col lected  
many ra re  an d  cu r io u s  a n d  b e au t i fu l  
Hhings; bu t  now she w as  an  old w om an,  
and her time w a s  come to  die in the  
jjrcat silent house,  filled w i th  the  f u r n i 
ture that had  be longed  to  A u n t  J e s s i c a ’s 
forbears m any  score  y ea r s  ago,  and  e n 
riched by 1he spoils  of m a n y  lands,  
ibrought home by  tbe  ene rge t ic  han d s  of 
Aunt Jessica  herself .

There was one t r e a s u r e  above a ll th a t  
I  coveted, and t h a t  I would  have sold 
roy soul to have had fo r  m y  own-—my 
ccusin Ed i th .

As for  the  money ,  well,  T a m  no t  m ore  
disinterested th a n  m o s t  people ;  b u t  1 
would ra l l ie r  have had  E d i th  w i th o u t  
a penny th a n  a l l  A u n t  J e s s i ca ’s m oney  
without Ed i th .

William an d  B e r t r a m  and  I w e re  s i t 
t ing  in the  d in ing- room .  E d i th  w as  
above, he lp ing  poor a u n t  in the  ha rd  
work of dying,  ' t h r e e  r a p s  cam e on the  
floor. We knew they  were  a s ignal t h a t  
we were  to  go up , and th a t  a u n t  had 
asked for us, and up  we went .

“ 1 have le ft every th ing  divided a m o n g  
you  four ,” she said ; “and the  ru b y  h e a r t  
is to go to whichever of you th re e  boys  
can find it .” She spoke s lowly  and  
w ith  difficulty.

I rem em bered  the  jo lly  old d ays  w hen  
she used to come and  see us  a t  school  
and tip  us. and  I w ished t h a t  d e a t h  and  
time could have  been  m ore  merc ifu l .  
Bhe w ent  on:

“ You k n o w  it h a s  a c h a r m  to  m a k e  
you happy  in y o u r  love. I t  w ou ld  have 
made me h appy ,  b u t  he died, an d  it 
hadn’t a chance  to  do its  w o rk ;  and  now 
my t im e 's  com e—it has  been  w eary  
waiting.

And with  t h a t —th e  fi rst  an d  last  h in t  
we ever had of a ro m a n c e  in m y  a u n t ’s 
life—she tu rn e d  h e r  w r in k le d  old face 
to the pillow w i th  a sigh like a t i red  
child's ai d th e re  w ere  on ly  f o u r  of us 
left in the room.

After the  fu n e ra l  and  th e  r e a d in g  of 
the will we th re e  m en  set to  w o rk  to  
find the i harm .

“k  shall t ak e  the  l i b r a r y  an d  a u n t ' s  
bedroom firs t,” said B e r t r a m .  As these  
were the  room s she  h ad  m o s t  used,  1 
Imagined he t h o u g h t  lie h ad  m ad e  th e  
best choice. “ You o th e r  fe llows can 
arrange as you l ik e !”

William chose ihe  d raw in g - ro o m  and 
the g u e s tA ta m h e r .  an d  th e y  to ok  the  
whole da^e s ea rc h in g  s y s tem a t ica l ly  
inch by inch fo r  th e  r u b y  h e a r t .  I be
gan to look in the  d in ing- room ,  b u t  
Edith came in.

“ Do you care  so very  m u c h  fo r  the  
ruby h e a r t? ” she said.

“I confess I shou ld  like to  find i t ,” I 
answered.
4 “Shall I help you to lo o k ?”

She pulled out  a book nr  tw o  f rom  the  
•helves in an aimless ,  d e su l to ry  w ay ,  
and then said:

“I t’s very su n sh in y  out of doors ,  d o n ’t 
Jou th ink?"

So we went on the  river.
The next day 1 began  to  look fo r  the  

heart again. E d i th  sen t  h e r  d u e n n a  
companion (who had once been h e r  gov
erness) to ask me if I did no t  t h i n k  it 
would be nice to dr ive. Of cou rse  I said 
I thought it would , and  off w e  w e n t .

That evening she a sked  B e r t r a m  and 
YVilfiam if they would  like  to  come ou t  
■ext  day to see some ru ins .

“Thanks,” said B e r t ra m ,  “ h u t  I t h in k  
B*y first duty  to my poor a u n t ’s m em o ry  
Is to find tha t  h e a r t . ”

“Besides,” said \Y itl iam,  w ho  never  
Md tnuch sent im ent ,  like  B e r t r a m ,  “ it 's  
■orth thousands of pounds ,  I believe.” 

“To sav n o th ing  of the  c h a r m ,”  I 
■odeil.

“But you’ll eome, W il f r id?"  she said, 
tookiug a t  me w ith  he r  soft  g r a y  eyes.

Of course,” I answered .
and W il l iam  scowled at me.

' Wou^  bave given th e i r  ears,  th e i r  
*"**1 anyth ing, in shor t ,  b u t  th e i r  
« ■n ce s  of a rub \  h e a r t  w o r th  thou- 

f l10Unds fo r  th e  priv i lege  th a t
j * ® *  ,0 be mine to-m orrow.

mode,  a fa sh ion  a m o n g  us. Beside», 
E d i th  w a i  now  a n  heiress .

“As soon a s  I have fulf illed d ea r  a u n t ’s 
las t  wishes ,” said B e r t r a m —he ta lked ,  
the  silly fool, a s  if a u n t  had  w ished h im  
to  find the  h e a r t —“ I sha l l  be only  too 
glad to acco m p an y  m y  Cousin E d i th  on 
a n y  excurs ion  she m ay  propose .”

“ So shal l I.”  said Will iam.
So E d i th  and  I  w en t  to  the  ru in s  

a lone  to g e th e r .
“ I hope it does not seem like  d is re 

spect to  poor a u n t ’s m em o ry ,”  she said, 
as  we drove  s n u g ly  back  in th e  dog 
c a r t  t h a t  evening,  “ o u r  g o in g  ou t  like 
th is .  B u t  I cou ld n ’t b e a r  to  s tay  in tbe  
old house  a lone w here  she w a s  so k ind  
to  me.  I t ’s b e t t e r  to go out ,  and  I ’m 
s u re  she w ould  have  w ished  i t .”

I fe lt  t h a t  it w as  fooli sh  of me no t  to 
m ak e  an  effort to  find the  r u b y  h e a r t .  
So nex t  m o r n i n g  I go t  up  very  ear ly  and  
cam e  down before  th e  s e rv an ts  were  
abou t .  I bad  pul led  ou t  ha l f  the  d raw ers  
of th e  Chinese  cab ine t  and  looked in to  
th em ,  w hen  m y  h e a r t  leaped in to  m y  
m o u th  a t  th e  to u ch  of a h an d  on my 
s h o u ld e r—E d i th ’s!

“ Stil l a f t e r  t h a t  w re tch ed  r u b y ! ” she 
said.  “H ow  you  w a s te  y o u r  t i m e ! ” 

“ W h y ? Don’t vou th i n k  I shall  find 
it ?”

“1 d o n ’t know ,” she  said, look ing  a t  
me w i th  h e r  eyes w ide  open,  “ b u t  I  
d o n ’t t h i n k  you will  find it the re ,  be 
cause  B e r t r a m  has  been t h r o u g h  t h a t  
th ree  t im es  a l ready .  Did y ou  ever ea t  
s t r a w b e r r ie s  before  b re a k fa s t  a n d  
g a th e r  th em  yourse l f . ”

So we w en t  in to  the  k i tch en  g a rd en  
and  a te  s t r a w b e r r ie s  till  the  go n g  r a n "  
fo r  b re a k fa s t .  B e r t r a m  an d  W il liam 
were  g e t t i n g  q u i te  s u lk y  an d  savage  
f rom  the  non-success  of th e i r  search ,  
and  the  l i t t le  t im e I  had  devoted  to  it  
annoyed  them .

“ I believe,” said B e r t r a m ,  w i th  an 
a i r  of gay e ty ,  a l i t t le  overdone,  “ th a t  
W ilf r id  th ink«  lie k n o w s  w he re  the  
h e a r t  is, and  t h a t  he can  p u t  his  hand  
on it a t  a n y  m o m e n t . ”

“ I wish I could ,” I said.
“ So do I,” said E d i th ,  a lm os t  in the  

same b rea th .
“ Y'ou wish Wilfr id  to  find the h e a r t ! ” 

said Wil liam. “ W h y ? ”
“Oh, ne. I  d o n ’t m ean  W ilf r id ;  I  

m e a n t—a t  leas t— Well, we shal l all be 
glad when  i t ’s se t t led  one w ay  or the  
o the r ,  s h an ' t  w e ? ”

I had never  told E d i th  I loved her,  be 
cause I d id n ' t  "know h o w  m y  a u n t  was  
to  leave h e r  m oney ,  an d  if E d i th  w as  to 
be he iress  of the  whole—b u t  a n y o n e  
will u n d e rs tan d  m y  reasons.

I t  w as  a week a f t e r  a u n t ' s  fune ra l  
t h a t  I w en t  in to  the  rose ga rd en ,  w here  
E d i th  was s n ip p in g  roses  in to  a baske t .

“ I've been  look ing  for  the  h e a r t  
aga in ,” I  said, “ but I h aven ’t found it .” 

“ No,” she answ ered ,  “ and I d o n ’t sup 
pose you  will. Would a  Gloire  de Dijon 
be a n y  co m p e n sa t io n ? ”

She began  to s t ick  one in m y  coat  as 
she spoke.  H e r  s lender  wais t,  in its 
black gown, was very n e a r  my left  a r m  
w h e re  she stood.

“ 1 will  take  the  bud ,” I  said, “ bu t  not 
as  co m p en sa t io n  fo r  the h e a r t . ”

“D on’t you  th in k ,”  she asked  me, 
“ th a t  it m ig h t  be possible  to live h ap 
pily w i th o u t  a ch a r m  to he lp  y o u ? ” 

“ No,” 1 said, “ not  w i th o u t  a c h a r m  to 
help  you. B u t  r u b y  h e a r t s  a re  no t  the 
only  c h a r m s  in t h e  world .”

My a rm  fell on he r  wais t.
“ l .e t  them  find th e i r  ru b y  h ear t !  Let 

th e m  chop it in to  pieces  and  div ide it 
be tw een  th e m  and  sell the  b i t s ,” said I.

“And you  are  c o n te u t  w i th  w h a t  you  
have?” she asked.

“ I am  c o n te n t  w i th  w h a t  I have,”  I 
answ ered ,  and  m y  o th e r  a rm  w ent  
a round  her.

A N ALIA OF THE PULPIT

The P ow er o f  the N ew spaper P ress  
Described by Dr. Talmage.

T hey  never  fo und  th a t  r u b y  hear t ,  
th o u g h  th e  old house  was tapped  and 
te s ted  f rom  top  to bo t tom .  A t  last, 
wear ied  ou t ,  th e y  took th e  po r t ion  of 
goods th a t  feil u n to  th e m ,  and w ent ,  
fo r tu n a t e ly  for  us, in to  a f a r  coun try .  
And  E d i th  and 1 were  m ar r ied .

We d id n ’t go  on a w ed d in g  tou r ,  bu t  
cam e s t r a ig h t  back  to t h e d e a r  old house.

On the  even ing  of o u r  w ed d in g  day 
we w a lked  in the  m o on l igh t  th ro u g h  
the  rose  g a rd en  to l is ten  to the  n ig h t 
ingales.  1 s topped  to hold h e r  in my 
a rm s ,  on the  very spot w here  1 h ad  f i rs t  
kissed her, and  th e  ligftit s h aw l  she  w ore  
ro und  he r  heail and  s h o u ld e r s  fell  back.

“ W h a t ’s th a t  you  have ro u n d  y o u r  
n eck ?”  I said, fo r  s o m e t h in g  d a rk e n ed  
the  w h i te  laces  on h e r  b rea s t .

She d id  no t  answ er .  1 p u t  u p  m y  
hand,  touched  w i th  a t h r i l l  t h e  w h i te 
ness  of he r  neck,  and  found  in  ray 
fingers  the  ru b y  h ea r t !

“ T h en  she gave it to  y o u ,” I sa id ;  “ it 
is y o u r s ? ”

"She  gave it in to  m y  k eep in g ,” a n 
sw ered  E d i th ,  d ro p p in g  h e r  chin  Till he r  
lips re s ted  on m y  h a n d ;  " b u t  she le f t  
it to  th e  m an  w ho  shou ld  find i t .”

“ And I have fo u n d  i t —h e r e ! ”—T he  
Argosy.

Ih be•8 love w ith  f o u s i a  E d i th  was a

An Objectionable D iversion.
F o s t e r —So her  f a t h e r  re fused  to con

s en t  to  y o u r  m a r r i a g e  w i th  his  d a u g h 
te r.

B ig l in—No.  t h a t ' s  ju s t  the  deuce  of 
i: He gave m e  no a n s w e r  w h e n  1
to ld  h im  w ha t  I had cal led  for , and  told 
me if I  d id n ' t  leave in le ss  th a n  tw o 
seconds  he 'd  k ick  m e  ou t .  W h a t ’s to  
be done  w i th  a fe llow who  will  w a n d e r  
off in t h a t  w ay  f rom  ih e  s u b jec t  of 
d i s cu s s io n ?— B oston  T r a n s c r ip t .

—T he  m os t  ex tensive  c em e te ry  hn. E u 
rope  is t h a t  a t  Rome. in w h ich  over 
0,000,000 h u m a n  be ings  have beeu io- 

i te r red .

K»r (iood  o r  fo r Evil th e  P ow er o f t h .
Prews W iehl« T rem endous In fluence— 

A ew npaper M en H ave T h e ir  
T rial« a n d  T em pta tion« .

Rev. Dr. Talm age delivered th e  fol
low ing sermon in com m em oration of 
the tw o thousandth  opportun ity  offered 
him  by the  press for preaching theGospel 
to  th e  m ighty hosts outside th e  w alls 
of his church. The tex t is:

They shall seem like torches; they shall run 
like lightnings. Nahum iL. 4.

Express, rail tra in  anil te legraphic 
com m unication are  suggested if not 
foretold in th is  tex t, and from it  I s ta r t  
to  preach a sermon in g ra titu d e  to  God 
and th e  new spaper press for the  fact 
th a t I have had the  opportunity  of de
livering th rough  the new spaper press 
2.000 serm ons or religious addresses, so 
th a t I have for m any years been al
lowed the  privilege of preaching the 
( Jospel every week to  every neighbor- 
hood in Christendom, and in  many 
lands outside of Christendom. Many 
have wondered a t th e  process by w hich 
i t  has come to  pass, and for th e  first 
tim e in public place I sta te  the  th ree 
causes. Many years ago. a young man 
w ho has since become em inent in h is 
profession, w as then  study ing  law  in a 
d is tan t city. He came to  me. 
and said th a t  for lack of
funds he m ust stop h is s tudy 
ing. unless th rough  stenography 1 
w ould give him sketches of serm ons, 
th a t he m ight by the  sale of them  se
cure m eans for the  com pletion of his 
education. I positively declined, be
cause it  seemed to me an im possibility, 
bu t a fte r some m onths had paased. and 
1 had reflected upon the  g rea t sadness 
for such a b rillian t young man to  be 
defeated in his am bition for the  legal 
profession. I undertook to  serve, him; 
of coure, free of charge. W ithin th ree 
weeks there  came a request for those 
stenographic reports; from m any p arts  
of the  continent. Time passed on. and 
some gentlem en of my own profession, 
evidently th in k in g  th a t  there  w as 
hardly  room for them  and for myself 
in th is  con tinent, began to  assail me, 
and became so violent in th e ir  assau lt 
th a t  th e  chief new spapers of 
America pu t special correspondents 
in my church  Sabbath  by Sabbath , 
to  tak e  down such reply 
as I m ight make. I never made reply, 
except once, for about th ree  m inutes, 
b a t those correspondents could not 
w aste th e ir  tim e and so they  te le 
graphed the serm ons to  th e ir  p articu 
lar papers. A fter aw hile, Dr. Louis 
Klopseh. of New York, system atized 
the w ork into a syndicate un til th rough  
th a t and o ther syndicates he has pu t 
the discourses week by week before 
more th an  SO.OOO'OJO people on both 
sides of the  sea. T here have been so 
m any guesses on th is  subject, many of 
them  inaccurate, th a t I now te ll the  
tru e  story. 1 have not im proved the  
opportun ity  as 1 ought, b u t 1 feel the 
tim e has eome when, as a  m atte r of 
common justice to  the  new spaper press.
I should m ake th is  s ta tem en t in a se r
mon commemorative of th e  tw o thou 
sandth full publication of serm ons and 
religious addresses, saying no th ing  of 
fragm en ta ry  reports, w hich would run  
up in to  m any thousands more.

There w as one incident th a t  l m ight 
m ention in  th is  connection show ing 
how an insignificant event m ight in 
fluence us for a lifetim e. Many years 
ago, on a Sabbath m orning, on my 
w ay to  church  in Brooklyn, a  rep
resentative of a  prom inent new spaper 
m et me and said: “ Are you going to 
give us any points to-day?” I said: 
"W h at do you m ean b y ‘points?’ ” He 
replied: "A ny th ing  we can rem em 
ber.” I said to  myself: “ We o u g h t to  
be m aking ’points' a ll the  tim e in our 
pulpits, and not deal in p la titu d es and 
inan ities."  T hat one in terrogation  pu t 
to me th a t m orning sta rted  in me the  
desire of m aking poin ts all the  tim e 
and no th ing  bu t points.

And now, how can I more appropri
a tely  commemorate th e  tw o thousandth  
publication th a n  by speaking of the 
new spaper press as an a lly  to  the  
pulpit, and m entioning some of the 
tr ia ls  of new spaper men.

T he new spaper is the  g rea t educator 
of the  n ineteetli century . There is no 
force com pared w ith  it. I t  is book, 
pulpit, p latform , forum, a ll in one. And 
there  is not an in te re s t—religious, 
lite ra ry , commercial, scientific, ag ri
cu ltu ra l or m echanical—th a t is not 
w ith in  its  grasp. All our churches, 
and schools, and colleges, and asylum s, 
and a r t  galleries feel the  quak ing  of 
the  p rin tin g  press.

The in stitu tio n  of new spapers arose 
in Ita ly . In  Venice the  first new spa
per w as published, and m onthly, du r
ing  th e  tim e Venice w as w arrin g  
against Sol y man th e  Second in Dalma
tia. it  w as p rin ted  for th e  purpose of 
giving m ilita ry  and com m ercial infor
m ation to  th e  V enetians. The first 
new spaper published in E ngland  w as 
in 1588, and called th e  E nglish  Mercury, 
Who can estim ate th e  political, scien
tific. com m ercial and religious revolu
tions roused up in E ngland  for m any 
years past by th e  press?

The first a ttem p t a t th is  in stitu tio n  
in France w as in 1031. by a physician, 
who published the  new s for th e  am use
m ent and health  of h is patien ts. The 
French nation understood fu lly  how to 
appreciate th is  power. So early  as in 
1820 th ere  w ere in  P a ris  ICH journals. 
But ia  th e  United S tates th e  new spaper

has come to  unlim ited  sway. Though 
in 1775 there were bu t 37 in the whole 
country, the  num ber of published jo u r
nals is now counted by thousands; and 
to-day—we may as well acknow ledge it 
as n o t—the religious and secular new s
papers are  the  g rea t educators of th e  
country.

But alas! th rough  w hat strugg le  the 
new spaper has come to  its  p resen t de
velopment. Ju s t  as soon as it began to 
dem onstrate its  power, superstition  
and ty ran n y  shackled it. T here is 
no th ing  th a t despotism  so much fears 
and hates as the  p rin tin g  press. A 
g rea t w rite r  in the  south of Europe de
clared th a t  th e  k ing  of N aples had 
made it  unsafe for him  to w rite  on any 
subject save n a tu ra l h istory. A ustria 
could not bear K ossuth's jou rnalistic  
pen pleading for the  redem ption of 
H ungary. Napoleon L, w an ting  to 
keep h is iron  heel on the neck of na 
tions. said th a t the  new spaper w as the 
regen t of kings, and the only safe place 
to keep an editor was in prison. 
But the  g rea t b a ttle  for the  free
dom of the  press w as fought in 
the  court rooms of England and 
the  U nited S tates before th is  cen tury  
began, w hen H am ilton made h is g reat 
speech in behalf of the  freedom of J . 
l ’e te r  Zenger's Gazette in America, and 
w hen E rskine made h is g rea t speech in 
behalf of the freedom to publish Paine's 
R ights of Man in  England. Those 
w ere the  M arathon and the  Therm opy
lae. w here th e  b a ttle  w as fought which 
decided th e  freedom  of th e  press in 
England and America, and all th e  pow
ers of ea rth  and hell w ill never again  
be able to  pu t upon the  p rin tin g  press 
the  handcuffs and th e  hopples of l i t 
e ra ry  and political despotism. It is 
rem arkable th a t  Thomas Jefferson, 
who w rote th e  D eclaration of Inde
pendence, also w rote these words: 
“ If I had  to  choose lietween a gov
ernm ent w ithou t new spapers, and 
new spapers w ithou t a governm ent.
I would prefer the  la tte r ."  S tung  by 
some new fabrication in p rin t, we 
come to  w rite  or speak about an  “ un 
bridled p rin tin g  press.” Our new book 
ground up in un ju st criticism , we come 
to w rite  or speak about the  “ un fa ir 
p rin tin g  press.” Perhaps th rough  our 
own indistinctness of u tterance  we are 
reported as saying ju s t the  opposite of 
w hat we did say. and there  is a sm all 
rio t of semicolons and hvpens and 
commas, aad we come to  w rite  or ta lk  
about the “ blundering  p rin tin g  press.” 
o r we tak e  up a  new spaper full of 
social scandal and of cases of divorce, 
and we w rite  or ta lk  about a “ filthy, 
scurrilous p rin tin g  press.” B ut th is  
m orning I ask you to  consider the  im 
m easurable and everlasting  blessing of 
a good newspaper.

1 find no difficulty in accounting for 
the  w orld 's advance. W hat h a s 'm a d e  
th e  change? “ Books." you say. No, 
sir! The vast m ajority  of citizens do 
no t read books. Take th is  audience 
or any o th er prom iscuous assem blage, 
and how m any histo ries have they  
read? How m any trea tises  on consti
tu tional law , o r political economy, or 
w ork of science? How m any elaborate  
poems or books of travel?  Not many. 
In  the  U nited S tates the  people would 
not average one such a book a year for 
each individual! Whence, then , th is  
intelligence, th is  capac ity ’ to  ta lk  
about a ll them es, secular and 
religious; th is  acquaintance w ith  
science and a r t; th is  power to  appre
ciate th e  beau tifu l and grand? Next 
to  the  Bible, th e  new spaper, sw ift
w inged and everw here present, flying 
over the  fence, shoved under th e  door, 
tossed in to  the  counting-house, laid on 
the  w ork bench, haw ked th rough  the 
ears! All read i t—w hite and black, 
German, Irishm an. Swiss. Spaniard, 
American, old and young, good and 
bad. sick and well, before b reak fast 
and a fte r  tea. Monday m orning. S a tu r 
day n igh t. Sunday and week day. I 
now declare th a t  I consider the  new s
paper to  be the  g rand  agency by w hich 
the  Gospel is to  be preached, igno
rance cast out. oppressioh dethron 
ed. crim e ex tirpated , th e  world raised, 
Heaven rejoiced, and God glorified. In 
the  clank ing  of th e  p rin tin g  press, as 
the  sheets fly out, l hear the  voice of 
the  Lord Alm ighty proclaim ing to  all 
the dead nations of th e  earth : “ Laza
rus. come forth!" and to  the  re tre a tin g  
surges of darkness, "L e t there  be 
ligh t!” In manj* of our city  new spa
pers. professing no more th an  secular 
inform ation, there  have appeared d u r
ing  the  past 30 years some of th e  g ran d 
est appeals in behalf of religion, and 
some of th e  most effective in te rp re ta 
tions of ( bid's governm ent am ong the 
nations.

There are only tw o kinds of new spa
pers—th e  one good, very good, the  
o th er bad. very bad. A new spaper 
may be s ta rte d  w ith  an  undecided 
character, bu t a f te r  i t  has been going 
on for years everybody finds ou t ju st 
w hat i t  is; and it  is very good or i t  is 
very had. The one paper is th e  em
bodim ent of news, th e  a lly  of virtue, 
th e  foe of crim e, th e  delectation  of ele
vated tas te , the  m igh tiest agency on 
earth  for m aking th e  world better. The 
o th er paper is a b rigand  am ong moral 
forces: it  is a beslim er of repu ta tion , it 
is th e  rig h t arm  of death  and hell, it  is 
the  m igh tiest agency in the  universe 
for m aking th e  w orld worse and b a t
tlin g  aga in s t the  cause of God. T he 
one an  angel of intelligence and  m ercy, 
the  o th er a fiend of d a rk 
ness. Betw een th is  A rchangel and 
th is  F u ry  is to  be fought th e  g rea t b a t
tle  w hich is to  decide th e  fa te  of th e  
world. If  you have any doubt as to  
w hich is to  be victor, ask th e  
prophecies, ask God; th e  chief b a tte r ie s  
w ith  w hich He wojiJci vindicate the

rig h t and thu n d er down the  w rong a re  
now unlim bered. The g rea t Armaged
don of the  nations is not to  be fought 
w ith  swords, bu t w ith  steel pens: no t 
w ith  bu llets, b u t w ith  type; not w ith  
connon. bu t w ith  lig h tn in g  perfecting  
presses; and th e  Sum ters, and th e  
M oultries. and the  I’u laskis. and the  
G ib ra ltars of th a t  conflict w ill be th e  
ed itorial and th e  ed ito rial room s at 
our g rea t new spaper es tab lish 
m ents. Men of the  press, God 
has pu t a more stupendous ro* 
sponsibility  upon you th an  upon any 
o th er class of persons. W hat Ion« 
strides your profession has made in in 
fluence and pow er since the  day w hen 
P eter Sheffer invented east m etal type, 
and because tw o books w ere found ju s t 
a like they  were ascribed to  th e  w ork 
of th e  devil; and books w ere p rin ted  
on strip s of bamboo; and Rev. Jesse 
Glover orig inated  the  first American 
p rin tin g  press; and the  common coun
cil of New York, in solemn resolution, 
offered 8200 to  any p rin te r  who would 
eome there  and live; and w hen th e  
speaker of th e  house of parliam en t 
in England announced w ith  indig
nation  th a t the  public p rin ts  had 
recognized some of th e ir  doings, u n til 
in th is  day. w hen we have in th is  coun
try  m any thousands of skilled stenog
raphers, and new spapers sending o u t 
copies by the billion. The press and 
the  telegraph  have gone down in to  th« 
same g rea t harvest field to  reap, and 
the  te legraph  says to  the  th e  new s
paper: “ I'll rake  w hile you b ind;”
and th e  iron te e th  of th e  te legraph 
are  se t down a t one end of th« 
harvest field and draw n clean 
across, and the  new spaper g a th ers  up  
th e  sheaves, se ttin g  down one sheaf on 
the b reak fast tab le  in th e  shape of a 
m orning new spaper, and p u ttin g  down 
ano ther sheaf on the  tea  tab le  in th e  
shape of an evening new spaper: and 
th a t man who n e ith er reads nor takes 
a new spaper would be a curiosity . 
W hat vast progress since the  days 
whttn Cardinal Wolsey declared th a t  
e ith er the  p rin tin g  press m ust go down 
or the  Church of God m ust go down, to 
th is  tim e, w hen the p rin tin g  press and 
the pu lp it a re  in glorious com bination 
and alliance.

One of th e  g rea t tr ia ls  of th is  new s
paper profession is the  faet th a t  they 
are  compelled to see more of the  shama 
of the  w orld th an  any o th er profession. 
T lirough every new spaper ottiee, day 
by day . go the  w eakness of the  w orld, 
the  vanities th a t  w ant to  lie puffed, tho 
revenges th a t  w an t to  be wrecked, a ll 
the  m istakes th a t  w ant to b e  corrected, 
all the  dull speakers who w ant to  he 
though t eloquent, a ll the m eanness 
th a t  w an ts to  get its  w ares noticed 
g ra tis  in th e  edito rial colum ns in 
o rder to  save th e  tax  of the  
advertising  column, all the  men who 
w an t to  be set r ig h t who never were 
rig h t, all the  crack-brained philoso
phers. w ith  sto ry  as long as th e ir  h a ir  
and as gloomy as th e ir  finger-nails, all 
the  itin e ra n t bores who come to  stay  
five m inutes and stop an hour. From 
the editorial and reporto rial rooms all 
th e  follies and sham s of th e  w orld are 
seen day by day. and the  tem ptation  is 
to  believe neither in God. man. nor 
woman. I t is no surprise to  me th a t  in 
your profession th ere  are some skep ti
cal men. I only wonder th a t you be
lieve any th ing . Unless an ed ito r or a 
repo rter has in h is p resen t or in his 
early  home a  model of earn es t ch ar
acter. or he th row  him self upon th e  up 
holding grace of God. he may raako 
tem poral and eternal shipw reck.

A nother g rea t tr ia l of th e  new spaper 
profession is inadequate compensation. 
Since th e  days of ilaz litt. and  Sheri
dan. and John  Milton, and the w ailings 
of Grub stree t. London, lite ra ry  toil, 
w ith  very few exceptions, lias not been 
properly requited. W hen Oliver Gold
sm ith  received a friend in h is house, he 
(the author) had to sit on the  window, 
because there w as only one chair. 
L innaeus sold his splendid w ork for a 
ducat. De Foe, th e  au tho r of so m any 
volumes, died penniless. The learned 
Johnson dined behind a  screen 
because h is clothes were too 
shabby to  allow him  to dine w ith  
th e  gentlem en who, on the  o th er side 
of the  screen, w ere applauding h is 
works. And so on down to  th e  presen t 
tim e lite ra ry  to il is a g rea t strugg le  
for bread. The world seems to  have a  
grudge against a man who. as they  say, 
gets h is living by his w its; and tho day 
laborer says to  th e  man of lite ra ry  toil; 
"You come down here and shove a 
plane, and ham m er, a shoe last, and 
break cobble stones, and earn  an 
honest living, as 1 do. instead  of 
s ittin g  there  in idleness and  scrib
bling!" But th ere  are no harder 
w orked men in a ll the  earth  th an  the 
new spaper men of th is  country. It 
is not a m atte r of hard  tim es: it  is char 
acteristic  a t a ll tim es. Men have a 
b e tte r appreciation  for th a t  w hich ap
peals to  th e  b rain . They have no idea 
of th e  immense financial and in te l
lectual exhaustion  of th e  new spaper 
press. Oh. men of th e  press, it will be 
a g rea t help  to  you if. when you g e t 
home la te  a t n igh t, fagged ou t and 
nervous w ith  your w ork, you would 
ju st kneel down and commend your 
case to  God. who has w atched all th e  
fatigue of the  day and the  n ig h t, and 
who has prom ised to  be your God and 
th e  God of your ch ildren  forever!

H U M O R O U S.

The Chart of Christ.

The creed is the C hristian 's ch art. It  
is a m ap of th e  w ay to  th e  e te rn a l c ity  
—th a t is. so fa r  a s . i t  is a  source of 
s tren g th  and of wisdom to  th e  p ilg rim s 
of e te rn ity .—Rev. A. E. jy ittrçdge, k\j- 
th e rau , New >’ork  City.

—“Do you know I don’t th ink  much, 
of Mawson.” “You don’t have to. You 
can size Mawson u p iu  two seconds.”— 
Brooklyn Life.

—W aiting.—Mrs. Angell—“ How do 
you iike the new m in ister?” Mrs. Good
will—“ I don’t know yet. I haven't m et 
his wife.”—Chicago News.

—No R eturns.—“Do you th in k  there  
is any money in politics, J im pson?” 
’You bet there  is. T h a t’s w here a ll 

m ine w ent.”—D etroit F ree Press.
-“No, I  never take the new spapers 

hom e; I ’ve a fam ily of grow n-up daugh 
ters, you know .” “ P apers too full of 
crim e, eh?” “No, too full of b argain  
sales.”—T ru th .

“They have never spoken since they 
took p a rt in private  theatrica ls,” said 
Miss Cayenne. “ I see; professional 
jealousy." “Oh, dear, no; som ething 
fa r  w orse. I t ’s am ateu r jealousy.”—• 
Tit-Bits.

—“Why does the baron look so g lum  ?
I thought he had ju s t m arried  an 
heiress.” “So he has; but lie speculated 
a few days a f te r  the m arriage and lost 
the b e tto r half of his w ife.”—Fliegende 
B laetter.

—Unscientific.—F irs t A rctic E xplor
e r—“I have alw ays considered Colum
bus a som ewhat overestim ated m an.” 
Second A rctic E xplorer—“W hy?” F irs t 
A rctic E xplorer—“He discovered A m er
ica the first tim e he w ent to look fo r 
it.”—Puck.

—“W hat made Kladderfleisch in such 
a h u rry  to get out of G erm any?” “He 
happened to  b ear a close resem blance 
in personal appearance to E m peror 
W illiam.” “T here was no harm  in 
th a t.” “No, bu t there came a boil on 
the end of his nose one day, and he was 
afra id  of being a rre s ted  fo r lese 
m ajesté.”—Chicago T ribune.

TREE 1 0 ,0 0 0  Y EA R S O LD .

Glent of Prehistoric Times En» 
enrthed in England.

An ex trao rd inary  discovery, and one 
w hich is ju s t now exciting  considerable 
in te rest in an tiq u arian  circles in  Lan
cashire and Cheshire, has been made a t  
S tockport. D uring the excavations in 
the  construction  of sewage w ork fo r 
th e  town some w orkm en came across 
w hat has since proved to  be a massive 
oak tree, w ith  two im m ense branches. 
P rof. Boyd Dawkins, the  well-known 
an tiquary , is of opinion th a t the  tree 
is one of the  g ian ts  of p reh isto ric  
tim es, and he says th a t  th e  tree  is cer
ta in ly  10,000 years old. The corpora
tion  of S tockport are  a t a loss w hat to 
do w ith  the  g igan tic  fossil, which is 
supposed to  w eigh about 40 tons, and 
as i t  is necessary th a t i t  should be re 
moved a proposal has been m ade to 
blow it up  w ith  dynam ite. T his has 
aroused the ind ignation  of a large sec
tion  of the  public, who presented  the 
follow ing petition  to th e  corpora tion: 

T h a t th ere  is a valuable tree of old 
oak a t  p resen t ly ing  upon and exposed 
in the gravel on and w ith in  th e ir  prop
e r ty ; th a t  the  quality  in color, g ra in  
and solidity  is b e tte r  th an  any th a t can 
be bought in the  open m arket; th a t  for 
a r tis tic  w ork alone it  is g rea tly  to  be 
treasured , fo r no th ing  in th is  country  
is a t present grow n w hich can come up 
to  its  dim ensions; th a t  it contains 
wit h in itself sufficient m aterial to m ake 
the  fu rn itu re  fo r any public building 
or town hall which may be erected for 
the  public benefit w ithin our borough; 
th a t it only requires liftin g  from  its  
bed, which in the  opinion of com petent 
geologists m ay be roughly  estim ated  
as 15,000 years of occupation; th a t p ri
vate effort has failed to achieve its  re 
moval; th a t its  destruction  would he a 
publie loss and an a rtis tic  calam ity! 
th a t your represen tatives in council 
be and .ire hereby requested  to  con
serve fo r the  borough th is g ran t of na
tu re  to h e r  sons and daughters, whose 
s igna tu res are hereby affixed.”

The corporation  have reserved the ir 
decision, and in the m eantim e efforts 
are being made by local an tiquarians 
and o thers to  b ring  p ressure to benr 
upon the council to preserve th e  tree 
for the  benefit of the  tow n and the  
country . It is believed th a t no discov
ery of such im portance has h ith erto  
been made in th is  country , and th is  be
ing so it is hoped th a t those in terested  
in such m a tte rs  th roughou t th e  coun
try  will lend assistance tow ard  pre
serving the tree.—London News.

The K anaka and the Male.
‘An in te restin g  incident happened 

when l w as in Honolulu,” said Senator 
Morgan. “You know th e  natives are  
m agnificent sw im m ers. They take  to 
the w ater like ducks. One day a cargo 
of m ules was being carried  on a barge 
to  a steam er ly ing  off shore, w hen one 
of th e  m ules jum ped overboard and 
made fo r the  shore. W hen he landed 
on th e  beach he looked around, and, 
seeing all the  o th er m ules still being  
carried  tow ard th e  steam er, he w ent 
into the  su rf again and sta rted  in the  
d irection of th e  barge. A fter he had 
gone some d istance a  g re a t wave came 
along and tu rned  him  over. W hen he 
rig h ted  him self he w as absolu tely  
wild, and blindly headed o u t fo r m id
ocean. The m en on the  barge w atched 
him  for aw hile, and th en  th e  cap tain  
asked if  i t  w as proposed to  le t th e  ani
m al drow n. Quick as a flash one of the 
K anakas sp rang  overboard, sw am  a t 
a ta n g e n t to  in te rcep t the mule, aud, 
reach ing  the  anim al, clim bed upon his 
back, and by clever tac tics directed the 
anim al to  the  steam er, rid ing  him like 
a  cen tau r in tbe  w ater all the way.”— 
W ashington J‘ost,


