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THROUGH THE SNOW,

For what ghon'd T watch when the snow lies white
On the top of the distant hill? p
Por what stonld 1 listen when all is hush'd
Andd when even the brook is s*ill?
I wait tor 1 know that my love will conme,
On some errand of merey beut, 4
Amd my 1ady’s tneo will b glad and bright
With the charm of a sweet content.
Ko I wait for the crackle of trozen snow,
IFor a step that getteth my heart aglow,
For a voice whase music too well 1 know,
As iy ludy comes through the suow.

1 inow she will come, for the snow is bard

" When it lies at the poor man's door,

Aad ther=fore my love with her gentle heard
Thinks the rich should befuiend the voor,

4 So not vaiuly shall I for her coming wait,

And perchance it may even be
Al ludy =hall learn from to-day to own
I'at her pity shouid reach to me,
S0 T wait for the crackle of frozen snow,
I*or a step that setteth my heart agiow,
Wor a voice whose music too well I know,
As iy lady comes througzh tho snow,

then when she comes thro' the crisp white snow,
A1 abe meet me with glad surprise?
241 then, shall I read what my heart would know
in the gieam of her sweot blue eyes?
J Xuow she will xive m= at (east a sinile,
And my beart in its light shall glow,
For love, in its wormth, can defy the cold,

Ard can laugh though the north winds hlew.
So I wait [or the crackle of frozen snow,
For a step that settoth my heart azlow,
Kor a voico whose music too well [ know,
As my lady comes through the snow.

—_———————

A WOUING BY PROYY.

Anl

Ehe is leaning back in a deep crimson chair,
witi: » white dress sweeping in Jonz shining
folds about hor. Sheis talking to two or three

- ypen with that rather weary graco ho has grown

. Deaujen whom ho loved so long ago.

. loved him,

saengiomed to seo in her, aud which is so dif-
rent from the joyous smiles of the Jeaune de
lie is
watching her from the opposite side of the
salon g he stands boside his hostess, aud he
tells himself that it is for the last time, He
ia going to her presently, aud he koows just
how coldly sho will raise the dark eyes that
once never met his without confessing that sho
He Lknows just what he will say
and what 8hd will answer, and thero is no heed
for haste in this last scone of his tragedy.

“A man should kuow when he is beaten,”
Lie is thinking,whiio he smiles vagnoly in reply
to Madamo De Soule’s commonplaces. **There
is more stuprdity than courage in not accept-

e

. ing a defoat whilo there 1s yet time to retreat

with somo dignity. For six wecks 1 have
sbown lLer, with a diroctness that hLus, I dare
say. been amusing to our mutual friends, that
after ten yesrs' absence my only objeet in re-
turning to Pavis is her socioty. She cannot
avoid meeting mo in public, but she haa stcad-
ils refused to receive me when 1 call upon
her, or to permit me a word with hor alone, [
have been a fool to forget that all these yoars
in which I have regretted her, he has natur-

- ally despised me, butat least it is not just of

her to refuse me a hearing.” The moment ho
has been waiting for is come. The little court
about her disporses. until there is but one man
beside her, and she glances aronnd with a look
of mild appeal against the continuance of his
socioty. i

De DPalissier has escapad {rom his Lostess in

- an instant, and the next ho i3 murmuring, with

the faintest suspicion of a tromor in hig voice,
“Will Madamo de Miramon permit me a
dance?”

““I'hanks, M. de Palissier, but L am not danc-
ing this evening,” she replios, with exactly the
glance and tone he expects.

“Will madame give mo a few momonts
sorious conversation?” . and this time the
tremor is distinet, for even the nincteenth-
century horror of melodrama can not koep a

‘ man’'s uerves (uite steady whon ho i3 asking o
- question on wiich his whole futiire depends.

.wistor of Mudam do Miramon,

*Uue doed not come to balls for scrious con-
versation—"" she begins lightly.

“Where may I come, then®”
eagorly.

“*Nowhere, There i3 no noed for sarious
conversation between us, M. de Palissier,” she
replics, hanghtly, and rising, she takes the
arm of the much-edified genticman besido her,
and moves awey.

Iv is all ho has prophesied to himself, and
yet for & moment the lights swim dizzily be-
fore him, and the passionate sweetness of thav
Strauss waltz the band is playing, stabs his
heart ike a knife.  For a moment he does uot
realize that he 13 standing quite motionless,
azing, with despair in Lis eyves, after Madame
de Miramon's slendor white-clad figare, and
that two or three peonle, who have s2en and
heard, are looking at bim with that amused
pity which sentimental catastrophic always in-
apires in the spectators,

Some oue touches his arm presently with
her fan, and with a start he comes to huuoself,
and recoguizes Lincillo de Beanjen, the young
whom be re-
members years ago as & child, and with whom
he has dan ol several timos this winter,

“And our waliz, mounsicur?"” sha asks gayiy.
*Do not teil me you havo forgottea it “That
is  evidont enough, but you should nov
admit ir,”

*Mille pardous, madamoisclie,” he rntters,
hurriedly.

I am very good to-night,” sha says, patting
hor hand on bis mecoalncally extended arn.
“Thongh the waltz is half over, there issnli
time for ¥ou to zet me an ice.”

So thoy make their way through the salon, she
talking lightly, and without pausiog for a ra.
vlv, while ke, vaguely grateful to Ler for ox-
trieating him from an awhkward poshion, wou-
dars al=o thatshe shonld care to be so Kind to a
map whom her sister has treated with such
markel dislike.

Tho refresthment room is almost empty, aod
she soats harself and motions him to a chaiv
beside ber when he has brongin her an iee

“Do you thiok, M. le Marguis, that it was
only to cat ices with you thut L have forced my
society 80 resolutely npon you?" she asks,
with a look of earvestuuss very rare on her
bright coquertish face.

*I think vou an avgel of compassion 'o an
old friend of your childhood, Mademoisclie
Lucille---" v

*It wa2a compassicn, but moro for my sister
than for you,” whe says gravely.

*“Your sister!"” Lo echoes, bitterly, *‘It has
not occurred to me that Madamo de Miramon
in in nced of compression, und yours is too
aweet to bo wasted—"

“Chut, monsieur,"” she iwterrupted. “For-
getthat I am as fond of pretty apceclies as
most young women, and think of me ouly as
Jeanne de aliremon’s sister, who velicves that
much as sho loves ber, yon love her even
wore—""

For the second time this evening De DPalis-
sier forgets poseible ooservers, aund clasps
toth the gir’s slender hands in his) as he
murmnrs uostoadily, “God Livss you!”

“You forget that we have an audience, mon-
sier,” shie saye, withdrawicg her hands guiekly,
but with a smile of frank comradeshin.  *l
have a story 1o tall you, and not much nmo to
telbitin, Years ago, when Jeanne leflt her
convent on Leeoming fianceo to M. de Miramon,
she met you at Lher first ball, and you lovad each
other. It was very foalish, for vou were a eadet
of your hous, and on'y a sous-lentenunt, and
Jeanne had not ason, 0 Loth the fsmilic+
woere furtous; barail would have onded s
well as a fairy talo i yon had Loen reasonablo.
Jeanne wet you time after ime in sceret, and
prowiscd auy rionnt of patience, but she
wonid not rnn away and marry yon io «{ fiance
of her paren's; soyvou tormented her with
deubra, and shamed her with suspicions until
she droaded (hose seeret mectings almost as
mueh uy sio longed for them. At last, aftor
meking a raore vislent quarrel than usnal, you
sychangad from yonr regiment at Versailles jo
one i Algi-re and loft her no refuge rom tho
reproachies of wne father and motaer bat e
marry M. de Mramon, IHe might Lave ro-
fured o warry Ler after heaving her confoss,
as alie dud, that =he Lad given her beart o yon,
and thet ouly yoar desertion had ioduced her
10 consent to their marriage.  Buat ha did not,
Lo had a better revengo thaa that. He married
ber, and for oight yewrs Le torturel her in
overy way tbat » jealous and crue! man ean
lormient & proud, vure woman,  He opeued all
Ler letters, he mado spies of her servants, and
not & day passed thut Le did pot insuli her with
rome weaton of yourpame, Our parents died
w.thin a fow moutls of the marriage, and 1
was at the conven'. There was notuing tobe
dore with  Ler miscry Lut endure i, koowing
that sho owod isall to your impatience. Can
yon wonder that she is unforgiving?”

He 1s leaningz on the emall table hetween
them with folded arms and dowo-bout eyes,
und Le is very pale, even throngh the brouze
ol ten African summers.

“I loved her always—" Lo says, almost in-
sadibly; then pauses: nor does ke finish his
sentonce, thongh shio waita for him to do so.

“You loved her? You ceuld not have
wrecked her life more utterly if you liad hated
Ler. Can yon woader that sho has grown to
fcar the thonglt of love that has been so cruel
ty Ler as your's and hier husband's? Monsienr,
my brothor-iu-law died two years ago—God is
#3 good!" countinues Lucilie, fiercely, **Since
thou Jeanue hias been at peace, and she shrinks
vith absolute wiror from distucbing the calm
Wwhich hae come to her altor such storms  Sbo

ho interrupts,

fears you, sho avoids you, because—shall I teil
you why?"

Sho can seo his lips quiver even under the
heavy mustache, but he neither speaks nor
raisos Lis eyes,

‘She loves you,” murmurs Lucille, just
alond.

He lifts his eyes now and looks st hor
dambly for an instant; then, rising, abruptl

H » B ply
walks uway.

“Il » des beaux yeux mon Dieu!” she
thinks, with a thrill of wonder that Jeanne
ahould have had the coursge to refuse him
anytbing iu the days when they wers young to-
gathor, X

lle comes back presently.

“My child,” be says, very gontly, ** do not
try to make me believe that, unless you are
very sure, for if I once beliove it again, [—I—""

“Lam as sure as that I live that Jeanne has
never ceased to love you, and that yon can
forc't‘s her to confess it if you will mako love o
wme. ’

*“I? You? You are laughing at me!” with a
rush of color into his dark face.

*'Do you think so ill of Jeanne's sister?” she
asks softly.

“Pardon. Iam
not imagine how—

*Jeannoc will not receive yon becanse she
knows her own heart and is afraid of it She
fears that you will destroy the hard-won peace
al_w.\'nluen 80 highly. But vou are wealthy,
distinguished, the head of your name—a very
diferent person from what von were ten years
ago, and she can find no reason for refusing
vou a8 my suitor if I consent, and as my chap-
eron sho must be present at al! onr meetings.
You begin to understand? Mako hor see that
your love is not all jezlousy; make hor remem-
ber—make her regret,”

“But, forgive;me, when ono has loved & wom-
an for ten ; years,” with & faint smile “‘there
is no room iu one's heart for even a protense
at Joving another.”

“If thore wore, monsicur, I should never
have proposed my plot,” she replies with
dignity. *Itia because [ have watched you
all these weeks and know that your love is
worthy of my sister, that I trnst you, Dut it
is not with one’s heart that one pretends.  En-
fin, it is with vou to consent or decline.”

*Decline!” ho echoes, with a passion none
tho less 1ntensoe for its quiotness,  *Does a dy-
ing man declive his last chance of life, how-
over desperate it may be?”

The next week is full of bitter surprises to
the proud and patient woman, whosoe pathetic
cling to her new found peace Lucille so well
understands. Though it is long since she has
permitted hersell to remember anything of
the lover of hier youth except his j:alousy, she
has believed m his faithfuluess as utterly as
sho dreamed i, and when she receives De
Dalisser’s poto asking tho cousen’ of his old
friend to his love for her sistor, the pain she
feols bewilders and dismays her. Wit & smile
whose ¢ynicism is as much for berself as for
him, she gives the note to Lucille expoeting
an iustant rejection of the man whose motives
in pursniog them thoy had both so misunder-
stood.  Dinat with a gay langh, “Theu my sym-
pathy has been all without canse,” the girl
cries. By all means lat him come, my Jeanne.
It cannot wouund you, who have long ago
ceased to regret him; and he is the best parti
in Paris, aud tres bel homme for bis age,

It ia quite true there ean be no aobjection to
the wealthy and distinguished Marquis de Pal-
issier if Lucille i willing—nono but tho pain
at her heart which she is too ashamed even to
confese to uerself. So a note is wnitten tixing
an hour for his first visit, and Madame de
Miramon prepares herself to meet the man
whom she last saw alone in all the vassionate
anguish of a lovers' quarrecl. Is this wild
flutter in her throat a sign of the reace she
bas resoived to possess? Thank God!sho can
at leact promise Lerself that whatever she may
suffer, neither ho nor Lucille shall gnees it,

There is the souud of wheels in tho court-
vard and she risos with a hasty glauce at her
fair reflection in the mirror.

“His old friend!” she murmurs scornfully.
ST dare say I look an old woman besido Lu-
cille.”

Then she turns with a look of gracefal wel-
come, for the door is thrown open, und a
gervant annouoees:

M. 12 Marguise do Palissior”
could give me ureater pleasure
than to reccive as iy sister’s suitor the old
friend of wiom the world tells ma such noble
things.” Sbe utters her little spesch as nftu -
ally ay though sho had not robearsed it a
dozen timos, and holds out her proity hand
to him.

To hor surprise he does not take it.  How
ghould she guess that he deres not trust him-
sclfl to tonch ealmly the Laud he would have
risked hia life to Ki=s anv time these ten years?

“You are too good, Mudmnge,” he replies vory
low; and she reflects that he i« of course a little
embarraszed. I am afraid you had much to
forgive in those days so loog age, but time, 1
truat, has changed me,”

*It would bo sad indeed if tiine did not give
ua wisdom and coldness in exchango for aM it
takes from us,"’ she gays, with a aaick thrill of
paiu that he should speak of ten years as if
it were an eternity.

“Not coldness,” e cxelaimes, coming nesrer,
and Inoking at her with eyes that make hor feasl
a girl agaio, “If you conld sce my beert,
you-—-"

sMav I enter, mv sister®”” a<ks the zav voice
of Lucille, as she appeara from heluud the por-
tiere at so fortunate a moment for the success
of her plot that 1t 18 to be feared she had been
evesdropoing.

De Palisgier turng at once uand presses her
hand to his livs,

“Mademoiselle,” he says, tenderly, **L ma at
your feat.”

Then begins a charming httle comady of
love-making, in which Lueilie plays her role
with pretty cogqnetry, and ho witi infinite z-al.

And the chaperon bends over her laee-
work and hears tho earessing tones she thonzghs
she bud forgotten, and soes the tender gl
sho imagined she bad ceased to regret:
given to her younz sister in hee nneegarded
presence.  How ix sheto Keep the peaca sho vo
prayed for, if her futuro i to ba hanuted by
this ghost from the past?  Sho 18 very patient
and used to suffering, butat length shie ean en-
dnre no longer, aud not daring to leave the
1o0m, sho moves away to a distant writing-table

3cnrcely myself, and I can

| whora ahe is at least beyona hearing.

There is an instant panse bLotween the con-
spirators, and while Jde Palissier's eyes wist-
fully follow Madume de Miramon, Lucille
seiz 8 her opportunity with a sromptooess that
would have done crodit to a Richelion or a Tal-
lexyrand, or avy othor princo of schemers,

“(ourage, mousteur!” ehe mnrmurs,  “She
has beon cold to me ever since yoar note came.
You would make a charming jaune premier at
the Francais, only when yon do say anything
very tender, do remember to look at me in-
siead of Jeanne. And she breaks into a laneh
so utterly amnsed that he presentiy langhs ron,
ardd tho sonnd of their mirth causes un oldd
blot m the poor chaperon's writing.

A month has draggzed by wretchedly enough,
both to the couspirators aud their vietim, and,
liko al! things carthly, has come toan end at
last. Dven Luciile's energy conld not keep de
Palissier to bis role, if he did unot believe that
in surrendering it he must give up the bitter
swoet of Jeanne's daily presence, which, even
inita serene indifference had become the one
charm of life to hin. Madam de Miramon and
her sister are spendinga week at ber villa near
Paris, and de Palissier, who is to  accompany
them on a riding pavty, has arnved o lttie
late, and finds Loth sisters already in tho court
vard, with some horses and grooms, when he
ecoters. Lunalle comes to him stones as ho
dismount=, with a look of alarmwstead of her
usual coquatry. .

“Do not let Joanne rida Etoila)” ahe said
anxionsly. Sue has tArown Guillaume this
morning.™

Madame e Miramon is atanding beside an
old 2zroom who is holding the horse in question
and she does not  look at her sister or De
Palis«ior as they approaciy

“Let me ride Etolly, and take my horse to-
day, madams,” do Palissier savs eagoriv. “I
sbiould ke 30 master a horse who has throwa
20 excsllent a groom as Gaildanme, ™

“S0 should 1, ehe says, witha hard little
langh, and ate steps on the block
“Jeanne!” eries Luceille

“I cutreat you for your sister's sake, She
wiil be tarribiv alarm~d,” de Palissier says,
burriedly.

Then you must console her. The greater
her alarm, the greater vour delightful task,
monsicur,” and she looks st him with a defi-
ant pain in her eves like a stag's at bay, I
shall rile Etoile.™

“Then I say that you shall not,” he answers,
vuttivg his arm across the saddle, and meet-
1og her eyes with a sudden blazo in lis

For an instaut they gaze at each other in
utter forgetfulness of any other presence than
their own; then she springs from tho block
and comes close to him.

“I bate you!" sho gasps, and, tarping,
gathers up ber habit in one huu& and runs
into the bouse, swiftly followed by de Palis-
sier. In the salon she faces him with a gestute
of passionate vride.

“Jeave me!” she say=s.
gpeak to me.” 3

He is very pale, but the light of triumph is
in his eyes, sud, like most mea, being trivi-
phant, be is cruel

“Why do you hate me,” he asked, impe-
riously.

“1 beg your pardon,” she stammers, dropring

*1 forbid you to

the eyes which she knowa are botraying hor.
“1 should bavy said—e="
“You should have said, ‘I love you,”” he
murmurs, coming closo to her and holding out
his arms.  *‘Docs it hurt you thatI should
know it at last, I who have loved you all theso
years?"
“But Lucille,” she falters, moving away from
bim, buot with cyes that shine and lips that
quiver with bewildered joy.
“Never mind Lucille,”” «ries that young lady
very cheerfuliy from the doorway. “It has
been all a plot for your happiness, my Jeanne,
which would never have succeeded if you had
kunown your rister as well as she knew you. To
think that I would bo content with the wreck
of any man’s heart!—fi donc! When my day
comes,
“Like Alexander, I will reigu,
And I witl reign alone.”
ALY SRR
PLAYING SCHOOL,
Ding dong! Dolly scl:ool is f,
Hark! the lessons now begin:
Keep ull the puvils there—
Dollies nice and neat and fair,
Fat and lean, short and tall,
In a row against the wall.
Lots of little teachers, too,
Come to show them what to do.

““Now, Miss Wax, tarn out your toes,
Tell us how you #noiled your nose,

Miss Rag, pray for once ¢it straicht:

How came you to be so late?

Do, Miss Chinu, sit down, dear;

Papa dolls, don't act so queer,

One when squeezed could say, *Mawm-ma.
Smartest 1o the class, by far

Somo will gradnate next falls
Others are almost too small.

Does your doily ever go?

‘T'erms ars very cheap, you know.
Better toke her there ut ones,
Who would want a doll 2 dunea?
““Ttine is up!" the teachers shout:
Ding doug! Dolly-school is out.

it
THE SONG OF GOLD IIEAD,

‘The Jittle Gold Head was so “put out,”

Though noie but herself knew what about,

That she stood on the door-steps o while to pout—
Oh, greedy little Gold Head!

“I had ona tart, hnt T wanted two,

So I'll run away—thut’s what 1°il do!"

And she: found W} wool 1 the meadow dew
Croppiny the clover red.

The {wo wera friends, and glad to meet.

She cried: **Nan-nan, is the clover sweet?

And can you have all yon want to eat?"”
**Ba-a, ba-a-a!” he said.

TALES FOR TUODDLERS.

Tambourine Don.

There was a sound of mueic vnder the win-
dow. Two littie children were looking out;
their little noszes were pressed against the
glasa,

“He is a dirty boy,” said Jennie, looking at
the playor.

“Very, very dirty,” said Daisy. -

“I wonder 1f ho has a mother.”

“Opon the window and ask bim.”

The window would not cpen. Daisy took
papa's cane to push with. Jeunie pushed too.
Away went the cane throngh the glass, It
fell down oa the sidewalk.

The little girls began to cry. The tam-
bourine player looked up and saw the little
faces. 10 picked wp the cane and ran up the
steps. Tho servant opened the door. Sho said:
“Get out; no beggars allowed at the front
door.”

“I am not a beggar; seo the cane.™

“How did youn get mastor’s cane?"”

“It fell. The little girls know.”

“*Oh, let him in" called Daisy.

“Come up, you nice little boy,” said Jennie.

“Well, well, those children are always in
mischief,” added the servant.

Tho boy went up stairs. He had never scen
such a fino house.

“What i~y your name?” asked the servant

“Itis Don.”

“Have you a father?" said Daisy

“No, misg, he is long dead.”

“Where do you live?"”

*“In Boeton, miss.”

“Yon don’t look liko a Boston boy."

“1 came from ltaly, over the sea.”

Then Daisy lvoked sharply at him. Jennie
put her band on his arm. It was so strange to
see a little boy from over the sea.

When their mamma came bome Don was
therc. The little giris sat on the sofa looking
at him. The nurse and the cook were thero
too. Don played the tambourine for them.
The tunes were very quecr.

Dais¥’s mother saild Lo was a good boy to
return the cane; it cost a great deal of money.
She was very kind to Don. Every Saturday
he goca to tue house and works for the lady.
She pays Lim mopey, 80 he can buy shoes.
When the children see him coming they say,
*Ob, bere cowes our Tambourine Don!"

Mollic and the Sparrows,

It was snowiug very hard. The white flakes
came tumobling down as though they wore in a
burry to get there. The wind blew, and the
rir was very cold. But little Mollie did not caro
for the cold. She saton thoe rug by the fire
playiug with her Kkitten.

Manina sat close beside hor knitting, and
Mollie fel: warm aud comfortable.

Protty soon she heard a chirping.  She ran
to the window and looked out.  On the rose-
frame, by tho piazza, sat six pratty birds. They
lcoked right i at tne window at Mollie and
didd not seem at aliafraid.  Their feathers were
rofisd by the wind, ‘They drew up first one
foot then the other under them, as if trying to
get them warm.

“Cheep, cheep, cheep,” chirped the sparrows,
lvoking at Molle.

uM‘y

.

“Dear liitle birdies!” said Moliie.
they come in and get warm, mamma?"’

*“T'heir pretty feathers keep tho cold out, but
thev are huvgry,” said mamma.

“May I feed them, mamma?”

“Yosx, Mollie; ruu and get a picce of bread.”

Mollic soon brought the bread, which she
broke up into small bits. Then mamma raised
tho window softly and threw oul the crumba.
The birds a!l flew away.

“Keep very sull, Motlie,” saidl mamma; “they
will soon come back.”

Mollie stood by the window as still as a little
mouse.

Soon the svarrows came fiying back. They
looked first at the bread, then at Mollie. Fivally
they decided to eat their supoer.  So they flew
on the piazza and began picking up the crumbs
very fast. DMollie clapped her bands, but they
were 100 buugry to hear ber.  When they had
eaten all the crumbs, they were tired. Then
they wont tosleep on tho rose-frame with their
heads under their wings., Mollie fed them
every day until tho snow was gone and there
was plenty for them to eat.

Honor to Whom Honor Is Dae.

Under theabove caption William J. Onahan
writes to the Chicago Citizen relative to a re-
portad interviaw with Miss Cunarlotte G.
O'Brien, pubhished in the New York Sun, n
whicli the jady is made to say that the writer
(Onaban) *“worked the colonization echemes
for Bishop Ireland.” Onashan disclaims any
such eredit snd says all hooor is due the late
Dillou O'DBrien, of this city, whose noble share
in the work was eloqueuntly told by Bishop Ire-
laud in O'Brien’s funeral sermon.  The writer
councludes:

The Irish race in America owe to the memory of
Dition O'Brien a deeper vencratio and a larger
debt of gratitude than is perhaps generally realized.
Loval to every duty of religion aud patriotism; un-
seltish  and disinterested, le devoted the best
years of his useful life to promots tue
welfare and  elevation of  that race, and
throngh the kindred sgencies of *‘temper-
ance” and “colonization” he lelieved the
greatost results could be effected for the permanent
wood of the insh people. 1f during his lifetime,
his talents and labors were not more widely recog-
pized and apureciated by his countrymen, the State
of Minunesota at all events furnishes the testimony
to the high cbaracter of the one and the great value
of the other. His name will long remain a “house-
bold word™ in many a vrosperous Irish farmer's
homa on the prairies of that State, and the people
of St. Paul will not soon forget the memory of the
bonest, genial, siogle-hearted, and gifted Dillon
O’ Briex.

AT, HE SO R
Handicapping Boats.

Speaking of handicapping bosts as a means
of Liinging good and bad sailors together and
thns j opulariziog yachting, the Londou Field
eays: “To regulate the varying meritg of the
small class of boats, bandicaps have been pro-
posed, but the dislike which yacht owners,
young or old, have to handicaps appears likely
to frustrate all attempts to introduce them.
The Royal Portsmouth Corinthian Yacht ciub,
with an excellent meaning, ha.o striven hard
10 make boat sailing popular by means of
handicaps, and their attempt has failed in

the most crushing manner. This ciub
made the imitial mistake of making
havdicaps the dJdominant feature instead

of a subsidiary means of providing sport; the
inevitable result was that mea would not bmild
new boats for handicaps, and the owners of
the mediocrities soon discovered thatthe com-
mittee could not so handicap the good boats
as to allow slow boats to win. The end of
this has been that, although the club has a
large number of resident members, none of
them follow their proclivities for boat sailing
by building, as the system of the handicapping
Las taken away all zest or emuiation for own-

ing a fastaud weatherly boat,” .

WHREL THOULLES.
Thres earpets hung waving in the bhreeze,
Abread in the brecze us the sun went down;
And b e husbands, with patchies ot dirt on thelr

knees,
Whacked whacks that were heard for miles up
and down.
For meu must work and womer. must clean,
And the carpets be beaten, no matter how mean,
Wkhile the neighbors do the bossing.

Three housewives leaned out of their windows

raised—
Of their windows raised, whore the light
streamed {o;
Aud they scmgbed and scrubbed, till their heads
grew dazed,
And their ears were filled with a horrible din.
For the pots will fall, and the kettles go bang,
And boilers refuse in the attic to baung,
While the husbunds do the swearing.

Three husbands went out in the haymows to hide—
In the haymows to hide, where their wives ne'er

ooked.
Each said, as he rolled himself o'er on his side,
“I guess I will snooze, for I know I am booked.
For men may swear, but women may duost:
Aud before I move that stove that I must
I'll stay rigut here till morning!"

Three judges sat on their benches to judge
Tlree cases that camo from a house-cleaning
TOW.
The parties asserted they never would budge,
But wauted divorces ‘‘right here and right
now."”
So the men went off, and the women went home,
And hereafter will do their house-cleaning alone,
While their former partners saicker,

— e
HOME AND HOUSEHOLD.

Chrisimaxs Presents.

From this time forward until Christmas is
over more or less attention must be givento
tho subjecta of the gifts we make. I wasan
interested listener to a conversation which took
place in a large store in a Western city last
year. “Yes, it is hard,” eaid one of tho pro-
prictors to two ladiee, whose ecalskins and dia-
monds denoted lives of what we might safely
call comparative eaec—"it is hard. Still, if
you begin in time, and when you see what you
wish, take it then, not waiting to be hurried or
confused, why, you will get through the season
quite comfortably.” This really excellent ad-
vice may be aporovriated by those of us who
will not be able this year to give the dear ones
in our homes the costly trecasures of art, the
books and pictures, and enticing bric-a-brac
their souls and ours delight iu—thoso of us
who must coufine the expressions of our love
to tho modest giffs of single volumes,of pock-
et handkercbiefe, and of  trifles light
a8 air, and yet weighed dowu  with
good wishes. Aprovos of handkerchiefs, a
gift to be approciated by almost any gentleman
is that of from one to & box of delicately fine
ones, with a ’cute little picture in outline-stit.h
workedina corner. The patterns for these
pictures can be bought at any fancy etore, and
the materials for working. A more ambitious
and expensive present is a large willow chair
—not & rocking chair—but with deep, wide
seat and high back and arms. This may be
gilded or bronzed, with a shoulder cushion and
a cushion for the eeat made of ‘‘crazy” patch-
work. Or it may be covered with two colors
only. Divide the covering diagonally through
the center, having part of it a yellowish car-
diual, or terra cotta with blue is very hand-
some; aud these covers may bo of any mate-
rial to suit the length of your purse. The
shoulder cushion should reach across the chair
but not be wider than is necded to comfortably
rest the shoulder against it; tio it to the frame
of the chair with ribbon bows matching the
covering.

To Cook a Beefstealk.

The first requirement is not so much a ten-
der and juicy steak, though this is always ty
be devoutly desired, but a glowing bed of coals,
a wire gridiron, a stout one, with good-sized
wires, & double one, so that you can turn the
steak without touching it. Tho steak should
not be pounded, onlyin extreme cases, when
it i cut too thick and is ‘“stiingy.” Attempt
nothing else when cocking the steal; have
everything else ready fcrthe table; the pota-
toes aud vegotables all in their respective
dishes iz the warming-closet or oven, with the
door left open a little way. From ton minutes
onward is needed to cook the steak., Tho
time must depend on the sizo, and you can
easily tell by the color of the gravy which runs
from the steak, when gently pressed with a
knife, as to its condition. If the master of tho
bouse likes it “‘rare done,” when there ia a
suspicion of brown gravy with the red, it will
be safe to infer that it i3 done enough for him:
1f, a8 i3 generally the case, the nextstage is the
favorite one, remove the sieak from the grid-
iron the instant the gravy is wholly of a light
Lrown. Remove it to a hot platter, pepper and
salt it to suit your taste, puton smnfl lumps of
butter, and then for two brief moments cover
it with a hot plate, the two moments being suf-
ficient to camry it to the table, Ono absolutely
essential factor in the preparation of a good
beefsteak is that it must be served at once.

Gossip from the Table,

Fashionable dioner tables aro lighted by
candelabra on each side of the center-piece, or
occasionally by a central cluster of branch
liglits, which surmouut a pair of vases, all
springing from the samo bass. Usnally the
foundation is a mirror and ihe support the
fizure of a child or mythological subject.

Glasses for wines should indicate by shape
or color tha kind for which they are intended.
Thus, a red glass is suitable for white wine;
greon for various kinds of Rhine wine, while
white of #mall size sizpifics sherry. Claret
glassesare larger than port glasses, while those
for champagne aro thin in the stem and of
wide brim.

Much amueemeunt ig derived at some popular
dinners from the cards which indicate the scats
of guests. They are of endlesa variety, are
often printed exoressly to eorder, and contain
witty allusions or satirical pictures. The
newest are mounted upon ribbons of bright
colors, about three inches wido, which are
fringed cut at the edges, and upon the center
ot which a nainting is either cxecnted upon
the material itself or upon tinted card,

For a recent rarewell bachelor dinner, on tho
eve of a wedding, such cards, made expressly
to order by Tiffany, each one being roserved
for a special guest as & memento of the occa-
sion, cost §3 apiece.

For huntiug dinner floral decorations assume
characteristic shapes, and a rabbit, hare or
game of some kind appears in emblewmatic
form upon the table.

Beautiful little baskets are now in fashion
as liquenr stands. Each contains four bottles,
while around the edges of the basketare twelve
Iittle hooks from which depend small square-
shaped giasses. Usually bottles and stoppers
aro of different colors, while the little glasses
correspond by baving handles unlike the body
of the glsss.

Brandy and bitters are sorved in fashionable
quarters upon a littlo tray of exquisite Bohe-
mian glase. The set consists of large and
small bottles, sugar bowl and two or three
tumblers.

Coffee ie presented to guests after dinner in
the reception room upon a revolving tray. In
thie, the latest style, a little ura is in the cen-
ter, from which the coffee is to be poured, and
the sets imported from Minton are provided
with six, eight or twelve enps, cream jug, miik
pitcher aud sugar bowl

Uponthe same privciple 12 o'clock breakfast
and 4 o'clock tea are served in boudoirs upon
revolving tablea Sets of china are made
which serve either pmg:oao, being provided
with toast rack and muflin dish for use in the
morning, while if intended for afternoon tes
these articles are removed.

The tables for these seta are in Quneen Anne
style, aud tho muftiu dish fits into a ronnd hole
beneath the tea tray. Such sets of china com-
prise the requisite number of cups, a tea-pot,
a tea-kettle (Loth in china), cream jug, mulk
vitcher and sngar bowl By their uso the at-
tendance of s servant is dispensed with. Uni-
versally popular in the best society in England,
they are becoming somewhat gencral here and
in Washington.

Novel napkin rings are made of flowers,
wired into shape and placed upon the semette.
Altbongh they serve no usefal purpose, they
are ornamental

The newest ics-cream plates are of Bohe-
mian glase, with little handlea. Tbe shape is
something between an oval and s square.
Others are in china, cream-colored ground,
lwilh gult edges, ia shapo like a full-sized grape
caf.

Singlo vases for each gunest are no longer so
vopular as they were for diuner tables. The
more fashionable style to-day is a central
globe, either of deevly cut erystal or Bohemian
1an gla=s, which rests upon s polished mirror.
Some of these globes are mounted upon deep
crystal trays, thus providing a second recepta-
cle for the flowera, Four corner pieces are
sold with he globes, either for a continnous
design around the center or for the ends of
the table.

In spite of the attempt to introduce color
into table-cloth, preference 1o the highest cir-
cles is still given to fine wbhite dama<k, but
occasionally the cloths are trimmed with lace
edging.

Exquisita dessort plates are in the rich-

est Dresden clhius, with deep-toned ceatery
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snd open-worked edges. The desigos are
:g beautiful that doylies are not used with
em,

Very piatty pieces of glass sre now in the
leading storos for “*odd” pieces on a dinner
table. They ase in Bevres glass, amber or blue
in color, and are enameled in raised designs
or gilt in relief. The shapes are specially
povel and attarctive.

For gontlemen’s dinner parties menu cards
painted by hand arc in vogue, representing
somo very realistic part of the preparations
for the entertainment,, Upon one tho cook in
cap and apron is tossing & pancake, on another
tbe butler has just drawn & cork, and so on
through the series. For ordinary diunera
menu cards are upon finted bristol board, and
the Jatest styleis to lLave a viguette on one
corner, date und place of entertainment occu-
pying the other. This is on eingle cards, but
those referred to above are double, and are iu-
tended to be lauiG opposite the plate of the
guest. )

Some very faslionahie people dispense with
flowers at the dinner teble entirely. In fact,
they are altogether less in favor for festive oc-
casions than they were probably because they
are s0 much in request at interments.

Elegant Frames,

Elegant frames for the bevelled mirrors so
much in vogue just now are made of velvet or
plush. A Leautiful one recently made fora
wedding gift was of crimson velvet. The gluss
was to be Lung disgonally, and at the lower
corner was & bouquet—if 8o simple an arrange-
ment of flowers could be called a bouquet—of
one rose and four buds and a fow leaves; these
were embroidered with ribbon and chenille,
and so gracefully were they placed there that
the effect was asif they had just been gathored
and dropped there. Anpother very handsome
frame is covered with shaded olive plush, with
delicato sprays of arbutus embroidered with
chenille and eilk on it. ‘The embroidery on
theso frames, which are so lovely witbhout
decoration, is mnoticeably simple, but it is
wrought with such delicacy and such ridelity to
pature that it moy well be called a work of
art,

Kitchen Keramics.

If the Thanksgiving tarkey was stuffod in
the orthodox and old-time way, variety may be
given to the Christmas turkey by making the
dressing after these directious, which no cook
can read without applauding: ¥For s turkey
weighing from eight to ten pounds, allow one
ioaf of stale baker's bread, onc quart of oys-
ters, one lemon, two roots of celery, and one-
quarter of a pound of butter. Itis taken for
granted that the turkey is thoroughly cleaned
and wiped dry before putting the stufling
in. Crumble the bread till very fine,
season with pepper and sait. Drain the
oysters, setting the liquor aside. Now take a
very sharp knife and peel off the outer rind of
the lemon, being careful not to have any of
the bister and tough white skin left on; cut the
peel in very smnall bits; chop the white partof
the celery very fine, adding the butter and the
juice of the lemon; mix the ingredients men-
tioued, stirring until thoroughlv mixed; then
proceed to stuff body and ecrop. A turkey of
the size spoken of requires at least two hours’
baking, and it should be basted frequently;
the liquor of the oysters should be putin the
pan when the pan 18 first set in the oven, and
this is to be used in basting. The giblets and
liver should be chopped very fine, and be
cooked in a basin on the top of the stove, and
then when the gravy is made add them to it.

Pare smoothly half a dozen good-gized tart
apples, ecoop out the cores; boil the apples in
sugar and water until they are soft enough to
be pierced with a broom-splint, but be careful
to bave them keep their shape. When youn cut
out the cores, cutouta little less than one-
third of the apple, separate it from the core,
and after stowing it, mix it with some cold
boiled rice, the yolks of two eggs, sugar and
spice to suit your taste. When the apples are
doune, fill the centers of the apples with the
rice, etc. ; beat the whites of the two eggs to a
stiff froth, adding tho two tablespoonfuls of
powdered sugar as you beat them; put aspoon-
ful of this ou the top of each apple, aud sond
to the table. These are delicious, cither warm
or cold.

Hereis a recipe for a “‘hard times pudding:”

Ha:f & pint of molasses, half a piut of water,
two teaspoonfuls of soda, one teaspoonfal of
salt. Thicken with flour enough to make a
batter abour like that for a cup-cake. Put
this in a pudding-bag, or a puddivg-boiler;
allow room to rise. It wonld be safe to have
the pudding-bag about halr full of the batter.
Lst this boil steadily for three Lours. Sauce
to serve with 1t is made thus: Mix two tea-
spoonfuls of either white or brown sugar with
a lump of butier the sizs of a butternut; a lit-
tle salt, and one largo spoonful of flour should
be mixed with the butter and sugar. When
frea from lumps pour boiling water slowly
over it, stirring all the time. Lot it boil up
once or twice to mako it of the desired thick-
ness,
. Coffee-cakes for breakfast are made by beat-
ing three eggs very ligat, and adding two cups
of brown sugar, one cup of butter, one cup of
sweet milk, cne teasnoonful of soda, two tea-
spoonfuls of cream of tartar, or, if you prefer,
use two beaving teaspoonfuls of baking pow-
der; the cakes aro wuot so likely to dry soon if
tho £oda and cream of tartar are used. Make
4 stiff dough by kueadivg in sified fdour, then
roll it ont to about half an inch in thicknoss,
sift ground clonamon apd a lttie powdered
sugar over it, roll itup asif for jelly-rolis, and
cut off slices balf an inch thick, gip in grana-
lated sugar, and bake iu a tin whica you have
first buttered well and then scattersd flour
over.

A good plain fruit pudding i3 made of one cup
of sugar, balf acup of butter, and two eggs.
Beat them all together, then add a enp of sour
milk, one teaspoonfu!l of soda dissolved in hot
water and stirred in the milk, three cups of
flour, and oune cup of raisins; add spice to suit
your taste; a littlo maco is & favorite ilavoring
with some cooks for this pudding. Putin a
pudding dish and steam for twohours. Serve
with wine sauce or with ordinary pudding sauce.
Take pains to lesve no iumps of tlour in the
baster. If simple and commoupiace dishes are
made with caro they are often wmore acceptable
than many more elaborate dishes care-
lessly thrown down together.

A unique ornament for the corner of a room
is made by procurivg a well seasoned board,
about three fcet and a half long and ecighieen
incbes wide. This is to bo covered with dove-
colored felt, on which 18 embroidered in crew-
ellsa bunch of cat tails and grssses. The
effect to be sought in arravging the group is
that of their beiug laid upon the board wlen
freshly gathered. There must be no stifiness
in the arraugement; tho grasses and weeds
must be of uunequal lengths, some of them
reaching quite to the top of the board, and all
uniting st the bottom as if dropped (rom the
band. 7This may be placed in any graceful
position in the corner of the room.

Indian-meal crullers are good with coffee; to
make them pour ouc and a balf teacups of
boiling milk over two teacups of »ifted Indian
meal; stir it vigorousiy; when it is cool aad
two cups of wheat flour, one cup of butter (or
iwo-thirds of & cup 1f you do not care to have
them rick), one cap aud a half of sugar, three
oggrs, two teaspoonfuls of bakiug puwaer and
a teaspocnful of nutmeg or civnamon. Let this
riso till very ligut, If not stif eunough to roll
well, add equal qusonttics of mes! and tiour,
roll outin a sheet about half an inch th.ck,
and cut in smnall diamond-shaped cakes. Yry
in very hot lard.

Salmon served with lcbster sauce is consid-
ered delectable by the epicure. 1f the salmon
is fresh, boil it until 1t 1s tender, wraoping it
in & cloth. If canned salmon is used, heat 1t to
the boiling point in the cav, then drain the oil
from it, and pour the sauce over it.  To make
the sauce:To two tablespoonfuls of butter atlow
one heaping one of tiour.  Sur them together
till =ofr, then add a pint of a water or of stock
if not too rich; let it simmer gently. When
tho sance begins to whitcn add two tablespoon-
fuls of lobster meat, picked very fine, pepper
aad salt, and lemon juice to taste,

Buckwheat cakes with Indian meal added
are recommended as a pleasant change from
the plain buckwheat: To one pound of buck-
wheat flour allow half a pound of Indian meal
(sift the meal before weighing); before wetting
them mix thoroughly together. Oune small cup
of fresh, lively yeast should be mixed with wa-
ter. Make a batter of the usual cousistency.
Mix the batter about 9 o'clock in the evening;
place it where it will be warm enough to rise
slowly. If too thick in the morning to drop
easily from the spoon, thin the batier with a
little warm water. If too thin, stir in & Ltile
more buckwheat flour,

Thero are a great many times when a glue-
pot in the house is a “‘well-spring of pleasure,”
and is an economical investment, especially
when of the kind here described: Buy ata tin
shop one small tin cup, costing 3 cents, and a
large one, costing about 10 cents, in which the
smaller can be set; 5 or G cents’ worth of glue
will mend a great many broken aricles or will
fasten things that have become ungiuved. Puat
the gine in thesmall cup with a little water; put
boiling water in the larger oane and set the
glue-cup in it; in a few munutes the gloe will
melt and be ready for use.

Do not put soap in the water with which yon
wash the glass on your burean; wash it with
clear water with a seft cloth; then polish it
with a piece of chamois skin. This remaves
lint makes the giass shina,
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JUSTICE AND LOVE.

From out a mystic cloud of deepest gloom,
Upon & desert mountain’s butting hight,

Issued the awful voice of sovereign Might,
From out the dimness of a human tomb,

That fatal witness unto mortal's doom,

Shone forth the rays of love that hath no night
Like snows when mantied in the icy light
What time the arctic sunbeams o'er them loom,
We see the scroll of Binai’s law unrolled;

But like the dazzling glow of virgin gold,
When orient rays salute it at tLeir birth,
Behold the flat of the holy dove—

I'he merging of God’s infinite law on eartly

In God'e eternal Jaw of joy and love.

—_———

FOR RELIGIOUS REFLECTION.

Ieecher's Strong Inclining to Evolutien,

New York Herald: Mr. Deecher, after reading
bis text yesterday morniog, aunounced that the
zermon be was about to preach was the first of
a series (not necessarily consecutive), tho sim
of which was to show that what is called ad-
vanced theology among Christian laymen and
mioisters informs itsclf with the very inner-
most spirit and genius of sacred Scriptures.
He proposed to do this for his own sake, that
he might be heard; for his church’s sake,
Lecause there exists, he said, betwoen every
pastor and bis people a kind of obligation of
honor that they show know what it is that he
believes and that he is teaching to them
and their children. He would do it also
for the sake of a multitude of ministers that
were perplexed in their beliefs; that could not
quite keep on in the old ways of theology, yet
could not accept the new, and who therefore
hang between all winds, going neither one way
nor the other. He did it also as a rep:ly to
those who say that Plymouth church and its
pagtor have wandered away from the truth.

e had seen letters asxking whether ho believed
in the immortality of the soul, and letters were
Leing eent to his friends to kuow whether he
believed in a persoval God. The fools, said
Mr. Beecher, bitterly, not only seem to be not
all dead yer, but they seem to be multiplying.
How long, he continned, angrily, must a man
lyronch, how widely must a man’s preaching
be printed and distributed before wen will un-
derstand the Jeast thing or tho substance of
his doctrine and the testimony of his life? The
text of bis eermon, he eaid, might be summed
up to mean this: Power is the test of
theology. A theology that bad no power upon
human life and buman nature was not a
Christian theology, and this was the test
of all views that were new or advanced. A
theology that could do nothing for men was no
better than idolatry. Paul excluded from his
ministry all personal elements, eloquence,
graces—all external things—and appeared alto-
gether to the moral consciousness of men. He
determined to preach *‘only Christ and him
crucified.” He presented principally that view
of God which was chiefly mavifested in Christ
Jesus—that is, of suffering love. Mr. Beecher
cited numerous passages to show that Paul de-
pended upon the power that inhered in the sub-
stance of his teachings, upon the truths he
preached, and not upon any embellishments
they derived from his edueation or his philoso-
phy or his poetic temperament. Theobject of
xll preaching was, first, to convince men of sin;
eecond, to convert men; third, to change them
from glory to glory as the eaints of God and
heirs of immortality, and then in the fullness
of that nature making them the benefactors of
mapkind, the saviors of the human race.

Thoe advanced thinkers with whom Mr.
Beecher avowed himeelf in accord were thoze
who were in sympathy with the great ends that
the church had always sought, but who insisted
that thero are now better implements with
which to work than the fathers tanght, just as
thers are now better implements with which to
till the soil, although the principles of agricul-
ture remain unchanged. He proceeded to in-
quire what was the view of the modern school
upon the subject of the sinfulness of man, ob-
serving that according to testif the modern
doctrine did men good it wonld stand. Before
Darwin was thought of Paul had been a Dar-
winian and taught that man was an animal, and
that upon the animal there was superimposed
a spirtual man. Panl was a seer, and had
seized a conclusion which scicnce was reaching

only now. Mr. Beecher briefly out-
lined the doctrines of advanced scien-
tists on the subject of  evoluticn

as he understood them. If the pedigree of s
pive and sn oak tree were fo be traced step by
step, the point at which they first diverged
would be found in the mossecs twenty genera-
tions back, aud s0 it was with the animal king-
dom. The teaching of the scientific school
was that going back along the line of develop-
ment, they would reach on the ever-diverging
stem apoint whero the man and the ape line
were together, and that on the oune side the ape
developed toward the left, growing more to
mauscle and bone; while on the right, mau di-
verged, growing afterward to brain and
nervous system, and o on, diverging from the
ape, but coming from eomething back of him.,
“You are not worthy of euch an ancestor as the

ape,” eaid Mr. Doecher, ‘though many
seem 0 return to that type.”
{Smiles.] Along that line man came up, and

then under development of great natoral laws
re:son began to enlarge its ephere, and then
camoe tho affections, and the sensibilities, and
the moral sense. Mr. Deecher would not un-
dertake to eay that all this was proved. It was
bypothesis. A Lypothesis was simply a scien-
tific sagacious guess, but if it answered all the
difficulties that could be applied to it, then the
hypothesis was accepted as a truth. If one
found a tree hewn down with an ax lying by it
aud footprints visible around the spot, he wonld
be willivg to swear that a man had been there,
but as he had not seen the man he could not
proveit, and it would only be bypothesie. “I
=ay,” contiuued Mr. Beecher, ““that the theory
of the development of man from the lower
life, while I do not say 1 absolutely believe it,
I do say I very strongly incline to; bat I
say that this evolution of man from the lower
animals is just as consistent with the dvoctrine
of God as manifested in creation as is the other
and regnant theory. God creates; bLut how?
Did man unfold like the vegetable and the an-
imal and the very inorganmie kingdom? Does
ho msrch with the analogies of all kuown
things in God’s creation? 1If he does it clears
away & great many doubts and difficulties and
sbows & line tbat may become a great power
for the conviction of sin in men than any other
view that has been held.” This question, the
speaker said, which so agitated the scientific
and moral world, was one that was presented in
every household.

When the babe was born it was nothing on
earth but an animal, and a very poor gne. Ifit
wero not for the potentialites we should see that
the poorest thing on this carth was that little
bag of meat and bones which we call a baby.
And vet the mon who rock the cradle of this
problem all tho time were the first to exclaim,
**What a Locrible doctrine 1s this that Deecher
is preaching now!” If I taught that the world
created man ana that the world was God, =aid
Mr. Beecher, that would be one thing, but I
dou't. I say justin proportion as yon study the
miracle of birth and development the more

evident it  Dbecomea that there mnat
be some thing more than the
vhysical globe. Decause oune doesn't

believe that when a new soul is created God
takes down a soul from the shelf, like an
apothecary, and says, ‘(o down into thas
body,” it does not follow that he is an stheist,
T1 e more the process of the unfolding of the
rose is studied the more impossibie does atho-
ism bscome in my opinion. An architect com-
missioned to buitd a bouse may not puat his
own hand upon the work  He seunds for the
mason and the carpenter and all the other ar-
t13ans and instructs each to do & part.  Yet the
architect butlds that bouse.  So God sends all
manuer of laws here, there and elsewhere and
thev fulfill his will finally.

Mr. Beecher ridiculed the doctrine that be-
cause two inexperienced cbildren placed in
X.den and exposed to the temptation of a cun-
ning foe trangresscd a law of God billions of
men wonld be created Ly Him altorward, and
that he should curse every one of them

For his own part, Mr. Beecher thought that
the pair skould have been simpiy enanked and
sent to bed, liko children who offend their
parents. Of the doctrine of everlasting pun-
ishment, he said that reason calls upon & man
to atand up, if he were to be damned for it, and
say: “1 won't belicve any such thing.”™ Not
one minister in 500, he ssid, now dares to
preach the doctrine of bell fully, as it nsed to
be preached, and as it is laid down in their
books. Mr. Beecher denied that every trans-
greasion of God's law is a sin. A thousand
times those laws were transgressed through
igeorance.  Geverically ho beld that sin con-
sisted in aman’s permitting his lower animal
appetites and passions to uswrp the place of
reason, the affections, aud the moral sense.
In a general way, sin was the conflict between
the lower man and the spirituxl man Mr
Beecher upon this basis, argued that men conld
more readily de induced t0 yeform their lives
and put down their lower natures than Ly the
old doctrines. There were no delusions ia this
advanced preaching. When a preacher tald
men that they were guilty of Adam’s ain they
laughed in his face, as ihey ought %o, This
new dovtrine was guing to throw a flaed of light
upen the mothods of God, and was going te

fve s power to {he preachisg of the
"hlch it never had boPon.
Droppings from the Banctusrys

E'fzr“ "i:n 'llgon or ’Ms' { s
Y will list vltg.lho beart of s watcher Y
Whose master may coms in sight:

And the door shall be &' ways oped,

fand s Sanan

ay wal
‘When I hear my Master’s feet., x
Bo I wait £

‘Wheo my s W
I only know that he
And says, *'I will ¥

The whole amount contributed by the
churches of this country annually for bensro-
lent and eongtrhor.sdonl purposes is 81(:1: ;
?eﬁ;u r ml il fhe u;tsx,

ac 'or purely benevolent p -
339,140. Tbe smount oontrﬂ?:mn oburch

purposes, meaning thereby the maintenanos
of the church, sustaining the ministry, ete., 18
$75,3562,860. k

There are now between 300 and 400 Chris-.
thniTchoolAl ixi, Cbins, If;gpu.lnll .:g over :
pupils, resbyterian y m y .
mogxtionlng this phase of Christian work, claims
that through the sgenoy of these schools *‘be- .
fore many yeara, if the church be faithful to |
bLer trust, the whole Chinese empire willbe :
full of light.”

Father Marahall offered the installing prayer |
at Dr. Benjamin Wooster's settlement im |
Fairfield, Vt.” It is said that this petition 0s--,
curred in the prayer: *‘0, Lord, bless Brothep
Wooster! Give him wisdom, give him dis-
cretion; for, Lord, thou knowest he
take a sledge hammer to knock a fly off & man’s
&osg when a feather would do a great deal bet-

r.

A prescher, raising his eyes from his desk in
the midst of his sermon, was paralyzed wilh -
amazement to see his rude boy in the gallery
polting Lis hearers in the pews below with
horse chestnuts. But wlile the good man was
preparing a frown of reproof, the young hope=
tul cried ont: *“You ’tend to your preaching,
daddy; I'll keep them awake!”

A famous north country clergyman, whilst
preaching & few Sundays eince from the sext,
*‘He giveth his beloved sleep,” stopped iu the
middle of the dircourse, gazod npon bis sinm-
bering congregation, and said: “Brethren, it
is hard to reslize the unbounded love which '
the Lord appears io bave for a large portioncf '
wy auditory.” 4

A Sabbath school teacher had a class of Jitile |
girls, and was telling them how the bhesthem °
mothers threw their babies into the Ganges.
*And what do you think they do that for?” she
esked a biight little girl of four years, who was *
intently listening. “O, I s'pose the mothers !
want to see if tuey can swim,” snswered the *
little girl 4

The great evangelizing work among the Teles;
goos of Southern Indis still continues. Mr.”
Clough, the miesionars of the Baptist union,
made two long preaching tours early in the
{ur, and visited the newly-formed churches,

n the first three years he baptised 1,500 per--*
BODE,

The Rev. Dr. Laurie, formerly a missionary -
of the American board in Syris, recently read
a paper before the ministers’ meetingin Bos-
ton, in which he took the ground that there-!
never was a wine that was not intoxicating
known in Palestine.

An English essayist writes: “Mr. Moody's
evangelistic campaign will not be forgoitem
while Scotland stands.” He regards Mr.
Moody’s work in that country as oneof the
greatestovents in the history of Christianity.

The Episcopalians of New York are movin
to raise a church-building fund of $1,000,

Hon. Hamilton Fisb, Cornelius Vanderbilt, F.
8. Winston and other prominent men are
actively engaged in the effort.

Two native evangelists of Hawaii, who are
called the “Moody and Sankey of the Sandwich
Islands,” are preaching the gospel in the
realms of Kalakaua with much saccess.

The native Christians of Madsagascar have
given a §$1,000,000 during the last ten years
for the spread of the gospel

1

Again the False Prophet. %
A New York World letter from Aler:

andria esys: The false prophet
Modbi, is the notoricus elave dealer,
Hadji Zecky, who for the Ilast twenty-

five years has devastated the whole of Upper
Egypt and the greater part of Barbary and
Nubia, and who, notwithstanding the efforts of
Sir Samuel Baker and Col Gordon (Chinese
Gordon) to capture him, has always contrived
to escape. Ho is enormoueli wealthy, those
who know him esying that he is the richest
man in Africs, while in comrage and eruelty
he can hardly be eurpassed. 1
Born of Arabian parents of the Bedws
tribe, hie was takea prisones when only a boy,
and was sold to a Barbarian sheik or chief, who
was engaged in the elave trade on the Up
Nile. He sccured his liberty by murdering
bhis master, end then engaged the slave
trade himself, in which he was remarkably
succeasful. He visited village after village,
and even small cities, capturing all the in-
habitants, carrying into bondu.% the young of
both sexes, and allowing tho Haish to feast
upon tho very young children and old vil-
lagers. He then made bis victims carry any-
thing of value found :n their huts, and shou.
there not be loads enough for all his slaves,
he would go to the large fairs and buy
.vory, gums, gold dust, skins and other mer-
Ighandise with which to lcal his e'aves, ard
which he sold at an enormoas profit at Soukin
and Messawha. It has been calculated that
during the last five years he has destroyed
over 2,000 villages and has sold nearly
80,000 human beings to the only too ready
purchasers who alwars frequent the African
coast of the Red Sea with their dhows, which
they load with the men, women and
thevbuy. It must not be supposed that the
false prophet is the only person engaged im
this dreadful trade; an the contrary, the
kidnappers are very numerous and
wealthy, but they all acknowledge Hadji
a8 therr chief, snd he arranges the route
manranding company must take. Two years
ago, Gessi Pashy, an Italian-noble, who was at
one time Col rdon’s lieutenant, and was
left by him in the Soundan, not only gained &
victory over the false prophet’s forces, but
actually captured that worthy and sent him to
Cairo to be tried, but ten daye after the false
prophet left Khartoum in chaine, he gave the
officer in whose custody he was, an enormous
sum (s much as $250,000 has been men-
tioned) and was sllowed to escape.
Shortly after this the false prophet sure
rounded 6,000 Ezyptian troops at Kardofan,
above the White Nile, half of whom he mas-
sacred, carrying the remasinder to Aby 3
and there selling them as slaves. He is now
enormously wealthy, and, being followed by &
large force, lays claim to the Calophate,
tamning that he is the prophet,. His tactics are
very similar to thoso Mohomet himself prac-
ticed befors be was universally acknowled
and finding that the Egyptians were
in & war with England, thought this an oppor-
tune moment to advance his claims,

How Grant Looks Now.

New York Letter: The day is bright and
beautiful, the sun ehining strong, and the air
bracingly ccol; justenough winter in itto make
brisk walking a pleasure, and enough of Indian
summer about it 1o _make s thick top-coat a
burden. Jast as I turned the cornor of
Twenty-third street, as 1 was looking at &
magnificent aisplay of flowersin a window, my
eye fell upon the figure of a well-known
man, and yet a man who walks euntire blocks

this great metropolis unrecognized save now
and then by a casual passer. Ten years ago
bis name was on every lip. He bhasshown
bow much stronger thousands are than hun-
drods, how much more potent dollars are than
cents, how much moro comfortable under-
clothes and overcoats are than shiverng
ekins, how much more pleasan: roast beof
acd hot coffee, daily, are 1 the teuted fisld,
than cold potatoes aud frozen turmips. He
has been twice president of the United States,
and it is pot his fauit that he was pot made
president the third time. The man is
Graut  Short, stout, sturdy, ruddy
and apparently good for twonty-fi
thirty years to come. What wil
fame a quarter of
How will his
Wilderness be




