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SONG OF THE SURGING SEA.

There is deep soul-satisfaction in the
singing of the sea— !

Huge tinted billows as they run and gam-
bol wild ard free;

The flashing lights which glance like sil-
ver arrows tipped with gold,

The panoramas full of power before the
eve unrolled;

The frescoed sky's grand canopy so nobly
arched- abo..,

With huges frcm bright flamingo red to
pearl tints of the dove,

The perfect picture proof and pledge of
God's unmeasured love.

Bright rainbow c¢olors flashing out
through showers of jeweled spray,

Translucent sen tints Soft embossed on
shadows of cool gray,

Reflected skies which lend the lake heav-
en’s glories mirrored deep

elves their vigils keep;

And sometimes surface lines which seem
a nafad’'s streaming hair,

Bometimes the wavelets lisping love when
skies and seas are fair,

With changing marvels rich and strange
revealing beauties rare.

Then when the storm rings out full-

lunged its diapasons strong,

Where shout the maddened waves which
dance in circling throb and throns,

The keen winds whistling choruses which
keep malestic time,

While forest echoes make response and
swaying branches chime,

There music makes its home
voices of the waves,

Which <cometimes grieve in monotone
above drowned sailors’ graves.

Or dance with demon laugh and shriek
whene’er the tempest raves.

amid the

The sea, the sea, how wide it is, how

mighty and sublime,

As though within its bosom beat the rest-
less pulse of time,

As though eternity were made a watery
expanse

O’er which roamed free the restless tides
of fate and circumstance;

A theater for dramas grand, where strong |
life never sleeps, l

Where God above a universe His cease-

less vigil keeps,

measureless infinity dwells in the

mighty deeps.

And

Here is a thing no common thought may
ever arch or span,

Yet one presenting wondrous
and secrets unto man,
Rebuking puny doubts which crawl like |

insects on the sod
To challenge with small buzz and sting
the majesty of God;
Poor, poor indeed, is he who
blind, deaf and unannealed
Before these lessons rimmed with truths
by Nature's voices pealed,
Oblivious of great mysteries unveiled and
thus revealed.
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T was a disagreeable duty, but Na-
I thaniel Craft felt he owed something
of outward respect to alife-long friend,
such as John Morris had been, so he
donned his best black coat and went to
the funeral.

If numbers and the undisguised grief
of men and women stood for anything,
then must John Morris have been be-
loved. As thé first spadeful of earth
raitled upon the coffin, and the solemn
words, “dust to dust, ashes to ashes”
were impressively spoken, every heart
there thrilled, every heart overflowed
—except one. In Nathaniel Craft’s eyes
no suspicion of moisture could be dis-
cerned; no one would have been more
surprised than himself if there had
been. I doubt if he could recall to mind
the time when a throb of either tender-
ness or sorrow had brought a tear to
his little, bead-like eyes. Surely he
had shed none when those same words
were spoken above his wife’s. grave.
Why should he?< Had he not felt a sense
of relief that her burial was the last ex-
pense to which she could put him? Her
little patrimony had attracted him, not
herself. He did love that nucleuns upon
which he had built'a respectable for-
tane. Thoughts of stocks, bonds and
investments only ever made his heart
glow. To lose them would wrench it;
that would be grief indeed. Possibly in
that case tears of anger and disappoint-
ment might fill his eyes, but not one
tear of sorrow at the loss of any hu-
man being, not one. Ilis wife had
been extravagant—poor soul—and her
son and daughter, he was pleased to
say, followed in her footsteps! Peo-
ple who knew Nathaniel Craft smiled
inwardly when he made that assertion,
inwardly, of course, for was not Na-
thaniel Craft rich, and are not the in-
differently - well-born, as well as the
indifferently well-to-do, always toad-
ies?

“Craft by name, and mean by na-
ture.” that was what all men said of
him. all men, as well as the ‘two whe
were bone of his bone and flesh of his
flesh. Only vesterday had he overheard
his daughter May, in a tempest of griefl
at his refusal of a “trifle,” she called
it—as though money in any shape cou:d
be a trifle, much less the whole of a
five-doliar bill—had heard her call him
un “old eurmudgeon too mean to die,”

swered, “that people who are not want-
ed here were generally not wanted in
the world to come.”

So they wanted him dead!  He had
no fathefly feéelings to shock—as he
thought—but somebow the xed bieodd
moui:ted to his shriveled old face, and
he* had gone about his business that
day with a half-heartedness ~ whith
surprised and vexed him. - When alone
in his office at dusk; his mbod ehanged,

ness about the heart came a glow of"
anger which he intensified by mentaili;

enumeratingl the ‘gomsiderable s
ST

disappoitt them,” be mui-
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{ the gray twilight deepened into night,

| worn

| and he forgot, in watching the “tick-

storm—the storm which had wrecked

L grave of his friend, John Morris:
however, and in the plice of that sore-{

upon his lips, he broke the seal of a
certain document and proceeded to
read it. y :

“Not now,” he said, reflectively, 1s

“but to-morrow; I'll alter it to-mor-
row,” replacing the doeument and
locking the safe as he Spoke.

The next day, as we have seen, he
stood beside the grave of his friend
John Morris.

Something akin to a sneer curled
his lip at the signs of grief about him.
‘Most of these people,” he thought,
“doubtless. look for a bequest under
the will. They weep out of respeect
for the dollars,”—he broke off here ic
calculate the probable worth of the
dead man’s estate. Not a large one
certainly; how could it be? For had
not John Morris more than once mild-
ly told him that his greatest ambi-
tion had been to lay up treasures in
Heaven? That to him the accumula-
tion of a miliion or more dollars meant
the loss of competence or hope, nay,
possibly, the lives of hundréds of hu-
man beings; that a bottle of cham-
pagne represenfed a tear wrung from

/With bent brows and a bitter Jﬁﬁ’?ﬂ

Fois

is not to die.””

Twice, thrice, he repeated  the
words, slowly, thoughtfully. The bell
had ceased tolling, and presently he
became aware of a voice near by sol-
emly repeating the words:

“I am the Resurrection and the Life,
saith thg Lord; he thav believeth in
Me, though he die, yet shall he live.”

A singular trembling of the limbs
seized Nathaniel Craft, so that he was

fain to seat himself. Heavy dews
rested upon his brow. An unseen
hand was toying with his heart-

strings. “To live in hearts we leave
behind is not to die—here! To ve-
lieve in Him is not to e—there!™

And believing, he knew, meant some-
thingmore than faith, “Hethatsoweth
little shall reap iittle. .. . While we
have time let us do good to all men!

Be not deceived; God is not
mocked. Whatsover a man soweth
that shall he reap.”

Sabbath after Sabbath had he lis-
tened to these words seated in his lux-
urious pew, but they had possessed no
significance for him. Even there

as many wretched, starving ereatures
as it cost dollars; that from the can-
vas, made worth the ransom of a king |
by .the painter’s art, peeped forth wan- |
faced little wolf-like, famished
faces of men and women: that from
rare, useiess bits of the potter’s skill,
dripped drops of blood wrung from toil-
hands; from the anguished
brows of the widowed, the fatherless
and orphaned ?

“Widows amd orphans. forsooth.”
thought Nathaniel Craft, as he recalled |
these, to him, Quixotic notions, "wh)‘!
should not women and children labor |

ones.

for their daily bread? I labor! It's|
more 1o their eredit, I'm sure, than |
waiting for dead men’s sboes. Um!
Dead men’s s! oes.’

His mind would revert to his own |
children and the words he had over-
heard—*“He’s too mean to die!” [
then he fell to wondering if the dead *
were conscious of the rattling of the
clods upon their coffins; of the frimu‘x-}

|
1
|
|
|
|
|

\
and

ly tear. the sobs of grief. the sighs of
farewell from their loved ones.
“I'll not atiend another funeral.” he

{ resolved on his way to the office. “Die!

Why I have no intention of ¢ying, no |
symptoms of dying, nor have I time |
for such thoughts. They distract me, |
indeed, when my mind should be upon |
business. Let me Homebreak |
Central closed at 873%. No doubt it |
has advanced while T have been wast- |
ing the morning. ’Twiil more than
likely break before night. Good time
to sell—" and in this way Mr. Craft
becare himself again.

The next and several
days saw a flurry in the

see!

succeeding

“market,”
er,” everything else but the rise and
fall of stocks. That document in his
safe, the unfilial speeches of his chil-
dren, everything in the mad rush and
whirl of Wall street.

The flurry was now over, Mr. Nathan-
iel Craft beamed—as near as a heart-
less man can beam—with undisguised
satisfaction. Thousands upon thou-
sands he had rolied up during the

f0 many of his colleagues—and hence
was he correspondingly happy.

“I can afford to indulge in a little
extravagance to-day.” he mused, “and
—and at the same time show my ap-
preciation of the mercies extended to-
ward me.” Nathaniel Craft some-
times felt {hat way when he had es-
caped the perils of the “street,” safely
landing as hostages many a valua®le
wreck. “I—Ilet me see! I think I shall
buy some simple flowers for John Mor-

ris’ grave. I'll have my card attached,
of course, so it will not be money
thrown away. I was never one to !

hide my light ander a bushel,” " he
chuckled,” “as John was in the habit |
of doing. They say he left most of |
his money to the poor, and none to
relatives who did not need it. H'm,
well, my money, I'm determined, shall
serve to perpetuate the name of Nas
thaniel Craft, Esq. A church, or in-
stitution of some sort, far excelling any
structure of the kind in this" city.
Why, bless me!” .a frown obscuring
the beaming smile upou, his face. “I
had forgotten that little matter,” and
the next moment he had opened the
safe ‘and withdrawn that document
again. A chilling air fram the interior
greeted him as he did so.. He shivered
a Tittle, and fauncied he detected an
ezrthy smell. such as a newly-made
grave gives forth. In imagination he
Beard elods falling ipon boards which
resounded hollowly, saw his own face
with an exultant smile, mockingly
gazing upward upon the dry eyes of
his own children, upon the indifferent
faces of the merely curious. The
thought was not a pleasant one for
even such a man as Nathaniel Craft.

“He’s too mean to die.” The remem-
brance of those words drove any soft-
ened feelings from'his heart, and a
few mements later certain parts of
that decumgnt lay in the waste bas-
ket torn into shreds. The remaining
portion he restored to the safe, with
a grim smile upen his lips, and the
next morning he was on his way to.
the florist.

His face wore its usual coid éxpres-
sion, as awhile later,” he entéred the
cemetery of Greenwood. The solemn
tolling of the bell at the entrancedis-
turbed him. “A piece of extrava-
gance,” he muttered, “for the living
must pay the toller.”

From toller to “ticker” went his
thoughts, from ticker to stocks, from
stoeks to prospective millions, and
them—bat: here was the newly-made

“Why, bless me!” he exclaimed, “a
headstone already! Well, I must say
Tcommend. its_simplicity. Suitable, |
indéed, for‘a mam who lefti hj o

«me see,” Feading easily the bold type
-? ﬂﬁeknﬁ#b}ﬂﬂqmﬂ;gﬂ. ont my

e or what follows. A silly verse

IChristma.\', too—fagh!

stocks and bonds occupied his
thoughts most of the time. Mr. Gold,
across the aisle. he felt, was institut-
ing a corner in coffee for the coming
week. Mr. Rash, who had lost heavily
by the collapse of the Comptoer d’
Escompte the last—sueh were his gen-
eral thoughts. Dr. Divine's discourses
were remarkable efforts, no doubt, but
was he not merely earning his salary,
and a pretty comfortable salary at
that? And so Nathaniel Craft found
it to his interest to appear regularly
every Sunday in his pew—with cer-
tain exceptions. Collections for the
poor and the missions, both home and
foreign—how he hated them! And
“To live in
hearts we leave behind is not to die.”

For him those seulptured words
lived to-day. Like a revelation the
barrneness of his life, past, present
and future, arose before him.

“While we have time let us do good
to all men.”

There was yet time for him. A week
ago he had sneered at the thought of
human affection. Even these with-
ered . roses which strewed the graves
h- had deemed but vanity’s offering.
1o-day, with a flush of sname, he

| stooped and removed the card from
his own. Self was sinking from
sight. It was now a tribute, indeed,

to the dead. to the man who had lived
worthily of that inscription—not to
the living. John Morris could feel no
pride in either case.

3efore leaving that grave, Nathan-
iel Craft gathered a few of the with-
ered leaves upon it. “The ashes of
these, John,” he said, aloud, “shall
make my heart blossom anew. The
fruits ye will know when next we
meet; farewell!”

But the barriers of such a nature
were not to be broken down at once.
It was months, indeed, ere he lived
with any higher object than by freely
giving of his hoarded treasure to de-
serve that inscription upon his
friend’s tombstone. The overflow
came, however, in time, and one day
Mr. Craft called his children — who
had long marveled and rejoiced at the
change in their father—into the roem
which had once been their mother’s
own. To each he handed a slip of
paper.

“That you may rot wish me dead,”
he said, huskily, “I shall hereafter
strive to make you happy. In return
I ask only for your love and respect.”
And then he told them of those words
regarding him which he had over-
heard, words which he confessed had
stung ‘and angered him; of the codieil
to his will he had in consequence de-
stroyed; a codicil, which in a moment
of tenderness one day he had been in-
duced to make in their favor, revok-
ing in a measure the original instru-
ment.

“I thought I should exult in my
grave over your disappointmeént,” said
he, and then followed the history of
that memorable day in Greenwood.

“To live in hearts we Teave be-
hind is not to die,” he repeated, “and
my desire hencéeforth is not only te
live in the hearts ofimy children: but
in the hearts of the suffering ‘and une
fortunate of mankind.”—Union Signal.

ANCIENT EGYPTIAN TREATY.

Agreemeunt Between Rameses and the
Hillites Was Humane for
That Age.

The walls of the great Hall of Kar-
nak -are covered with important in-
scriptions, which have thrown much
lightsupon the history of the Egyp-
tians. Among others the freaty of
peace between Rameses and the Hits
tites .of the Hebrew scriptures :is
worthy of notice as the first recorded
agreement between nations. Our late
antagonist, the ' queen " regent of
Spain, may well consider herself for-
tunate that she was not ealled upon
to negotiate with this Pharaoh in-
stetid of!Uncle Sam, for Rameses didn’t
waste any time on protocols ér com-
missions, or pay:$20,000 er. his.
opponent had sued for peace. He evi-
dently dictated the treaty himsel?,
for it begins: “Rameses, chief of
rulers, who fixes his frontiers where
he pleases,” says the Chautauquan,

The last clause of this.‘dpgqm,ént,vi‘;v
the earliest extradition agreement be-
tween two countries calling* for the
reciprocal delivery of' political fugi-
tives, and it is remarkably humsans
for that age. It provides that “who-
soever shall be delivered,up, himself,
his wives, his children, let. him .not be,
smitten to death: moreover; let him
not suffer in his eyes, his mouth, his
| feet; moreover, let not any crime be

Canaan, the great god of | pt and
all the thousand gods, malé and fe-’
mme, the gods of the : ;

ah!%*To live in hearts we leave behing

: his, o | set Wp against him.” And the whole |’
‘“\ﬁf;; (L'm afraid Nathanie C gfﬂ‘?ﬁ'_" vitnessed by the great ‘god ‘of
snee a little just here.) “H’'m, let

the rivers, |

False Conceptions Which Frequently
Lead the Young Into
Error,

There is no greater mistake than
that which parents are constantly mak-
ing when they allow their children’s
notions of what they should do to be
formed on the basis of what some other
family ecan afford, says the Home
Magazine.

We want our young folks to be grati-
fied. We are half ashamed to have
been so unsuccessful in life, as to be
unable to gratify them. Our pride
comes in, and we often fancy we are
keeping our children from cares with
which they ought not to be burdened,
when we are simply unwilling they
should know our own great struggles
and our small success.

Many a girl goes through her expen-
sive and often useless education, and,
afterward, through years in society,
spending more money, wearing better
¢lothes than she onght, simply because
she never knew the truth concerning
her father's affairs. Mother manages
‘o supply her wants; mother goes over
the accounts with a harassed and over-
burdened man, and the bills are paid,
and more bills contracted, and the
young girl enjoys her luxuriesin happy
1neonsciousness of cost. Under the
same severe strain upon his father
many a dashing youth pursues his easy
way through college, hardly guessing
that the burdens which his young,
strong shoulders are spared, are press-
ing heavily upon his father's life.

Under this false conception of the
family resources, college boys and so-
eiety girls alike come to feel in-
dulgence to be a right. When the
truth finally makes its way to their
knowledge, it meets with as much in-
dignation as surprise. They feel de-
frauded of a birthright, when in fact
there was never any birthright or any
other right to luxurious living. There
was only the overweening pride and
weak indulgence of parents who could
not deny them, and could not bear to
have them know they ought to be de-
nied.

At the very outset this faiseness of
family life should be resisted or over-
thrown—if already it has taken hold
of the home it should be overthrown.
Every child of suitable age should be
made to urderstand just what amount
of money can rightfully be spent. The
young folks, eager to begin their work
in the world, and to fill their own place,
will begin all the better for a closer re-
lation to the Jife of the home, and a
closer knowledge of its small worries
and its trifling joys.

Before they become engrossed, either
as men or women in the world outside,
is the time to make them thoroughly
familiar with the world within. Let
the college youth find his way into the
hiding place of his father’s anxieties
and hopes and cares. He has been the
petted child; make him the trusted
riend. Let him feel that some of the
planning for the welfare of those
younger than himself, some of the
thought as to the comfort and proteec-
tion of mother and sisters, is trans-
ferredd to his heart, and that hence-
forth the father shares his business life
with him. Let his mother get ac-
quainted with him and make him her
assistant &and friend.

And what the son becomes to both
parents, should the daughter be as
well. Both should know the family
life in detail; its resources and its
needs, and together in nine cases out
of ten, if really trusted, they would
unite to uphold the parents’ hearts
and hands. There is nothing more de-
structive to youthful ¢haracter and to
home happiness than this separation
of interests that begins with the school
life. There are difficulties in overcom-
ing the evil results of this drifting
apart, but if the matter is rightly man-
aged by parents the young folks will
take the larger share of the effort, and
count it only a part of the fun. Young
folks are born reformers. If you doubt
it give them a fair chance at the recon-
struetion of their own home.

Cloth Gowns.

Cloth street gowns are at present
occupying the minds of tailors and
dressmakers, not to mention the peo-
ple. who are to wear the costumes.
It will not be many weeks now be-
fore it will be time to wear them.
The first gowns that are turned out
are quite simple in design, made with
the plain skirt and smart coat, but
the cloth gowns for winter wear are
exceedingly elaborate, and grow more
so every day, for the latest designs
eall for so much heavy trimming. The
skirts slashed at the sides to show
panels of contrasting color show also
a mass of embroidery and braiding
or rich cut work, or some material
that is brocaded or has a pattern em-
broidered on it. The fronts of the
waists that show through the open
jackets are of lace or embroidery. or
of satin or. brocade, with beautiful
designs of hamdwork, embroidery in
colored silks ontlined with silver or
gold.—Harper's Bazar.

Dressy Black Gown.

gown. was made with a flounce at
the hem. This hem had ‘a:scallop of
glace at the edge, united by black silk
herringbone, a new and fashionable
arrangement. The scallop was intro-
duced also on to the bodice of the
dress, being earried down the front,

ings edged with gold lace, revealing

a soft vest in the immediate. front.
The sleeves were of the new form apd

bouning.—Washington Star.

' Reversed.
/ Mr. Simpkins—Give me a kiss, Bob-
by, and run up and tell your sister Jen-

)
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A very pretty black ‘crepe de chine’

which opened over some pretty. tuck::|

‘the ruffle above the puff was edged | |
fawith the glace and the silk herring-

ny 1 have brought her a box of choeo-

When a cheerful. brave and light-hearted woman is sud-
denly plunged into that perfection of misery, the blues, it is
a sad picture.

It is usually this way :

She has been feeling out of sorts for some time,
encing severe headache and backache; sleeps very
and is exceedingly nervous.

Sometimes she is nearly overcome by faintness, dizzi-
ness, and palpitation of the heart; then that bearing-down
feeling is dreadfully wearing.

Her husband says, ‘“Now, don’t get the blues! You will
be all right after you have taken the doctor’s medicine.”

But she does not get all right. She grows worse day by
day, until all at once she realizes that a distressing female
complaint is established.

Her doctor has made a mistake.

She loses faith ; hope vanishes ; then comes the morbid,
melancholy, everlasting blues. She should have been told §
just what the trouble was, but probably she withheld some
information from the doctor, who, therefore, is unable to
accurately locate her particular illness.

Mrs. Pinkham has relieved thousands of women from
iust this kind of trouble, and now retains their grateful
etters in her library as proof of the great assistance she has

rendered them. This same assistance awaits every sick
woman in the land.

experi-
poorly

Mrs. Winifred Allender’s Letter. v

“ DEAR Mgs. PrvgaAM:—I feel it my duty to write
and tell you of the benefit I have received from your
wonderful remedies. Before taking Lydia E. Pink=
ham’s Vegetable Compound, 1 was a misery to my-
self and every one around me. I suffered terrible
pain in my back, head, and right side, was very
nervous, would ery for hours, Menses would appear
sometimes in two weeks, then again not for three
or four months. I wasso tired and weal, conld not
sleep nights, sharp pains would dart through my
heart that would almost canse me to fall.

““My mother coaxed me to try Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound. I had no faith in it, but to
please her I did so. The first bottle helped me so
much that I econtinued its use. I am now well and
weigh more than I ever did in my life.”—MES.
WINIFRED ALLENDER, Farmington,Ill.

people have from time to time questioned
the genuinenessof the testimonial letters

RE A n we are constax:tiy publishing, we have

deposited with the National City Bank, of Lynn, Mass., $5.000,
which will be paid to any person who can show that the above
testimonial is not genuine, or was published before obtaining the
writer’s special permission.—L¥DIA E. PINEHAM MEDICINE Co.
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: has a satisfied, “‘glad I have got it” &
@ cxpression on his face from the time @
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Owing to the fact that some skeptical

B8 not
: where he buys one —Maine or Texas, :
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