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THE EAR AND THE HUSK.

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage Finds a
New Parallel

The Dody snd Soul of Man Typified by
the Ear of Corn in the Husk—
Is the Far Ripe for the
Master T

The following Alscourse was deliversd
by Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage in the
Brooklyn tabernacle from the text:

An & shock of corn cometh in in his season.—
Job v, 2

This is the time of the year for husk-
ing corn. If you have recently been in
the fields of Pennsylvania, or New Jer-
sey, or New York, or New England, or

«in any of the country distriets, yon

know that the corn Is all ent The
sharp knife stuek through the stalks
and left them all along the flelds until
& man eame with a bundle of straw and
twisted a few of these wisps of straw
into a band, and then, gathering up as
much of the corn as he could compass
with his arms, he bound it with this
wisp of straw, nnd then stood it in the
fleld in what is called a shock. There
are now at least two billion bushels of
corn either standing in the shoek or
having been already husked. The farm-
ers gather, one day on one farm, and
they put on their rongh husking spron,
and they take the husking peg, which
is n plece of iron with a leathern loop
fastened to the band, and with it un-
sheath the corn from the husk and toss
it into golden heap. Then the wagons
come along and take it to'the corn-
erib,

About corn as an important cereal or
corn as a metaphor the Bible is con-
stantly speaking. You know about the
people in famine coming to buy corn of
Joseph, and the foxes on fire running
into the “standing corn,” and about the
oxen treading out the corn, and abount
the seven thin ears of corn that in
Pharaoh's dream devoured the seven
good ears, and the “parched corn™
handed to beautiful Ruth by the har-
vesters of Bethlchem, and Abigsil’s
filve measures of “parched corn™ with
which she hoped to appease the ene-
mies of her drunken husband, and Da-
vid's deseription of the valleys “‘eov-
rred over with corn,” and *‘the hand-
ful of corn in the earth,” and “‘the full
corn in the ear,” and Christ's Sabbath
morning walk throngh corn flelds, and
the disciples “plucking ears of corn,”
pod so I am not surprised to find corn-
husking time referred to in my text:
"‘As n_ghook of corn cometh in in his

. '.IA.‘...

How vividly to all those of ns who
were born I the country comes the re-
membrance of huskiog time. We
waited for it as for a gala day of the
year. was ealled a frolle. The
trees for the imost part having shed
their , foliage, the farmers waded
thrpough the fallen leaves ‘and ecame
throdgh the keen morning air to the
gleeful company. The frosts which
had silvered everything during the
night began to melt off thetop of the
corm-shocks. While the farmers were
waiting for others, they stood blowing
their breath through their fingers, or
thrasing their arms arownd their body
to keep up warmth of circulation.
Roaring mirth greeted the late farmer
g8 he crawled over the femee. Joke
and repartee and rustic salutation
nbounded. All ready, mow! The men
take hold of the shock of corn and hurl
it prostrate, while the moles and wmice
which have sccreted themselves there
for warmth, attempt to escape. The
withe of straw is unwound from the
porn-shock, and the stalks, heavy with
the wealth of grain, are rolled into
two bundles, between which the husker
sits down. The husking-peg is thrust
In wuntil it strikes the corn, and then
the fingers rip off the sheathing of the
ear, and there is 8 erack as the root of
the corn is suapped off from the husk,
and the grain disimprisoned s hurled
up into the sunlight. The air is so
tonle, the work is so very exhilarating,
the company is so blithe, that sowe
lnugh, and some shout, and some sing,
and some banter, and some tesse a
neighbor for a romantic ride along the
edge of the woods in an e¢ventide, in a
earriage that holds but two, and some
prophesy as to the number of bushels
to the field, and others go into competi-
tion as to which ehall rifle the most
corn-shocks before sun-down. Aftera
while the dinner-horn sounda from the
farmhouse, and the table is surrounded
by a group of jolly and hungry men.
¥rom all the pantries and cellars and
the perches of fowl on the place the
richest * dainties come, and there is
carnival and neighborhood reunion,
and a scene which fills our mewory,
part with smiles, but more with tears,
as we remember that the farm belongs

" now to other owners, and other hands

gather in the fields, and many of those
who mingled in that merry husking
scene have th lves been ped
"likeuus}:o& of corn cometh in in

his season.

There is a difference of opinion asto
whether the Orientals knew anything
abont the corn as it now stands in our
fields; but recent discoveries have
found out that the Hebrews kmew all
about Indian maize, for there have

been grains of corn ploked up out of | PeR
. aneclent crypts and exhumed from hid-

ing places where they were putdown

ing of the iron haudeuffs of earthly in-
earceration into the dinmonded wridt-
lets of a bridal party. or, to use the
suggcstion of my text, it is only husk-
ing time. It is the tearing off of the
rough sheath of the body that the
bright and the beautiful soul may go
free. Coming in “like a shock of corn
cometh in in his season.” Christ broke
up a funeral procession at the gate of
Nain by making a resurrection day for
s young man and his mother. And I
would that I conld break up your sad-
ness and halt the long funeral proces-
sion of the world's grief by some cheer-
ing and cheerful and view of ths last
transition.

Weall know that Husking time was
a time of frost. Frost on the fence.
I'roat on the stubble. Frost on the
ground. First on the bare branches of
the trees. Frost in the air. Froston
the hands of the huskers. Your
ber we used to hide between the corn
stacks so as to keep off the wind, but
you remember how shivering was the
body and how painful was the cheek,
and how bemumbed were the hands
But after awhile the sun “was high up
and the frosts went out of the air, and
hilarities awakened the echoes, and
joy from one corn shock went up.
“Aha, aha!” and was answered by joy
from another corn shock, “Aha, aha!”
S0 we nll realize that the death of our
friend is the nipping of many expecta-
tions, the freezing, the chilling, the
frosting of many of onr hopes
It is far from Dbeing a south
wind, It eomes out of the frigid north,
and when they go away from us we
stand benumbed in body and benumbed
in mind and benuomed im soul. We
stand among our dead neighbors, our
dead families, and we say: “Will we
ever get over it? Yes, we will get
over it amid the shoutings of Heavenly
rennion, and we will look back toall
these distresses of bereavement only as
the temporary distresses of husking
time. “Weeping may éndure for a
night, but joy cometh in the morning.”
“Light, and but for & moment,” said
the apostle as he clasped his hands,
“light, and but for a moment” The
chill of the frosts followed by the glad-
ness that cometh in “like a shock of
corn cometh in in his season.”™

Of course, the husking time made
rough work with the ear of corn. The
busking peg had to be thrust in, and
the hard thumb of the husker had to
come down with the swathing of the
ear, and then there was a pull and
there was & ruthless tearing, and then
& complete snapping off before the corn
was free, and if the husk could have
spoken it would have said: *Why do
#ou lacerate me? Why do you wrench
me? Ah, my friends, that is the way
God has arranged that the ear and the
husk shall part, and that is the way He
has arranged that the body and soul
shall geparate. You can afford to have
your physical distresses when you
know that they are only forwarding
the sonl o' liberation, Every rhen-
matic pain is only a plunge of the husk-
ing peg. Every neuralgic twinge is
only a twist by the husker. There is
gold in you that must come out. Some
way the shackle must be broken. Some
way the ship must be launched for
heavenly voyage. You must let the
heavenly Husbandman husk off the
mortality from the immortality. There
ought to be great consolation in this
for all who have chronic ailments, sinee
the Lord is gradually and more mildly
taking away from you that which hin-
ders your soul's liberation, doing grad-
ually for you what for many of usin
robust health perhaps He will do in
one fell blow at the last. At the close
of every illness, at the close of every
paroxysm, you ought to say: “Thank
God, that ia all past now; thank God, I
will never have to suffer that again.
Thank God, I am so much neater the
hour of liberation. ‘ou will never
suffer the same pain twice. You may
have & new phin m an old
place, but never the same pain
twicee. The pain does its work
and then it dies. Just s0 many
plunges of the crowbar to free the
quarrystone for the building. Just so
many strokes of the chiszl to complete
the statue. Just so many pangs tosep-
arate the soul from the body. You who
have chronic ailments and disorders are
only paying installments that which
some of us will have to pay in one pay-
ment when we pay the debt of nature.
Thank God, therefore, ye who have
chronie disorders that you have so
much less suffering at the last. Thank
God that you will have so much less
to feel in the way of pain at the
hands of the heavenly Husbandman
when the “'shock of corn eometh in his
seagon."”

Perbaps now this miay be an answer
to a §uwestion which I asked one Sab-
bath morning, but did not answer:
Why is it that so many really good
people have so dreadfully to suffer?
You often find agood man with enough
pains and aches and distresses, you
would think, to discipline a whole eol-
ony, while you will find a man who is
perfectly useless going about with
easy digestion and steady nerves and
shining health, and his exit from the
world is comparatively painless. How
do you explain that?: Well, I noticed
ip the husking time that the husking-
was thrust into the corn, and then
there must be a stout pull before the
swathing was taken off the ear and the
full, round, healthy, luxurient corn
was developed, while on the other hand,
there was corn that bhardly seemed

worth b ., We threw thatintoa
place all by 1, snd we called it
“nubbins.” Some of it was mildewed.

They develop int8nc
m;., They are nibbled.on one side by
and nibbled on the other

and mildewed all

get to Heaven, but they are nos
worthy to be mentioned in the same

day with those who went through great .

tribulntions into the kingdom of cur
God. Who would not rather have the
pains of this life, the misfortunes of

this life—whe would not rather be torn, |

and wound:d, and lacerated, and
wrenched, and husked, and at last go
in amid the very best grain of the gran-
ary, than to be pronounced not worth
husking at all? Nubbins! In other

words, I want to say to you people who.

have distress of body, and distress in
business, and distress of all sorts, the
Lord bas not any grudge against you.
It is not derogatory, it is compliment-
ary. “*Whom the Lord loveth He chast-
eneth,” and it is proof positive that
there is something valuable in you, or
the Lord would not have husked you.

“But.” says someone, ‘‘do you reaily
think I would be at home in that su-
pernal society if I should reach it?” I
think yon would. I know you would.
I remember that in the husking time
there was great equality of feeling
among the neighbors. There at one
corn-shock s farmer would be at work
who owned two hundred acres of
ground. The maz who he was talking
to at the next corn-shock owned but
thirty acres of ground, and perhaps all
that covered by a mortgage. That
evening, at the close of the husking
day, one man drove home a roan span
so frisky, so full of life, they got
their feet over the traces. The other
man walked home. Great difference in
edueation, great difference in worldly
means; but I noticed at the husking
time they all seemed to enjoy each
other's society. They did not ask any
man how much property he owned or
what his education had been. Theyall
seemed to be happy together in those
good times. And eo it will be in
Heaven. Our Father will gather
His children around Him, and the
neighbors will come in, snd the
past will be rehearsed. And some ore
will tell of victory. and we will all cole-
brate it. And some ome will tell of
great struggle, and we will all praise
the grace that fetehed him out of it
And some one will say: *‘Here is my
old father that I put away with heart-
break; jnst look at him, he il young
asany of us!” And some one will say:
“‘Here is my darling child that T buried
in Greenwood, and all the after years
of my life were shadowed with desola-
tion—just look at her. Bhe doesn’t seem
as if she had been sick a minute”
Great sociality. Great neighborhood
kindness. (oin and dine. What though
John Milton sit down on one side and
John Howard eit down on the
otherside? No embarrassment. What
though Charlotte Elizabeth sit down
on one side and Hannah More sit
down on the other side? Ne embar-
rassment. A monarch yourself, why
be embarrassed among monardhs? A
songster yourself, why be embar-
rassed among glorified songsters? Go
in and dine.

Yon remember also, that in the time
of husking it was a neighborhood re-
union. Hy the great fireplaee in the
winter, the fires roaring around the
glorious back-logs on an old-fashioned
haarth, of which the modern stoves and
registers are only the degenerate de-
scendants, the farmers used to gather
and spend the evemng, and there
would be much sociality; but it was
not anything like the joy of the husk-
ing time, for then the farmers came,
and they came in the very best humor,
and they came from beyound the mead-
ow, and they came from beyond the
brook, and they eame from regions two
and three miles aronnd. Good spirits
reigned supreme, and there were great
handshakings, and there was earnival,
and there was the recital of the
brightest gxperiences in all their lives,
and there was a neighborhood reunion
the memory of which makes all the
nerves of my body trembl; with emo-
tion ns the strings of a harp when the
fingers of the playe~ have swept the
chords. The husking time wans the

time of the neighborhood rennion, and |
so Heaven will be jast that. There

they could come up! They slept in the
old village churchyard. There they
come up! They reclined amid the
fountains and the sculpture and the
parterres of a city cemetery. There
they come up! They went down when

A QUEER SYSTEM.

The Chineso Mat.and.Bedquilt Theory of
Goverament.

The North China Herald of Shanghai,
in a recent leading article, describes
what it calls “the mat-and-bedquilt
theory of government” in that country.
It says that the traveler who isstrolling

| about the principal thoronghfares of

Pekin is linble at a crossing of two main
streets, to find 8 huge piece of patch-
work cloth suspended from poles in
such a way as to obstruct the view from
all sides, only a narrow opening being
left for carts and pedestrians. Pursu-
ing his wav, he notices that the en-
tranee o all the many alleys is barri-
eaded with rush-mats, and that the
same kind of sereen is placed in front
of ruined temples andvacant lots which
have been used as the places of deposit
of filth or rubbish. Whenever the em-
peror is about to make his exit from the
city or is about to return eriers an-
nounce that fact to the people, who
then disappear not to emerge until the
invisible h has passed, when
things go on as usual until the next oc-
casion of a like nature.

There are two main benofits supposad
to be attached to this characteristically
oriental proceeding—it helps to pre-
serve the fiction of the d of the
person of the emperar, and of his being
something other thao an ordinary mor
tal, and it is a valuable check upon
reckless ins of the Guit type,
whom China could easily furnish in un-
limited numbers. A third result is in-

idental. As the people sec nothing of
the emperor, 8o he sees nothing of the
people. He is probably the only man
in China who is unable to form any idea
of what the Chinese are like or what
they are about. What is seen in the
imperial courts is mo type either of
China or of the Chinese, but it must be
& literal impossibility for the emperor
to get. anything else upon which to
base a notion of hisempire. What does
the emperor think, how much does he
know, what does he think that he
knows, does he think at all, what isthe
specific gravity of the darkmess in
which he perpetually abides, and how
many bent rays of light reach him
through the opaque oyster-shells known
as “boards”?

This mat-and-bedquilt theory of gov-
ernment is not confined to the emperor,
but runs all the way through the ranks
of officialdom. The district magistrate
is supposed to be the man that knows
his distriet, and the prefect the man
that knows his prefecture; but thessare
mere figures of speech used in a purely
ideal way. No one in a district knows
less of what is going on within its
boundsriea than the chief officials; no
ane would have more trouble in finding
out whatis going on, supposing he really
desired to know. As a rule there is no
one who really cares less to know, or
who considers it less his business to
know, provided the taxes are paid and
the people arz “tranguilized” It is
yery diffieult for most Chinese officials
to come to any useful conclusion as to
their duties, for the reason that they
generally have too little interest in the
matter, and are in reality almost as
much pinioned in shackles as the pris-
oners st the doors of their yamens wear-
ing wooden platforms about their
necks, but with this diffeernce, that the
sentence on the prisoner is for a defi-
nite term and end, while that of the of-
ficial is too often limited only by his
life. Chinese officialdom is largely shut
up in a shell, just as it was a generation
ago, and if we hear the hammering
within it is mach mere likely to be a de-
fense against those cutside to prevent
their breaking in than an effort on the
part of the imprisoned to get out—
London Times

MYTHS OF THE SOUTH SEAS.

Curious Folk Lore of the Natives of Pacliie
- y Islands.

The savage islanders of the south Pa~
cific believe that the world is a cocoa-
nut shell of enormous dimensions, at

. the top of which is a single aperture

communicating with the upper air,
where human beings dwell. At the
very bottom of Ahis imaginary shell isn

| stem gradaually tapering to a point,

which represents the beginning of all
things. This point is a spirit, or de-
mon, without human form, swwhose name
is “Root of all Existence.” By him the
entire fabric of creation is sustained.

the ship foundered off Cape Hatteras. | % 1y the interior of the coccanut shell,

They come up from all sides—from
Potter’s field and out of the solid ma~
sonry of Westminster abbey. They

come up! They come upl AH
the hindrances to  their bet-
ter  mnature husked off, Al
their spiritual despondencies huslked

off, All their hinderances to unseful-
ness husled off. The grain, the golden
grain, the God-fashioned grain, visible

and conspicuous. Some of them on
carth were such disagreeable Christians |

yon could hardly stand it in their pres-
ence, Now in Heaven they are sora-
diant you hardly know them. The fact
is all their imperfections have been
husked off. They did not mean on
earth to be dissgreeable. They meant
well enongh, but they told yon how
sick you looked; and they told you how
many hard things they heard about
you; and they told you how of ten they
had to stand up for you in sume battles
until you wished almost that they had
been slain in some of the battles

pious, consecrated, well-mean-

all their offensiveness has been husked
oft. Each one is as happy as he can
be. Everyone she meets as happy as
he can be. Heaven one great neigh-
borhood reunion. All kingsand gueens,
all songsters, all millionaires, all ban-
queters, God, the Fatber, with His
children all around Him. No “good-
by in all the air. No grave cut in all
the hills. River of crystal rolling over

" of priests had to be set apart, the

st its very bottom, lives a female de-
mon. 8o narrow is the space into
which she i3 crowded that she is ob-
liged to sit forever with knees and chin
touching. Her name is “The Very Be-
ginning,” and from her are sprung nu-
merons spirita They inhabit five dif-
ferent floors, into which the great eo-
coanut ‘is divided From certain of
these spirits mankind is descended.
The islanders, regarding themselves as

groat ropes of strong eowosnut fber,|  HOUSEHOLD BREVITIES.
making nooses in the hole at the edge —Broil i'.l!enl_-il . 3
of the sky through which the sun .

elimbs up from the nether world each . ang put on s broiler whish has

‘oln into thres long stesks, flatten | Muncie, Ind.,

unuily.

ws of a oentenarian, left 111
morning. At this point of exit from been greased w.q.hkﬁq-].n‘.lm_ being Tl 4
the land of ghosts into the h?veutha ready over the fire with & lits great-grandchildren b'-l-_ 'b:
gix nooses were plseed ‘They en- de““nd!p.mm butter in it; inkle & Xittle m_ M_ - m'._
“M"’Mm“;‘;éﬁﬁmm’x salt over-the tenderloins, put themis | _an ex.-mayorof loaned
glad to agree ore the saucepan for two or three minutes, | nis umbrells to an old woman who was
liberate in his movements, soas to en-| 0. 0 ¥ Observer. | hobbling the rain on crutches,
able the inhabitants of the earth to ges a Tomato Soy.—Take and iate a the

through their employments.

Originally the heavens almost touched
the earth, but Maui and another god
named En them up to thelr
present lofty position. However, tha
work was not-complete, for the surface
of the sky was very irregular. So they
each took a big stone adzeand with
them chipped off the rough parts of the
sky, thus giving it o perfectly oval ap-
pearance. Then they finer

tomatoes just before frost. Slice them

Fill the kettle; add vinegar enough to
cook them; when temder, add more]
viflegar, and boil a few minutes —Hur
per’s Bazar.

FE

adzes, chipping away with them at the stew sour apples. Mash them very fine, Jarger would getss her share 53,344;

vauit of Dine stone until 1§ becams Mhmhvwﬂh*mrdhdn-; the slimmer 51,200.

faultlessly smooth and beautiful, as it | °8§: one cup of sugar, one-half Sy —A stary is told of the actreas Mile.

is now." 'There nre ten heavens, one | utter,one-guarter of anutmeg, gra Marie Maguier and her peariz: One

sbeve anether, which are the abode of Bmw“hp;’ﬂ:i;‘““::- :""“:':“;: ﬂw.nﬁnmsbmh‘;mrum
i pumpkin use ; 80BN, | made remark

warriors who have perished in battle. ag¥ as froutt 1 B o

Giant killers and destroyers of mon-
sters nre found in the folk lore of these | the ple is done Brown it ni‘:‘l!a:{
isiands as well as in that of other peo- | Feturning it to the oven for a fow :
ple. In the fairyland of Kupolu lived
the renowned chief, Rata, who started
on an exploring expedition in a great
double cance. He took with him a
youth, named Nganaoa, who was a
famous hand st slaying* moasters, and
this was very fortunate, because on the
third day of their yvoyage an enormous
clam rose out of the deep, its shell wide
open to grab them. Ooe shell was
ahead, the other astern—the canoce and
sll on board lying between In an-
other moment they would have been
crushed between the two fearful valves,
but Nganaoa quickly drove his spear
down into the animal, so that it sank
to the bottom. Soon afterwardan octo-
pus of extraordinary dimensions en-
circled the boat with its tentacles, but
Nganaoca thrust his through its | dough 3
h::d and killed it Next a mighty |rise agsin, cut with a biscuit cutterand
whale sttampted to gulp down the|fold balf-way over. When light bake
canoe, but Nganasoa broke his long|in a quick oven hsif an hour Watch
spear in two, and at the moment when | carefully that they bake evenly and
the monster was nbout to crush them | sre a golden brown.—Boston Budget
he inserted both sticks inside tae gaping | —Chocolate caramels are great favor:
mouth so that the enemy could not close | ites; and although the word caramel
its jaws really means burnt sugar, it is often

Having accomplished this feat Nga- | applied where this ingredient is entire-
pace nimbly jumped into the mouth of | Iy lacking. To make thia dy st ita

teaspoonful of salt. Mix
beaten yolks of three eggs and one piut
and a half of milk; add this to the flour;
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he took possession of
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guasno. Soon after settlin
made & journey of one thousand

to Honoluln to find & wife. He returned
with his bride, and brought up & family
in his lonely ialsnd home.

—Prof Hubert A. Newton, of Yale,
haa been elected a member of the Royal
Philosophical society, formed in 1680,
and of which Sir Isasc Newton and Sir
Christopher Wren were (%
The only other Amerieans who have re

ived the h it is stafed, are Prof

i

!

the whale mod looked down into its | best, one eup of sugar and half a cup of
stomach. Lol there sat his Jong lost | butter are creamed well together sa if
father and mother, who had been swal- | for. cake, sdding by degrees a. cup of
lowed alive while fishing by the mon- | molasses and one of cream, if it is to be
ster. The old lady and genileman | had—if not, milk will make an inferior
were busily engaged in plaiting palm | substitute. Put all these ingredients
leaves, and great was their joy at see- |in = sancepan and let them boll fast.
ing theirson. Nganavs resoived while| When nearly done, which will be in
veseuing his parents to be revenged | about half an hour, add a eup of grated
upon the whale. Accordingly he took | chocolate and stir well. Drop.a little
out one of the sticks, the other sufficing | of the caramel into cold water and have
to hold the whale’'s mouth open, and |ready buttered pans into which it may
broke it into two plefes. These he [be poured an inch thick Mark into
rubbed together and thus cbtaimed a |squares when cool with the back of &
flame, with which he set fire to the | warm knife.—Harper's Bazar.
fatty part of the stomach of the mon- e
ster. The latter, in agony, swam to THE CHARM OF COURTESY.
the nearest land, where on the sandy | Alleged Well-bred Beserve—The Womnan
beach father, mother and sonall walked ‘Who Dares to Be Aflable.

If women could ever learn that it fa

out. —N. Y. Telegram.
_— quite possible to combine affability
OLD MAIDS .ALL RIGHT. with dignity in commonplace, daily in-
There Are Husdreds of Ladies Whae Do | tercourse with their fellow creatures,

Neot :urry Decause They Don’'t Wish | this would be a far brighter and more

To . agreeable world Nine-tenths of the

There never was a greater mistake | gentlewomen one knows would no more
than the prevailing notion that becaunse | address an unintroduced female than
8 woman passes the first flush of youth | bite off a bit of their own tongues. Not
without joining hands at the altar with | once in & blue moon do they dare con-
some lord of creation she must be in-|verse with their servants, the clerk be-
evitably an undesirable ereature that | hind the counter, the chance companion
from henceforth will be ealled an old | of a railway journey, or even the lady
maid and made the subject of silly jest | who has dropped in to call on s mutual
and thoughtless ridicule. | friend.

As a woman talking to women, and | Awkwardness and timidity, with a
men as well, we give as our eandid | sense of alleged well-bred reserve, seal
opinion a rather pr d stat t, | their lips to every form of communica~
but one neveértheless that we believe in, | tion. In their shyness and stupid fear
pamely, that no woman lives to the aga | of furnishing an opportunity for undue
of 85 without at least having one offer | familiarity they go through life like
of marriage; therefore the silly notion | pysters, as'far ss those outside their
that is coupled with .the term *'old | narrow cirele are concerned Buf,
maid” is entirely wrong. thank heaven, there is a womsn. snd

A woman has her own reasons for re-
maining single. It isn't because mno
man wants her, but rather beeanse she | rights the gift of spesch gives her. She
docs not perhaps choose to ally herseli | ean afford to talk to her domestica}
with such ones that have done her the

honor to ssk her, or maybe there has | their
been in her life some great disappoint-
ment, or & finding out before it iz toa
late how much better it is to be even
ua‘l}ad an old maid then an unhappy
wife.

Charming, attractive women, many
there who are still cladsed among the
sour-visaged, vinegary, elderly maidens,
whom we are tomed to seeing on
the comic valentines, yét who, perhaps,
instead of being, according to the gen-
eral notion, mourning over their fato

of the beantiful

the only real men and women, were | ing ¥

formerly accustomed to regard strang-
ers as evil aspirits in the guise of hu-
manity, whom they killed when they
eould, offering them as sacrifices.
According to their belief, the sky was
& blue vault of solid stone, around
bottom of which were a b

&

mt.undlmlinnn.nhhhqwh’h

worthy thoughts graciously exp
It is noticesble that such women never|

o

holes. Through these the wind spirit
blew. The gods first spoke 1o
through certain small birds, bu
cause of their indistinct volees, an

15t

taking up their abode in thess sacred
persona. were accordingly
named “god boxes” From the glu
tonous habits in which they indulged
the phrase “‘to like & god”
is derived. Their power waa well-nigh
unlimited Anybody whom they dis-

5

MOTE | kind present does not
herself the

scknowledge to

m.d.

_E___
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J. D. Dana, of Yale; Profl Bimon New-
superintendent of the nautical

—Cholly Chapleigh—*1 don't care »
rap for the girl, snd 1 wish she'd drop
me.” MissQuickwit—'"Perhaps she has
‘been trying to drop you, but you won't

Herald.

tumble.”—N. Y.

her tribe is increasing, who realizes all nal

cake of hotel soap"—Detroit Free

wager vy e fpmas i alPri
g s o aiier 3

insist on him sitting down cut of the

way,"—Indisnapolis Journal.
—**Twas ever thus from childhood’s

hour,” she > ' . “Grest

§
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