TR IV IRk

- § Shell

e e e e il i e i e i i

{A ROMANCE}

PTY TV YT YT Y Y Y YYYYY

v

Nilden.

CHAFTER 1V.—(Continued.)
“You don't seem altogetlier happy in
here.” a cheery volee calls out at this
momaent, as Shell’s gcomewhat mocking

face anpears ut the open window.
“Happy!™ eries Ruby derisively.
""Would you feel happy caged up with
& couple of young bears? The children

‘huve been behaving shamefnlly.”
“Have they?" returns Shell in u tone

which denotes doubt, as she steps in |

over the Jow window ledge, and gently
Jbegins to stroke Meg's halr, which has
become dirheveled through her va-
rious emotions,

The ehlld nestles up agalnst her slde,
elasping her akirta firmiy, as if for pro-
tection, ‘while Bob indulges Inn vigor-
ous welcoming nod, for he knows he 1s
not allowed to apeak.

“Yes, they have glven me quite a
headache,” pursues Ruby, pressing her
bhand 40 her brow. *1 shall be fit for
nothing the rest of the day 111 ¢can’t get
rid af It. | wish you would hear the
chlldren read for me,"

“Why should 1™ answera Shell
bluntly, “As vou know, 1 disapprove
of their coming here; and I told you
from the first to expect no ‘help from
me!*’

ghell speaks In French, that the chlil-
dren may not understand; but  Meg
guesses with the quick Instinct of
clilldhood that she ls refusing to tuke
charge of them,

“You hear me read, Sell? she laps
with a look of almost piteous entrealy
on her baby face. *“Me will be dood.”

Shell looks down for & moment with
nnrelonting eyes—then ghe catches Meg
up In her strong young arms, gives her
a resounding kiss, and turning to Ruby,
Enye—

“All right—If you are tired 1 don’t
mind looking after them till they are
fetched—only 1 don’t profess to be a
good hand at teaching™

“l wish you wouldn't be so rough
with them,” gnya Ruby, rising from her
chalr with a slgh of Intense rellef,

“Now us Is happy!" crieg Bob, slid-
Ing down from his chalr and stretching
hiz small arms with delight as Ruby

disappears.
“But us must go on with our les-
sone,"” says Shell gravely.

“All right,” acqulesces Bob, as he be-
gins to hunt for thelr reading book.
“You slt down in the blg chair and
have Meg on your lap, like you did
last time; and 1 can stand beside you,”

“My dear children, Ian't it rather hot
for that kind of arrangement?” ex-
pustulates Shell, as Meg springs Into
her arms, whilst Bob installs him-
gelf with his arm around her neck.

But the children only know that
they love her, and want to be as near
her as possible; any such mipor con-
glderation as the state of the thermo-
meter I8 a matter of supreéme Indiffer.
ence to thelr lnexperienced and conse-
quently selfish little minas,

That evening, as luck will have it, |

when the clhildren come in to dessert,
thalr father beglns to question them ng
to thelr conduoct.

“l hope you were both very good
children thia morning?" he says, help-
ing each to & plentiful supply of straw-
berries,

“No, pa—us wasn't berry good.” falt-

ers Meg, with downcast eyes aand burn- |

Ing cheeks

“Denr me—that Is very sad, Meg!™
says Robert Champley, with a laugh-
ing glance acreoss the table at Ted
“How did you mishehave yourselves?”

“I dido't know tree tlmes four,” re-
plieca Meg, looking deeply abashed.

“That was extremely wicked of you,”
says ber father smiling,

“And, now that Meg has made an
open confession of her sine, we must
hear your encrmities, Mr. Hbbby"
Inughs his uncle. “"How did you offend
Wiss Wilden?"

Bolb heaves a profound sigh,

“1 4id somefink dreadful” he says
in a low ghamed volce.

“Something dreadful? repeats Ted,
looking intensely amusad “"Come—out
with it."

“Papa, dear, don't be angry wid Dob
—he didn't, know,"” Interposes Meg,
suddenly, laying bhold of her father's
arm and bhugging it vigoroualy,

“Dear me, thia ls getting alarm-
fug! What did you do, Bob?" asks
Mr, Champley with real intersst.

Bob takes a kKind of gulp to swal- 4

jow down Mis fear—and then he says
fn an awestruck volee—

*1 pulled her hair out.”

“Good graclous—whose halr? meks
his father, looking startled,

“Misa Wilden's," explains Bab, much
alarmed at the sensation his anpnounces
meni had created.

“You young villain!" exelalms his
unclke. ““What induced you to attack
A lady ke that?™

“I didn't attack her,” saya poos Bob,
on the verge of sobe. “[ just pulled
out her pins for fun, when she wns
patting my copy, and then al! her Balr
tumbled down on the carpet*

“Not all” hastenad Lo expialn Meg—
“only a 1ot of IL.”

Ted Champley ls seized with n vio-
fent fit of coughlng, which pends him
over to the window for rellef, whilst
his elder brother aa suddenly devaiops
a2 cold, which necessitates na wvast
amount of handkerchisf play before
he speaks agaln, then he mays quielly
3¢ Bob— 1 .

“That was .very ungentlemanly of

you, and if I hear of your being ruds
again 1 ahall punish you."

CHAPTER V,

This threat from his usually indulg-
ent fatheér has such & depressing effect
on Bob's spirits that he makes up his
mind to eschew temptation for the fu-
ture,

“Miss Wilden won't love you i you
don’t behave Hke a gentleman” con-
| tinues the father severely, ns an appro-

priate ending to his reprimand,

“Us don't love Miss Wilden,” here
interrupts Meg with great digmity—
“she is a nasty cross old ting."

1 “Nonsense, Meg!” says her father,
| placing hls hand under her chin and
| smiling down into her eyes. “If you
don't love Miss Wilden, I am afrald yon
must be a hardened little wreteh, for''—
with a dreary sigh—"alas, she ls only
' too devoted to you!”
i Meg &hakes her head in an uncom-
| prehending way, and repeats, with a
determined little pout-

“s don't ke her—us loves Sell.”
“Yea, us loves dear Shell,” chimes
in Bob eagerly. *“She tells us lovely
| stories.”

“My dear misgulded children, your
affection for Mizg Shell decidedly
| migplaced,” here luterruptas their unele,
returning from his post at the win-
dow. *“'She doean't llke boys and girle
at all”

“Not ke 1ittle hoys and derls?" re-
peats Meg, quite tilen aback by such
an extraordinary stutement,

“No, indeed—in fact she gave me to
understand that she almost hated
them,"” repeats Ted, much amused at
the children’s look of horror. “So 1
strougly advise you not to waste your
young nffections on such an unrespons-
ive object.”

The warning, being clothed In words
hevond their understanding, makes no
impression on the children's minds,
but their strong preference for Lthe
younger gister gtrikes their father fore-
Ibly, and he catches himself murmur-
ing more than once In a wondering
tone—"Us loves Shell, us loves dear
Shell!"

After that it often happeng that Ru-
by, under some triffing pretext or other,
shifts the burden of her self-imposed
task on to Shell's yvoung shoulders—
she has a headache, or ls busy, or has
letters ta write; and then Shell, taking
plty on the poor chlldren—who are
sure to have a rough time of It if Ruby
is diginelined for them-—devotes her
morning to thelr Instruction and
amusoement,

She bribes them to be good at their
lessons by the promlise of a romp in
| the grounds when thelr task is com-
| pleted; and so0 it happens that Robert
| Champley, chancing to drive over hlm-
i gelf to feteh them one late June morn-
| ing, comes upon an unexpected und to

him a charming sight.

On a moss-grown mound &t the front
of a copper-beech sits Shell in n dark
| print gown, with her bright halr colled
| around and around with dalsy-chnins,

which the chilGren’s busy fingers have

heen weaving, whilst she tells them a

wonderful tale from Falryland,
| Ho cengrossed are all three that they
| do not become aware of the Intruder's
| approgach until he has descended from
the trap and walked quletly to within
| a few paces of thelr resting pluce; then
an shout of “"Papa, papa!" from Meg
rouses them all from thelr 1deal world
to a realistic one,

Bhell starte from her lowly seat,
erimeons to the very roots of her halr,
and puts on as forbidding a look as she
can well assume,

“Oh, pa, It Is 80 Jolly; you come and

Is

listes, too!™ cries Bob, eager that his
father should partlelpate In thely en-
Joyment, “The princess Is shut up In

a dark room, beciuse her wicked god-
mother won't allow her ever to see
the sunshine, and the prince Iy keeplng
guard outside her tower with a caminge
mnd six, to carry her away to an lsland
blazing with light If he gels the
chanee,”

“Rather trying for ler eyes, won't
it be? 1 should be Inclined to recom-
mend her n pair of spectucles till she
gets used to the glare,” laughs Nobert
Champley as he ahakes hands with
Shell.

But Shell has become fossilized, She
| €hakes handa limply, puts on a stolid
conventional expression, and, drawing
her small figure wp to s fullest height,
tries to leok exeredingly dignified, Hey
efforth are somewhnt marred by the
daisles 80 profusely twisted around hor
head; but, as she & happily forgetful
of their presence, they do not trouble
her,

“Bell, dear, she dldn’t have blue spo--
tacles, d1d ghe?" erles Meg, shocked at
suth a very anromantle suggestion,

“1 don't knc®. I nm wure’ responds
Shell In a tone of cold Indiffercnce,

“Hut oo does know.” cries Meg, wax-
ing impatient, and shaking B8Shell'a
gitirts In her anxiety to have the doulit
rottled,

“I am afraid my childrem are weary-
Ing you, Mise Shell,” says their father
rather stiMy. Bot [ have fust comeo
over to carry them away.”

“1 And the easlest way to keep them
quiet 15 to tell themn stories,” saye
Ehell bluntly and ungraclously,

“I am *sry sorry that you ghould be
put to, so much trouble, particuiarly an

yvou dinllke children.,” remarks Mr,

it'l:nmpter. with a curlous and rather

satirical at her flower-decked
head.

“Oh, It doesn't matter!™
Shell condescendingly.

“Now then, young monkeys—If you
nre ready we may as well start,” he
says, pointing to the trap which is wait-
Ing In the avenue, “I am going to take
you for a drive right around by the
sen.”

“Take Sell too, pa,” pleads Meg,
catching her father's hand and fairly
Jumping with dellght.

“With pleasure, If she will only con-
gent to g0, I8 his ready answer, whilst
he darts an amused glance at the girl's
luahed vexed face,

“No, thanks—]1 hate driving”
sponds Shell curtly.

“You geem to have a great many de-
testations, Miss Shell,” says the gen-
tleman sarcastically.

“I have,” is Bhell's laconic answer.

*“Well, then, gince we can't persuade
you to accompany us, we may as well
start. Come children!'—and, making
no effort to shike bands, he raises his
hat politely.

A latent femr siat she has been in-
hospitable assalla Shell,

“Won't you go up to the house?”
she asks almost eagerly.

“No, thank you—since I have been
fortunate enough to meet with the
children here, Good morning.”

“Good morning,” answers Shell stiff-
lv, and quite lgnoring the two little
faces that are turned up to her for a
good-hive kiss,

“Papa, is ua paughty?" asks Meg
as she trots over to the trap beside her
father,

“I hope
absently,

“Cause Shell dido't klss us’
ewers Meg in g wondering tone,

“Kies you!" repeats her [father,
laughing, *'She lovked far more likely
to bite”

But, all the same, ag he makes the
assertion a memory of Shell as he Arst
eame to her, with sparkling eyes and
smiling lipe, and the two chilldren
kneeling beside her, rises baefore his
mental vision.

“Well, have you got rid of those
little torments?"’ aska Ruby Iaonguldly,
looking up from her book as Shell en-
ters the room,

glance

re-

not, Why?" he demands

an-

“Thelr father has jJust come for
them,” answers Shell shortly,
“Thelr father—oh, where ia he?

crles Ruby, starting from her chalr,
“l want to consult him about Bob's
writing; and | must speak about the
nurse; I am afrald she I8 not very
careful—Meg's hands were quite dirty
this morning. Where [8 he—where did
you leave him?"

“He |z down by the sea; [ dldn"t
leave him—he left me answers Shall
drily.

“Why did no one tell
here?" asks Ruby angeily.

“He didn't come to the house; I was
In the drive with the children, and
he pleked them up there”

“How very strange! But It {s all
your fault, taking them out the fool-
fsh way you do. [ suppose you were
romping llke a tom-boy when he
came,”

“1 was telling them storles."”

“Anyway you were a ridiculous ob-
feer,” says Ruby, with such an ob-
viously scornful sneer that Shell in-
stinctively glances neross the room at
her reflection In the mirror, then for
the first time becoming aware of her
profuse decorations. With a sudden
accesy of wrath she tears the dalalas
from her halr, whilst tears of mortifi-
cation rise to her eyes,

“1 wouldn't have had him see me 80
for a bhundred pownds,” she says
angrily.

“What nonsense! 1 don't suppose
that he even noticed them,” olserves
Ruby with cutting scorn,

“Ah, perhaps not!” murmurs Shell
with a sigh of rellef, and yet, thinking
It over, she remembers clearly that
twlce or three times during their short

me he was

; fnterview she noticed an amusged smile

flicker over his face.
(To be Continned.)

LENGTH OF MEXICAN WAR.

Continued for Two Years Hefore Foeace
Was Decipred.

The Mexican war is the best exam-
ple and Instruction in the time It takes
to fight small wars, That took two
years, and the present war is moving at
expres speed by its glde, as might be
expected after fifty-two years. Hos-
tilities began March 18, 1546, General
Mejin at Matamoras called out the
Mexican troops. A month later, April
6, 1846, General Taylor called for 5,000
militin, A fortnight Iater, May 13,
congress officially recognized the war
and called for volunteers. Mexico de-
clured war May 23, 1846. Mexico had
no fleet and no army on the frontier,
except some desultory levies. Mon-
terey was not taken untll fonr months
later, Sept, 28, und Buena Vista was
not fought until eight months after the
war begnn, Feb, 22, 1847. After near-
Iy one year of hostilities, in which our
forces had heen drilled and disciplined
In camp and by months of enmpalgn-
ing, Gen. Scoit salled for Mexico and
captured Vera Cruz, ten months after
hastilitics began—March 29, 1847, It

took four and one-half months, to Sept
14, 1847, before the City of Mexico was
taken, sixteen months afier hoatilition

| apened, Peate only came In (wo years,

in June, 1845, Yet the Mexican war I8
quoted ns a great case of quick work in
fighting.—Phlladeiphia Press,

What's In s Name? Letters!

Lianfalrpwllgwngyligogerychwyrnd
opWillandisiliogogogoch appears In the
Britlsh postoffics gulde as the name of
& post and telegraph office (n the lsland
of Anglesey., It Ia sald to mean, “The
Church of St. Mary In a bhollow of
white hazel near to the rapld whirlpoel
and to St, Disilio’s chiurch near to &
red cave."

TALMAGES SERMON,

“"WHERE WE CAME FROM" SUN-
DAY'S SUBJECT

Text, L. Timothy ©6:20:

Keep That Which Is

Thy Trust, Avolding Opposttious of

Belence Fulsely So Called.”

"0 Timothy.

Commitied to

There Is no contest between genuine
scleuce and revelation. The same God
who by the hand of the prophet wrote
on parchment, by the hand of the
storm wrote on the rock. The best
telescopes and microscopes and electric
batteries and philosophical apparatus
Lelong to Christlan universities, Who
gnve us magnetic telegraphy? Profes-
sor Morse, a Christian. Who swung
the lighinings under the sea, cabling
the continents {ogether? Cyrus W.
Field, the Christlan. Who discovered
the anestheticeal properties of chloro-
form, dolng more for the relief of hu-
mun pain than any man that ever
lived, driving back nine-tenths of the
horrors of surgery? James Y, Simp-
son, of Edinburgh, as eminent for
plety as for gelence; on week days In
the university lecturing on prafound-
est selentific subjects, and on Sabbaths
preaching the Gospel of Jesus Christ
to the masses of Edinburgh.
universities of that elty draped in
mourning for his death, and 1 heard
hig enlogy pronounced by the destitute
populations of the Cowgate. Sclence
and revelution are the bass and so-
prano of the same tune, The whole
world will yet acknowledge the com-
plete harmony. BPut between what my
text describes as sclence falsely so-
called, and revelatlon, there s An un-
compromising war, and one or the oth-
er must go vnder,

At the pregent time the air is filled
with social and platform and pulpit
talk ahbout evolution, and It Is high
time that the people who have notl
time to make investigation for them-
selves understand that evolution In the
firat place, Is up and down, out-and-out
Infidelity; in the second place [t s
contrary to the facts of sclence, and in
the thi-® place, that It Is brutalizing
in its tendencles. I do not argue that
this Is n genuine book, I do not say
that the Bible is worthy of any kind of
credence—those are subjects for other
Sabbaths—but 1 want you to under-
stand that Thomas Palne apd Hume
an] Voltalre no more thoroughly dis-
belleved the Holy Scriptures than do
all the leading sclentists who belleve
in evolution. And when | say sclen-
tigts, of course, 1 do not mean literary
men or theologians who In essay or in
sermon, and without glving their llfe
to scientific Investigation look at the
subject on this side or that. By s¢i-
entists I mean those who bave m spe-

clalty In that direction and who
through zoological garden and aqua-
rium and astronomical observatory,

give thelr life to the study of the phy-
glcal earth its plants and its anlmals,
and the reglong beyond so far as op-
tical Instruments have explored them.

I put upon the witness stand living
and dead the leading evolutionlsts—
Ernst Heckel, John Stuart Mill, Hux-
ley, Tyndall, Darwin, Spencer. On the
witness stand, ye men of science, liv-
ing and dead, answer these questions:
Do you belleve the Holy Secripturea?
No. And so they say all. Do you be-
lleve the Dible story of Adam and Eve
In the Garden of Eden? No. And so
they eay all. Do you belleve the mir-
acles of the Old and New Testament?
No. And so they say all. Do yvon be-
leve Liat Jesus Christ dled to geave the
nations? No. And so they say all
Do you believe in the regenerating
power of the Holy Ghost? No. And
#0 they say all. Do you belleve that
buman supplication directed heaven-
ward ever makes any difference? No.
And so they say all,

Herbert Spencer, ln the anly address
he made in this country, In his very
first sentence ascribes his physleal all-
ments to fate, and the authorized re-
port of that address begins the word
fate with a big “F."” Professor Heckel,
In the very first page of his two great
volumes sneers at the Bible as so-
called revelation. Tyndall in his fa-
mousg prayer test, defied the whole of
Christendom to show that human sup-
plication made any difference In the
result of things, John Stuart Mill
wrote elaborately against Christianity,
and to show that hls refection of it was
complete, ordered this epitaph for his
tombstone: *“Most unhappy.” Huxley
enld that at the first reading of Dar-
win's book he was convineed of the fact
that teleology had recelved Its death
blow at the hand of Mr. Darwin, Al
the leading sclentlsts who believe In
evolution, without one exeeption the
world over, are Infidel. 1 say nothing
aganinst Infidelity, mind you. 1 only
wish to define the bellef and the meca-
ing of the rejection,

Agasaiz says: “The manner in which
the evolution theory In zoology la
treated would lead those who are not
gpecial zoologlits to supposs that ob-
pervations have been made by which
it ean be Inferred that there is In pa-
ture such a thing as change nmong or-
ganized beings actually taking place.
There Is no such thing on record. It
la shifting the ground of observation
from one fieM of observation to an-
other to make thig statemont, and
when the assertlons go so far as to
excluvde frem the domaln of sclence
those who will not be dragged into this
mire of mere assertlon then it Is time
to yrotest."

With equal vehemence against the
foctrine of evolution Hugh Miller, Far.
raday, Brewmter, Dana, Dawson and
hundreds of sclentists In this country
and other countries have made protest,
I know that the few men wha have
adopted the theory make more nolse
than the thousands who have rejected
it. The Bothnia of the Cunard line
took five hundred _poassengern =ufelw
from New York to Liverpool. Not one
of the five hundred made any exclte-
ment. But after we had beem four

1 saw the |

[ the grave

days out, ope morning we found on
deck & man's hat and cont and vest
and boots, implying that some one had
Jjumped overboard. Forthwith we all
began to talk about that one man.
There was more talk about that one
man overboard than all the flve hun-
dred pnssengers that rode on in safe-
ty. “Why did he Jump overboard?" “1
wonder when he jumped overboard?”
“l wonder if when he jumped over-
board he would llked to have jumped
back again?” I wonder If a fish canght
him, or whether he went eclear down
to the bottom of the sea?” And for
three or four days afterward we talk-
ed about that poor man,

Here is the glorious and magnificent
theory that God by his omnipotent
power made man, and by his omnipo-
tent power made the brute creation,
und by hig omnipotent power made all
worlds, ard five hundred sclentists
have taken passage on hoard that mag-
nificent theory, but ten or fifteen
have jumped overboard. They make
more falk than all the five hundred
that did not jump. I am politely asked
to Jump with them, Thank you, gen-
tiemen, I um very much obliged to you,
I think 1 shall stick to the old Cunard-
er. If you want to jump overboard,
Jump, and test for yourselves whether
your hand was really a fish’s fin, and
whether you were web-footed original-
Iy, and whether your lungs are a swim
blndder. And as in every experiment
there muet be a division of labor, some
whe experiment and some who ahserve,
vou make the experiment and 1 will
bsorve!

There I8 one tenet of evolution which
it & demanded we adopt, that which
Darwin ealls “Natural Selection,” and
that which Wallace calls the “Survival
of the Fittest.” By thia whey mcan
that the human race and the brute
creation are all the time Improving
because the weak dle and the strong
llve. Those who do not die survive be-
cauge they are the fittest. They say
the breed of sheep and cattle and dogs
and men je all the tlme improving, na-
turally improving. No need of God,
or any Bible, or any religlon, but just
natural progress.

Yon see the race started with “spon-
taneous generation,” and then It goes
right on until Darwin can take us up
with his “natural selection,” and Wal-
lace with his “survival of the fittest.”
and so we go right on up forever.
Beautiful! Dut do the fittest survive?
Garfield dead in September—Gultean
surviving until the following June.
“Survival of the fittest?” Ah! no. The
martyrs, religious and politieal, dying
for their principles, thelr bloody per-
secytors living on to old age. “Sur-
vival of the fittest?" Five hundred
thougand brave porthern men march-
ing out to meet five hundred thousand
brave southern men, and die on the
battlefield for a principle. Hundreds
of thousands of them went down into
trenches, We stayed at
home in comfortable quarters, Did
they die because they were not as fit
to live as we who survived? Ah! no;
not the “survival of the fittest.” Ella-
worth and Nathaniel Lyon falling on
the northern slde, Albert Sldney
Johnston and Stonewall Jackson fall-
Ing on Lhe southern side, Did they fall
because they were not as fit to live as
the soldiers and the generals who came
back In safety? No. Bitten with the
frosts of the gecond death be the
tongne that dares utter it! It is not
the “survival of the fittest"

How has it been In the familles of
the world? How was It with the
chiild physically the strongest. intellec-
tually the brightest, In dlsposition the
kindest? Did that child dle because It
was not as fit to live as those of your
family that survived? Not "the sur-
vival of the fittest.” In all communi-
ties some of the noblest, grandest men
dying In vouth, or in mid life, while
gome of the meanest and most con-
temptible live on to old age. Not “the
survival of the fittest.”

But to show you that this doetrine Is
antagonistic to the Bible and to com-
mon sense 1 have only to prove to you
that there has been no natural prog-
ress, Vast improvement from another
source, but mind you, no natural prog
ress, Where i the fine horse In any
of our parks whose pieture of eye and
mane and nostril and neck and hauneh-
o j8 worthy of being compared to Joh's
picture of a horge as he thousands of
years ago heard It paw and neigh and
champ g bit for the battle? Pigeons
of today not so wise as the carrier
plgeons of 600 yeare ngo—pigeons that
carried the mails Mfom army to army
and from city to clty; one of them
flung Into the sky at Rome or Venice
landing without ehip or railtraln In
London. Look at the great animals
that walked the earth in olden times—
animals compared with which tn size
our elephant is a eat—monsters of old-
en times that swam the deep, compared
with which our whale Is a minnow.
Conlee have learned nothing about
hunting, and the ostrich nothing abont
climbing and the hounds nothing about
hatching. and the condor nothing about
fiylng, and the ow] nothing about mus-
Ieal cadences for six thousand years,
Not a particle of progress

And as to the human race, so far as
mere natural progress la concerned,
once there were men ten feet high:
now the average le pbout five feet uix
inches, It started with men living 200,
400, 800, 900 years, and now thirty
years is more than the average of hu-
man life. Mighty progrees we have
made, haven't wa? I went into the
eathedral at York, England, and the
best artistz In England had just been
painting a window In that eathedral,
and right beslde It was a window paint-
ed 400 years ago, and there la not a
man on earth but would say that the
modern paioting of the window by the
best artists of England is not worthy
of being compared with the painting
of 400 years ago right beside . Vast

{mprovement, as I shall ahow you in a
minute or two, but no natural evolu-
tlon,

1 am not a pessimist but an optimist,
1 do not bellove everything is going to

destruction; 1 belleve everything iw
going em to redemption. But it will
not be thtough the infidel doctrine off
evelution, bt through our glorious
Chriatianity which has effected all tha
good that has ever been wrought and
which is yet to reconstruct all the na-
tions,

What is that in the offing? A ship
gone on the rocks at Cape Hatteras,
The hulk is breaking up, crew and
passengeras are drowning. The storm
in in full blast and the barometer 18
atill sinking, What doea that ship

want?  Development, Develop her
broken masts, Develop her brokem
rudder. Develop her drowning crew.

Develop her freering passengers. De-
velop the whole ship? That is all 18
wants. Development. Oh, 1 make a mis-
take. What that shlp wants s a life-
boat from the shore, Leap Inte It
you men of the life station, Pull away
to the wreck. Steedy thers! Bring the
women and children first to the shora,
Now the stout men. Wrap them up
in flannels, and hetween their chatter-
ing teeth yon ecan pour restoration,

Well, my friends, our world 15 on the
rocks. God launched it well enough,
but throngh mlapllotage and the
fitorma of six thousand years It has
gone into the breakers. What does
this old ship of a world want? De-
velopment? There 18 erough old evo-
lution In the hulk to evolve another
mast and another rudder and to evolve
tll the pnssengers and eolve the ship
out of the breakers. Development?
Ah! no, my friends, what this oid ghip-
wreck of a world wanta Is a lifeboat
from the shore. And it Is coming,
Cheer, my lads, cheer. It Is coming
from the ghining shore of heaven, tak-
Ing the eresls of ten waves with one
sweep of the shinlag paddies. Christ
Is in the lifebont. Many wounds on
hands and feet and side and brow,
showing he has been long engaged In
the work of rescue, but yet mighty to
enve—to save one, to save all, to save
forever, My Lord and my God, get ua
Into the lHfeboat! Away with your
rotlen, deceptive, infide]l and Llasphem-
ous evolution, and glve us the Billle,
salvation through Jesus Christ our
l.ord,

“Salvation! let the echo fiy

The spaclous earth around,
While all the armics of the sky
Consplre to ralse the sound.”

Fortanes In Minlng Stocks

In November, 1870, Crown Point
Mine shares were a drug in the market
at 32 a share. Six months later they
were eagerly bought at $6.000. In the
summer of 1870 a struggling 'Frisco
tradesman  accepted 100 of these
shares In payment of a debt of £20,
and counted the transactions among
his many unlucky ventures, He de-
cided to hold the shares, however, and
axactly a year later realized them for
£120,000, or the substantinl return of
£4,800 for every pound of the orlginal
debt. Within a single year shares In
the Consolidated Virginia and Cali-
fornla mines rose from 25 64 to £1,000
n share. A horse dealer, enlled Bald-
win, of San Franclseo, hought %00 of
these shares at €s ench on the eve of
a business voyage to Australia. On his
return he had almost forgotten that
he had the shares, when to his amaze-
ment he found that they had increased
in wvalue to $3.600.000, or £700.000,
Belcher atoek went from s to £15 o
n single week, and simllar rises were
experienced In scores of different
shares. During these years enormous

fortunes were lost through want of
pluck or foresight., Comstock, the
discover of the richest lode In  the

world, wns so ignorant of the value of
his discovery, that he =old his fousth
ghare in It for £1.200, and counted
himself a lueky man., In six months
thig lode produced gold of the value of
3,000,000, In ten years two mines
nlone on the lode ylelded over £22.-
000,000, and in fourteen yenrs the lode
had produced [26500.000 in dividends
to its lucky shareholders,

A Caban Milkman

“How many cows there are about
the streets!"” somebody exclaima, and
then he fa calmly Informed that the
morning's milk s simply being dellv-
ered. A bunch of eattle and their dri-
ver stop before a house, and the por-
tero comes out with a cup for the
morning’s supply. It {8 seen then that
the cows are being mllked from door
to door by the dalrymen, for this s
the way the acute Cuban housewives
have taken to assure for thelr tables
a lncteal supply which 18 entirely fresh
and absolutely pure., Otherwise the
gulle-loving vender might dilute the
milk before delivering it to his cus-
tomere, and craftily stir into the wa-
tery fluid the juice of the sweet potato
to color it up to a duly rich and creamy
ecagt, Even with the cows milked be-
fore Lthe door one must continues to
watch the miMeman, for I have even
heard of thelr having a rubber bag
of water concealed under thelr loose
frocks and connected with a rubbor
tube running down the fnslde of the
gleeve, Its tip belng concealed in the
hollow of tha milking-hand. Only &
gentle pressure upon the bag of water
within s needed to thus cause both'
milk and water to flow Into the enp
at the eame tlme. The milk-vendors
of Italy and India have also learned
thelr trade to perfection, for they
practice this ldentleal trick,—Edward
Page Gaston,

The Mpesd of ths Hilood -
It has been ealculated that, assum-
Ing the human heart to beat sixty-
nine times a minute at ordinary heart
pressure, the blood goes at the rate of
207 yards in & minute, or seven miles
a day, and 61320 miles a year. It
a man 84 years of age could have one
pingle corpusele floating in his blood
all hin 1fe it would have travéral in
that time over 5,160,000 miles,

Don't exposs your Ignorance by talk-
ing about things you don't under-
stand.




