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TELLING MOTHER. 

When I was still an urchin small— 
*Tis long ago—but I recall 

My playmates oft tormented me. 
Then from them I turned angrily. 

And. sobbing, cried: “Oh, stop your bother! 
I'll go right home and tell my mother!” 

I grew in time a little man. 
And, as boys will, I oft began 

In turn to tease and plague my mates; 
But faring ill—O cruel fates!— 

Smarting with blows from one or t'other, 
I ran, andttold It to my mother. 

When, later on, I went to school. 
Too strict 1 found the teacher's rule: 

I tried so hardi to do his will, 
But all In vain, he scolded still. 

Until I tried my tears to smother. 
And cried: “I’ll tell it to my mother.” 

Ah! since that long-departed day 
My mother dear has passediaway. 

Sorrow and pain have wrung my breast. 
Till, oft with cares and griefs oppressed^ 

I think of this time and that other: 
“Oh. could I tell it to my mother!" 
—Rev. Charles W. Wendtz, Christian Reg- 

ister. 
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CT 
TWO OF BRODIE’S 
WAR EXPERIENCES 

BY DOCK SOPER. 
' 

^ TT WAS a strange coincident,” 
I said Col. Prodie, now governor of 

Arizona, and the second in command 
of the celebrated rough riders, the 
other day as he with a few more of 
that scattering band of famous fight- 
ers were waiting at an Arizona sta- 

tion for a train, "that I was wounded 
when I was a lieutenant, just fresh 
from West Point, on June 24, by 
Apaches out here, and it was June 24, 
20 years later, I was wounded at Las 
Guasimas, in Cuba. 

“I was nothing but a kid then, and 
had been stationed at Fort Grant. A 
short time afterwards I was sent to 

Fort Apache, during the outbreak in 

’73, built up the place and was trying 
to keep the red devils in shape there 
with a few men. I rode into the coun- 

try on horseback over 700 miles, and 

you had to ride 750 to get to the near- 

est railroad point to the north to get 
out. 

“We had been cooped up at the fort 
for over four months without any 
mail; the men were restless—guess it 
was enough to make them restless, too, 
for we had expected the whole herd 
of Apaches dow» on us at any time. 
You could never tell what old Geron- 
imo would do. One day the captain 
gave me a detail of 15 men and told 
me to go to Fort Grant for mail and 
a few supplies. It was over a hun- 
dred miles through the Indian coun- 

try, with hills and deserts where a 

jackrabbit would have trouble in keep- 
ing on a trail. About half-ways out, 
eight of my troopers deserted. There 
wasn’t any use in trying to get them 
back, for you couldn’t very well find 
them in the first place, and I hadn’t 
enough men to take them if I had 
found ’em. 

“We had been dodging hostile bands 
for some time before we had a brush 
with them. Coming up through a 

draw, we jumped up a band of about 
15 or 20. and the music commenced. 
There was no way of getting in any 
fancy moves on them—we were in the 
bottom of a narrow canyon that was 

just abut wide enough for a road. It 
was either go ahead, retreat or climb 

••HEADED STRAIGHT INTO THEM ON 
A DEAD RUN.” 

out the side of the canyon. There 
■wasn’t much to hesitate over; we 

would have a long retreat down that 

canyon and been potted if we had 
attempted to climb up the sides. My 
sergeant was an old-timer, as were 

quite a number of the little squad that 
was left me. They knew as well as I 
did that the only thing that would 
save us or any of us was a quick dash 
right into them—something that an 

Indian can’t stand a little bit. We 

gave them a volley from our carbines 
as a starter, and had the satisfaction 
of seeing three or four of them drop; 
then, yelling like a pack of hyenas, 
we started down that draw, headed 
straight into them, on a dead run; each 
trooper swung out his six-shooter, 
ready for a snap shot at an Indian. 
The old sergeant was close to my 
horse’s heels, with every fellow hug- 
ging down close to his saddle. I turned 
around in my saddle just before we 

struck them, and as I did so a bullet 
broke through my saddle horn and 
one cut through my vest and ripped 
me across the stomach about a ft&lf- 
inch deep. The ’PachCs couldn’t stand 
the rush. We run them up the canyon 
about a mile before they could find any 
side breaks to get out of and scat- 
ter. WTe lost three troopers in the 

Aboat Capers. 
"About 8,000 kegs and barrels of 

capers, a small, sour berry resem- 

bling iu color and shape a green pea, 
are annually imported into the 

United States from Spain and 

France,” said a wholesale dealer in 

all sorts of condiments in New York 

to the writer recently. ‘‘Capers grow 
on a bush, and are extensively used 

by all classes of cooks in this coun- 

trv for garnishing salads and mak- 

ing a sauce which is usually served 

with boiled mutton and other meats. 

There are four sizes of capers. The 

smallest are commercially known as 

nonpareils, and the three other sizes 

jiro called capacines, capotes and sur- 

fines. The smallest tapers are the 

most desirable, and taring the most 

money. Very few cabers are im- 

ported in glass. They lire shipped to 
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fight. After it was over we went back 
to where they were, rolled them in 
their blankets and buried them among 
the rooks as best we could. There 
wasnt jjiueh ceremony or tears for the 

poor fellows—we hadn’t time for it— 
and the fact that we expected it all 
the time took away much of the sad- 
ness of the scene; besides, there was a 

splendid probability of the whole 
bunch of us going the same way be- 
fore we got through, without any- 
one’s being left to roll us in our blank- 
ets. If the “poor” Indian gathered 
in a band of bluecoats, be gathered 
their hair, and left the buzzards to do 
the rest. 

“After burying the troopers we 

struck a trail up the canyon side and 

camped in a clearing where we com- 

manded a view of the surrounding 
country, and doctored up our wounds 
as best we could. Mine was painful, 
but only a flesh wound. I think I was 

sorer over my ruined new coat and 
vest than from the wound. 

“The same band came circling 
around again that afternoon 'and vve 

exchanged a few long shots at them 
As soon as night came we broke camp 
and struck out for Fort Grant as fast 
as we could make it through the dark- 
ness and eluded them. An Indian 
won't tight much at night, anyhow. 
We reached the fort next day. The 
closer we came to it the less danger 
there was, for troopers from the fort 

kept the country around pretty well 
cleaned up and quiet. 

“We stayed at the fort several days 
until our wounds healed up before 

making the return trip. The colonel 
in command at the fort insisted on my 
staying there, as there were over 2,000 
hostile Indians on the warpath and 
scattered all over that part of the 

country; he told me how foolish it 
was to try to get back, but I was only 
21 and had told the captain I’d be back 
with the mail and supplies, so 1 

cpuldn’t stay. 
“I didn’t know it at the time, but 

found out afterward, that the Indians 
1 had the fight with belonged to a sub- 
chief, and a relative of old Geronimo. 
We hadn’t been out but two days when 
we sighted them. They had gathered 
up some more braves and came in 

sight about sundown—luckily for us. 

They took a few shots at us 

and then went into camp just 
over a hill from where we were. 

We could hear them holding pow- 
wows and singing while making 
ready to dangle our scalps in their 
belts in the morning. I remember 1 
sat looking into the campfire that 

night, wishing I was back home, and 

wondering what in thunder to do, 
when the old sergeant came over to me 

and asked: 
‘Lieutenant, you don’t think we kin 

lick that hull outfit over there, do 

you?' 
‘No, sergeant, I don’t. What do 

you think we’d better do?’ 
“‘Well, I think we had better build 

up a big campfire so they kin see it, 
then drift and drift like hell over the 
hills and out of this.’ 

“And we did- We struck an old trail 
and followed it all night. About day- 
light we found ourselves on a hilltop 
and right in the center of an old de- 
serted village. It was that night's 
trip that gave me my high apprecia- 
tion of the government mule. Every 
mule in that packtrain seemed to un- 

derstand the situation, and there 
wasn’t a whimper or a bray from any 
one of the lot until we had put a good 
night's travel between us and the In- 
dians. We didn’t have any more 

trouble in getting into the fort, 
though we crossed a number of warm 

Indian trails on the way. 
“Afterwards I met the old sub-chief 

when he came into the fort to make 
peace, and he told me how many 
times he had shot at me on that trip, 
and couldn’t seem to understand why 
it was that he never got me. 

“The wound I got at Las Guasimas, 
in Cuba, was another lucky thing, too. 
A and B troops were lining up at the 
foot of the hill, and we were getting 
it from the trenches ud on the hill. 1 
was walking up and down before my 
battalion and had orders to hold them 
fast to protect our flank from an en- 

filade fire on the right. I had just 
waved my glove at the boys to hold 
fast and dropped my hand to my side 
again when a Mauser struck me in the 
arm. If 1 hadn’t dropped my arm the 
ball would have cut me right through 
the center. It turned me around and 
knocked me down. I went to the rear 

to see how badly I was hit and found 
that the ball had splintered the bone 
pretty bad. It was three days before 
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on the inside of nay arm, and when 
the surgeon examined it, he said 
there was a piece of Bone sticking out 
that he would have to cut out. He 
made a cut across the lump, and out 

popped that bullet, wrong end fore- 
most. If it had come straight, as most 
of them do, it never would have 
stopped. 

"The following day I wandered 
around back of the firing trying to 

help the poor feliows who were wors* 

off that 1 was, and 1 remember seeing 
one of the Arizona boys coming down 
the road, with tears running down his 
cheeks, and I thought he was badly- 
wounded. He saw me and yelled: 
‘Hello, major; where is the firing 
line?’ I told himitwasaway onahead. 
but the fight was over. He seemed to 
feel worse than ever, and broke out 
with as choice a lot of cuss words as 

I ever heard a mule driver get rid of, 
and wound up by saying: ‘It’s just my 
blamed luck; come all the way down 
hfer® to fight, then git knocked out by 
the climate in a few yards from the 
fight.’ ”—Los Angeles Herald. 

America in kegs and barrels, holding 
from 15 to 40 gallons of the berries 
in brine or vinegar. The work of 
bottling the capers is done by the 
wholesale dealers.” — Washington 
Star. 

Ten-Mile Corn Field. 
In Harrison township, near Monroe 

City, there is an area 10x1 miles in 
extent that is now an unbroken 
ocean of corn, which will yield from 
80 to iOO bushels per acre. Until re- 

cently this area was an undrained, 
marshy wilderness known as Mon- 
tour’s pond. Robert S. Johnson, one 

of the managers of the pond, recalls 
that after the civil war the place 
was a Avilderness, densely timbered 
and as late as ten years ago wild- 
cats, reptiles and other animals in- 
habited it.—Louisville Courier Jour- 
naL 

AN UNSHAKEN ROCK. 

“Tour lever Is long and your lever la 
strong. 

And strong are your arms that wield; 
Thrust It down with a shock beside this 

hu^6 rook 
And lift the curse from the field.” 

A cheer smites the iky as to their work 
hie, 

The workmen brawny and bold 
“Hurrah; now shall come out with care and 

with shout. 
The rock that curses the world.” 

They work with a will and they work with 
skill; 

They spare neither tact nor toll— 
“Why flashes not out with shout upon 

shout 
That ancient plague of the soil!” 

At cry of thy grief I will tell thee. O chief. 
What rock thy workmen assail; 

With the strength of their sleight and 
strength of their might, 

And yet do nothing but fail. 

’Tis the Book of the Lordt the Rock of 
His Word, 

Sunk deep in the heart of the race, 
On which the Lord) stands', all worlds in 

His hands, 
To keep the Rock in its place. 

When the Lord of all lands on his bederock 
stands, 

His weight the weight of the sky, 
Full surely in vain will men struggle and 

strain. 
That Rock from its bed to pry. 

They may wrestle and pry, may wrestle 
and die, 

To lift that Rock from its bed; 
But vain is their thought and their levers 

are naught— 
But shadows in hands of the dead! 

—E. F. Burr, in Ram's Horn. 

HAVING FAITH IN PEOPLE. 

DlaentanKlr Men from Principles find 

Keep lour Uenrt from Becom- 

ing Sour ui(l Embittered. 

“Don’t let this, shake your faith in 
naan,” urged a friend to a young man 

who had suffered injustice at the 
hands of men from whom the highest 
morality would naturally be expected. 
“You cannot combat injustice,” he 
continued, “but if your own heart be- 
comes embittered, then a far more 
serious injury, and one not easily 
combated, will have been wrought.” 

The advice was good and the j'oung 
man’s answer was that of a Christian- 
He said: “I’ve passed through that 
danger point, I think. Y7ears. ago I 
had my faith in the. sincerity and 
trustworthiness of certain men, who 
were widely honored, sorely shaken. 
Then I learned to disentangle men 

from principles. I saw that a prin- 
ciple might hold good even after the 

person who was its supposed embodi- 
ment proved false to it. 

“Now I have a broad faith in my 
fellowmani which I believe nothing 
can shake. Even these men about 
whom we.have been talking, who have 
been set recreant to their best selves, 
I still believe to be good, true men 

in most respect*. 
“Moreover, such experiences as this 

long ago drove me to a greater de- 

pendence upon, and a closer fellow- 

ship with, the. One who never fails and 
who isi most loved when best known. 
The shortcoming of men—and I have 
found only shortcomings in men. never 

total unwortliiness—have sent me to 
the Friend that failet.h never.”—'Well- 

spring. 

MOST PUZZLING OF VICES. 

Profanity Promoted Jio Interest and 

Gfvea Sio Pleasure, But Only 
Brutalises Character. 

*Thou shalt not take the name of 
Jehovah thy God in vain.” Profanity 
is the most puzzling of all vices, for 
it looks so improbable that its ef- 
fects should be so profound. No man 

realizes beforehand what damage it 
will do him, nor afterwards what it 
has done him. Thus discovery is left 
for others. They know that he has 
been coarsened, vulgarized and bru- 
talized. 1 knew a man who wouldn’t 
believe how coarse and vulgar and 
brutal profanity was, until, one day 
(to teach him a lesson), his beautiful 
wife began to swear like a pirate. It 

gave him such a shock of horror 
that he never uttered another oath. 
The devil has some sort of reward 
for every vice but swearing, and this 

dirty service he gets men to perform 
for nothing. It gratifies no passion, 
it promotes no interest, it gives no 

pleasure. On the other hand, it de- 
stroys reverence, offends all decent 

people, and insults God. An oath in 
the mouth of a boy is a worm in a 

flower, a serpent in a bira s nest, a 

waif in a cradle.—S. S. Times. 

RELIGIOUS TRUTHS. 

They are dearer to God that seek 

something from Him than they that 
seek to bring something to Him.—John 

Evangelist Gossner. 
What the world really needs is men 

who have news from the land of the 

ideal, who have God’s life within them, 
who open afresh the springs of living 
water that quench the thirst of the 
soul.—J. Brierley. 

Aim at perfection in every thing, 
though in most things it is unattain- 

able; however, they who aim at it and 

persevere will come much nearer to 
it than those whose laziness and de- 

spondency make them give it up as 

unattainable.—Chesterleld. 
True success does not mean sim- 

ply having one’s own way. There is a 

way which seemeth right unto a man, 
but the end thereof are the ways of 
death. True success in this case would 
mean failure, so far as our plans and 

purposes are concerned.—United Pres- 

byterian. 
There is a fullness of the Spirit in 

Christ; and ty is not like the fullness 
of a vessel, which only retains whai 
is poured into it; but it is the full- 
ness of a fountain, for diffusion and 
communication; which is always send- 

ing forth its water and yet is always 
full.—Thomas Boston. 

Wisdom. 
The wisdom that comes from 

above is first pure and then peaceful. 
The man that wants to live peace- 
fully and not pure is turning the 

thing around, and can’t succeed.— 
Key. Dr. Tinker. 

SOUL BREATHING ROOM. 

The Inner Life Need* n Large Plan* 

In Which to Eipaad-Some 
Simple Snggeatioaa. 

There is something very suggestivd 
in the thanksgiving which David re- 

turns to God for bringing him into a 

large place. He had been beset by en- 

emies and bad been compelled, per- 
haps, to hide away in a cave and keep 
in narrow quarters. And so, when 
his enemies were overthrown and he 
was permitted to go out at will on the 
mountain or in the valley, to.go freely 
in the open fields or in the town, to 
breathe the air of liberty with none to 
make him afraid, he would, because of 
his past experience, have a new sense 

of appreciation of the largeness of an 

unfettered, uncramped life. 
I saw a man recently who, after liv- 

ing for many years in the heart of the 

city, had moved out into the suburbs, 
where he had a little ground about 
with a chance for a garden and a few 

apple trees, and I asked him why he 
liked being out there so much better, 
and he replied: “Oh, I have a chance 
to turn round and to breathe.” 

The soul as well as the body needs 

breathing-room. And to give it a 

chance to breathe well we must not 
crowd it too closely with worldly 
things that can never furnish an atmos- 

phere for it. The supreme folly of the 
rich man described by Jesus, whom 
God named “Fool,” was that he under- 
took to feed his soul on the kind of 

goods which lie could stow away in the 
barn. Many people are making the 
same mistake now. They crowd their 
lives so full of work and pleasure which 

appeal only to the temporary life that 

they smother the soul to death. 
There are some simple things which 

help to give breathing-room to the 
soul. One of them is Bible-reading. 
The best soul atmosphere in the world 
is that which clings about the word ot 
God. We have a great deal to say now 

about condensed foods. And we havg 
exhibitions occasionally showing the 
marvelous power of liquid air. There 
is more condensed spiritual atmos- 

phere, if I may so speak, in the word 
f (1 nrl than anv u'h <> ro pica in tVip wnrl fl 

There are breezes stored up in the 
Psalms which a man may feel on the 
inner brow if he gives himself up to 

them for but a few moments. The wa- 

ter of life springs fresh and cool and 

inspiring from many a mountain range 
of Bible prophecy. The fragrance of 
wild flowers, the charm of water lilies, 
may be breathed from the sayings of 
Jesus, and from the incidents of lov- 
ing self-sacrifice and transformed liv- 
ing which one finds in the stories of 

early Christianity in the New Testa- 
ment. If one will give a certain amount 
of time every day to reverent reading 
of the Bible, the soul will have a chance 
to breathe. 

Prayer is another source of spiritual 
atmosphere. Quiet contemplation of 
the Divine existence, of God’s nearness, 
of His loving care, the breathing out 
to Him thanksgiving for past mercies 
and present joys and the expression 
of the longings and desires of one’s in- 
ner self are soul-breathings. Espe- 
cially is this true of secret prayer. To 
go alone into the closet and shut the 
door, separating one’s self from 
troublesome thought's, of money, aDd 
perplexing problems on expediency in 
daily living and turning to God. seek- 
ing His guidance, opening the* heart 
and pouring out its confidence in 
loving trust to the Divine Friend is 
for the soul’s breathing like going 
out of some smoky city, where the 
air hangs low- with fumes of oil and 
the dust of traffic, into the open 
country where the breath of the 
fields and the woods sweetens the 
clear atmosphere through which the 
eyes look up to the stars. 

Another way through which the 
soul finds breathing-room is in do- 

ing good to others. Jesus kept His 
soul w-holesome and sweet during His 

earthly pilgrimage not only by much 

prayer and communion with God, but 
by going about doing good. Day by 
day He had the satisfaction of know- 

ing that His deeds were blessing 
others, and so His soul breathed con- 

stantly this atmosphere of helpful- 
ness and blessing. 

No man can have a wholesome, 
healthy, happy spiritual nature un- 

less he gives the soul breathing- 
room in unselfishly doing good deeds 
to his fellow-men. Many a man who 
has been selfish and fretful, unhap- 
py, spiritually diseased, has had his 
life transformed into joyous spiritual 
health by being led into fellowship 
with Christ while bringing blessings 
to others. 

Dr. Arthur Brooke points out how 
well Dickens pictures this in his 
Christmas carol. At the beginning 
of the story we have a portrait of 

Scrooge, a tight-fisted man. hard as 

a grindstone, sharp as a flint, from 
which no steel had ever struck out 

generous fire; secret and self-con- 
tained and solitary as an oyster. No- 

body ever stopped him in the street 
to say with happy look: “How. are 

you?” Even the beggar never im- 

plored him for aims; no child ever 

looked up in his face to ask him the 
time of day. He was rich, but dis- 
mal, morose and blue. He had never 

done good to any one. He had 

planned and toiled only for himself; 
but he was visited by three ghosts— 
the ghost of the past, the ghost of 
the present and the ghost of the fu- 
ture—and they taught him a lesson. 
He became a good friend, a good 
employer and a good man and 

opened his heart and purse to others. 
His soul began to breathe and hap- 
piness and beauty blossomed in the 
life that had been desolate and bar- 
ren. I commend to you these three 
storehouses of condensed spiritual 
atmosphere, open to all—prayer, 
Bible-reading and unselfish service 
for your fellow-men.—Louis Albert 
Banks, D. D., in N. W. Christian Ad- 
vocate. 

Gen. HIIm on Intemperance. 
Lieut. Gen. Miles, when he was • 

brigadier general some 25 years ago, 
in writing on the subject of intem- 

perance, said: “One of the principal 
evils undermining the character of 
the youth of the country and destroy- 
ing the intelligence and strength of 

men, not only in the army, but in 

nearly every business and profession 
is the use of tobacco and alcohol. If 
a young man would retain his clear 
brain, his manly voice and sound 

health, he had better eschew both.” 

Unerring; Guide. 
God’s word is the unerring guide. 

—liev. Dr. Adams. 
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THE SUNDAY SCHOOL. 

Laaaoa In the International Serial 

for September 7. 1002 — The 

Prophet Like Moses. 

THE LESSON TEXT. 
(Deut. 18:9-19.) 

9. When thou art come Into the land 
which the Lord thy Godlglveth thee, thou 
■halt not learn to do after the abominations 
of those nation*. 

10. There shall not be found among you 
any one that maketh his son or his daugh- 
ter to pass through the fire, or that usetb 
divination, or an observer of times, or an 
enchanter, or a witch, 

11. Or a charmer, or a consulter with fa- 
miliar spirits, or a wizard, or a necroman- 
cer. 

12. For all that do these things are an 
abomination unto the Lord: and because of 
these abominations the Lord thy God doth 
drive them out from before thee. 

13. Thou shalt be perfect with the Lord 
thy God. 

14. For these nations, which thou shalt 
possess, hearkenedunto observers of times, 
and unto diviners: but as for thee, the Lord 
thy God hath not suffered thee so to do. 

15. The Lord thy God will raise up unto 
thee a Prophet from the midst of thee, ol 
thy brethren, like unto me; unto him yt 
shall hearken; 

16. According to all that thou deslredst 
of the Lord thy God In Horeb in the day of 
the assembly, saying, Let me not heat 
again the voice of the Lord my God, neither 
let me see this great fire any more, that 1 
die not. 

17. And the Lord said untome, They havt 
well spoken that which they have spoken. 

18. I will raise them up a Prophet from 
among their brethren, like unto thee, and 
will put my words in his mouth; and he 
shall speak unto them all that I shall com- 
mand him. 

19. And it shall come to pass, that who- 
soever will not hearken unto my words 
which he shall speak in my name, I will 
require it of him. 

GOLDEN TEXT—This Is of a trntl 
that prophet that should come lute 
the world_John <1:14. 
OUTLINE OF SCRIPTURE SECTION. 

The prohibitions .T.Deut., 18:9-14. 
The prophet like Moses.Deut., 18:15-19. 
False prophets.Deut., 18:20-22. 

TIME.—B. C. 1452. 
PLACE.—Land of Moab. 

NOTES AND COMMENTS. 

Uplifting Legislation.—The legisla- 
tion of the wilderness looked forward 
to the time when the Israelites should 
be settled in their promised home. 
“When thou art come into the land 
which Jehovah thy God giveth thee, 
thou shalt,” etc., is a phrase which is 
connected with more than one Mosaic 
ordinance (Xum. 15:18; Lev. 19:23, etc.). 
A high ideal was continually held be- 
fore them, which had a powerful in- 
fluence in lifting them up above the 
peoples of their time. 

The Prohibitions.—“Those nations" 
are the ones to be dispossessed before 
israei, ana tneir a nominations, as 

suggested by what follows, are not so 

much idolatries as superstitious prac- 
tices. Passing through the fire to a 

god called Molech was a sort of ordeal 
to which children were subjected, their 
success or failure in passing through 
unharmed being taken as an answer 

from the god to the important ques- 
tion on which light was desired. Div- 
ination was some process of getting 
light on the future by drawing lota; 
augury was a form, now obscure, by 
which a person professed to learn the 
truth regarding future events; an en- 

chanter was one who used a cup, noting 
how the light fell on the surface of 
the water or other liquid it contained; 
a sorcerer, one who used drugs and 
herbs; a charmer, one who construct- 
ed spells and used incantations, A 
wizard was, strictly speaking, one sup- 
posed to be possessed by a spirit who 
enters the human body. A necroman- 

cer was one who consulted the spirits 
of the dead according t-o certain formu- 
las. Such practices as these were very 
common among all ancient nations, 
and, indeed, have some vogue even now. 
But they are demoralizing whenever 
and wherever practiced. 

The Prophet Like Moses.—The prom- 
ise of verse 15 is of a substitute for the 
divinations and superstitions of the 
heathen which had just been forbid- 
den. Moses’ idea was that the theo- 
cratic government should be kept up 
after he was gone. The reference is 
not to any single individual. Yet the 
prophet like unto Moses was an ideal, 
never fully realized save in Jesus. The 
description of Moses, given in Num- 
bers 12, should be taken into account 
here. According to that passage, 
Moses was (1) meek in his personal 
character, that is, not self-seeking and 
anxious for place and reputation 
(Num. 12:3); (2) faithful in all duties 
(Num. 12:7); (3) especially intimate 
with God (Num. 12:8). The ideal 
prophet stands thus as a mediator be- 
tween God and man, noble and useful 
in personal character, and so intimate 
with God that it was as though he 
spoke face to face with Him. 

False Prophets.—Since the prophets 
were to be a permanent institution, it 
would naturally follow that many 
would pretend to be prophets who had 
no right to the name. Despite the 
death penalty prescribed in verse 20, 
false prophecy was always very com- 

mon in Israel. The distinction be- 
tween the true prophet and the false 
was to be made by the outcome of His 

predictions. Such a distinction was 

not always practically possible, and 
prophets who were pretenders had 
much influence in Israel. No true 

prophet was a mere predict or of future 
events. They all spoke for God, 
preaching righteousness. The proph- 
ets whose writings have come down to 
us in the Bible had a wider and greater 
work than belonged to most of the 

prophetic line. The truth they 
preached was of world-wide impor- 
tance, 

PRACTICAL SUGGESTIONS. 
It should be our aim to have our 

country free from the abominations 
-in rvfliAr InnHii. 

The way to free it from *11 abomina- 
tions is to have the nation perfect with 
God. 

There are people still eo credulous as 

to believe that gypsies, fortune-tellers, 
etc., can read the future^ 

Happily for us, the future is In God’s 
hands only, and for our good He with- 
holds all knowledge of it. 

Those who believe in God and com- 

mune often with Him are not likely te 
be drawn away by superstition. 

A BOOKISH LOT. 

The first complete edition of Poe’s 
works in a German version was print- 
ed a few weeks ago. 

At an auction sale of rare books 
in London a Caxton Koyall book sold 
for £1,400, and a second folio Shake- 

speare brought £615. * 

James Carlton Young, the Minne- 
apolis millionaire, has agents scour- 

ing Europe to obtain a unique col- 
lection of the first editions of living 
authors. 

BILL ARP’S LETTER. 

Speaks of Some of the Great Men 
of the Past. 

t 

Thinks Daniel Webster the Grandest 

Man This Country Ever Produced 
— a Speech the Publishers 

Refuse tu Print. 

“Say nothing unkind concerning 
the dead—speak no evil of the dead,” 
is the translation of a Latin maxim 
that is more than 2,000 years old. 

Nevertheless, history is made up of 
the character and deeds of notable 
and great men, and it is our duty to 

study them aud profit by their ex- 

ample. That Latin maxim was in- 

tended, no doubt, to apply to our 

neighbors who had recently died, and 
not to the great public men whose 
acts and deeds made up history. The 
world bad a perfect right to analyze 
and criticize the characters of Alex- 
ander and Caesar aud Cromwell and 

Bonaparte and Beuedict Arnold, but 
even these were not settled until a 

century or more had passed after 
their death. Bonaparte is not set- 

tled yet, aud English, French aud 
American historians are still ham- 

mering away at his character and his 
deeds. That he was a scourge to 

mankind and the age in which he 

lived, and a traitor to his devoted 
wife, aud ail to gratify his selfish 
ambition, no reflective man can 

doubt. The disposition to idolize 

great warriors handicaps all young 
historians and captivates the people 
when one of these fighting men of- 
fers for office. It was this that 
elected Taylor and Harrison and 
Jackson, llow Koosevelt will get 
along with his war record for kill- 

ing bears remains to be seen, but I 
reckon he is relying more on being a 

historian and slandering men after 

they are dead. He will lose nothing up 
north by telling lies on Jefferson Da- 
vis. He belongs to the same school 
of historians that Prof. Goldwin 
Smith does—that lying Englishman 
who wrote a history of the United 
States that was taught in Northern 

colleges and said that the first settlers 
of Virginia were renegrades from 

given choice of the gallows or of ex- 

ile to Virginia, and strange to say 
they chose the exile. 

But I was ruminating about these 
last words of Daniel Webster, who, in 

my opinion, was the greatest man 

the country ever produced, not the 

greatest, but the grandest—the most 

godlike. He made many great 
speeches, but the greatest of all was 

that delivered at Capon Springs, 
where he was brave enough to qual- 
ify all his previous utterances con- 

cerning the rights of the states and 
to declare that any state had the 

right to withdraw from the union 
when it was unjustly treated, and 
that the state was the sole judge of 
that. For this he was denied the 

privilege of speaking again in Faneuil 
hall. For this he was sacrificed in 
verse by Whittier. For this that 

speech was left out of his published 
works—the publishers saying that it 
would greatly damage their sale to 

have it in. This brings me to the 
text I started to write about, for I 
have received three letters from cul- 
tured gentlemen who tell me that “I 
still live” were not Webster’s last 
words, but there were two more that 
the editor suppressed, and those two 

were “more brandy.” These gentle- 
men concur in saying that Webster 
was very fond of brandy and in his 
last days indulged too much, and dur- 

ing his last illness his physician kept 
him alive on brandy. The morning 
he died his physician called and, find- 

ing him alive, but apparently uncon- 

scious, said to the attendant: “He 
cannot live but a little while, but if 
he should live until eight o’clock, give 

him some more brandy." When the 
clock, struck eight Mr. Webster 
roused up and pointed to it and whis- 

pered: “I still live—more brandy.” 
The last two words are left out of 
the biography and may not have 
been said. Nevertheless this version 
has paralyzed much of my sentiment, 
and all 1 can do is to leave it in 
doubt. I remember that it was said 
of Mr. Webster that he was overfond 
of his brandy toddies. Brandy was a 

gentleman’s drink, whisky was for 
the common people and rum was for 

egg-nog and for the Yankees to ship 
to Africa to buy niggers with. Even 
in my young days the gentlemen 
drank brandy—peach, or apple, or 

cognac. I was kept on the side- 
boards and was always offered to vis- 
itors. When I was about 14 years old 
John McPherson Berrien came to our 

little town of Lawrenceville to at- 
tend court. He was considered a 

very great man. He was our United 
States senator, and had been attor- 

ney general of the United States un- 

der Jackson. After I had swept out 
the store I walked down to the hotel 
to get a glimpse of him. He had 
just gotten up and came out on the 
piazza in his shirt sleeves to take a 

wash. After that the landlord brought 
him out a bottle of brandy and some 

sugar and the great man took a lib- 
eral toddy. It was a revelation to 
me to see how suddenly a great man 

could come down to the level of com- 

mon people. But then it must be 
remembered that Mr. Berrien was 

from Savannah. 
Now here is another letter in which 

I take particular interest, and com- 
mend to the veterans of Georgia. For 
years I have lamented that we have 
no record roll of our confederate sol- 
diers. I alluded to this not long ago 
in one of my letters, and it has pro- 
voked an old friend to write to me 

upon the subject and give me en- 

couragement. The letter is from Hon. 
Walter Clark, associate justice of the 
supreme court of North Carolina, and 
who was recently nominated to be 
chief justice. He had recently finished 
the history of the North Carolina 

regiments, in five volumes, having 
been chosen for this work by the Con- 
federate Veterans’ association. These 
volumes are not a roster, but a his- 

tory of the acts and deeds of every 
regiment (84 in number). Twenty 
years ago that grand old state pub- 
lished a roster, in four volumes, 
wherein is recorded the name of 

every officer and private, and what 
became of them. North Carolina was 
♦ lie har.npr of ttlP pnnfpilppflpv 

and continues to be. With a voting 
population of 115,000, it sent about 
125,000 troops to the front, and 41,000 
of these were killed or died in serv- 

ice. Judge Clark has promised to 
send me the five volumes just pub- 
lished, and also to procure a copy of 
the roster, so that we may see how 
it is done, and if the few veterans 
who are members of the next legisla- 
ture will get together in concert and 
make a demand for recognition, we 

can still do a great deal in preserv- 
ing the names of those who are en- 

titled to a place in the hall of fame 
and in the memory of generations to 
come. 1 see that Capt. Krouss has 
of his own motion undertaken to 
make a roster of the First regiment 
of Georgia volunteers. That is right. 
Better late than never. Young man, 
whoever you are, was your father a 

soldier in the confederate army? If 

so, how can you prove it? Where is 
the record? If I were to die to-day, 
not a child of mine could prove my 
service. What is the matter with 

Georgia? Is there no Walter Clark 
among our people? Is Tip Harrison 
dead? Let us begin this work be- 
fore the year closes, for every year 
diminishes the sources of informa- 
tion. Unpensioned soldiers are pass- 
ing away. Time cuts down all—both 
great and small—except a pensioned 
soldier. They do not die, but multi- 

ply as fast as they grow older.—Bill 
Arp, in Atlanta Constitution. 

OBEYED HIS DARLING. 

Little Girl’s Words Affected Her Fa- 

* tlier's Mind So Vitally That He 

Chanced His Life. 

“My darling.” These were the 

words a New York newspaper report- 
er saw in the unlikeliest place im- 

aginable—on the dashboard of a huge 
Broadway truck. The truck was 

caught in a dense blockade, but the 

driver sat patiently waiting, while 

truckmen all about him were swear- 

ing or abusing their horses. 

"Yes, mister,” said the driver, in 

reply to the reporter’s question, “I 

painted those words up there myself. 
I wanted to have them where I could 
see them all the time, to remind me 

of my promise to my little girl when 

she was dying. ‘Father,’ she said, 
‘I’m going to die, and I want you to 

promise me one thing, because it will 
make me so happy.’ ‘Yes,’ said I, 
with the tears running down my 
cheeks, ‘I’ll promise.’ Then she 

looked me in the eyes so sweet, and 
said: ‘0, father, don’t be angry, but 

promise me you’ll never swear any 
more, nor whip your horses.’ That’s 
all there is about it, mister; and I’ve 

just put those words up here to re- 

mind me of my little girl when I’m 

tempted.” 
The young reporter passed on, with 

a mist in his eyes. He wrote the 

story out for his paper, just as it was 

told him, and thousands of hearts 
were touched and helped. 

“A little child shall lead them.” 
No one is too young to exert influ- 
ence. We begin to lead others, ap- 
preciably, as soon as we have any 
character of our own. And there is 

a certain innocence of heart and 
purity and refinement of feeling, pe- 
culiar to youth, which affect older 
people more vitally and potently 
than we are accustomed to think. 
Some one has said that children are 

the most effective of all preachers; 
and certainly there is something 
about a child’s natural, unconscious 
influence that is both morally re- 

straining and spiritually refining. 
“Never too old to learn,” is a familiar 
maxim. Might we not paraphrase it 
with a converse maxim, none the less 

true and convincing: “Never too 

young to help?”—Wellspring. 
Possible. 

One of the old settlers says Chicago 
Is derived from an Indian word mean- 

ing strong. Perhaps, says the Chicago 
Record-Herald, the Indians got their 

first< impression from the stockyards. 

A QUEER FRIENDSHIP. 

Orow and Big Dog Are Chums and 

Play All Sorts of Prank* with 

Each Other. 

There is a large Newfoundland dog 
and a crow in Ridley park, Chester, 
Pa., that are on speaking terms with 
each other. The crow’s name is Jim, 
and the dog, a handsome animal, is 
Rover. Both are owned by Julius C. 
Smith, head landscape gardener for 
the Pennsylvania Railroad company. 
When Mr. Smith first took the bird 

home, the crow espied Rover, and 
flew from its new master’s hand and 
lit on the dog’s back. At once there 
seemed to be a mutual understanding 
between dog and bird, the former 

“bow-wowing” in affectionate man- 

ner, and the latter “caw-cawing” and 
returning the caresses of its new 

I friend by stroking Rover’s back with 
its beak. 

Jim and Rover seem to thoroughly 
understand each other, and are gen- 
erally found together. They fre- 

quently play hide-and-seek. Jim will 

“caw-caw,” then fly to a distant tree. 
Rover follows, generally locating the 
tree where the bird is hidden. The 

dog will1 sit and look up at the tree 
until Jim flies down from amid the 

leafy branches. The crow lights on 

the dog’s back and in this manner 

they return to their master’s home 

very easily. 
The Prevailing Fad. 

She was doleful—oh, very doleful. 
“John,” she said, “I don’t believe yon 

ever really loved meat all.” 
“Why?” he demanded. 
“Because,” she replied, “I’ve been 

over all your old love letter*, and 
while they seemed all right at the time 

they actually aren’t worth publishing 
in a book.”—Chicago Post. 

A* the Man tee* It. 
Mis* Justout—Wherein, Mr. Wise- 

man, lies the secret art of conversa- 

tion? 
Wiseman—Young lady, listen! 
Miss Justout—But I am listening! 
Wiseman—Well, that is all there is 

of the art of conversing agr* Jably.— 
N. Y. Times. 

Everlastingly at It. 
Bacon—He gets no peace at home, 

poor man. 

Egbert—What’s the trouble? 
“Why, his daughter’s a pianist and 

his son’s'a punster.” 
“I see; the son is forever playing on 

words, and the daughter «n the piano.” 
—Yonkers Statesman. 
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