.
=

’
- oTne,
f e |

MIFFLINTOWN. JUNIATA COUNTY. PENNA.. WEDNESDAY. MARCH 23. 1898

CHAPTER XIX.

Three days after Lord Arleigh’s mos
{nauspicions marringe the Duchess o
Huzelwood sat in her drawing room alone
Those thres days had changed her ter
ribly; her face had lost ita bloom. the
light had died from her dark eyes, thers
were great lines of pain round her lips
Bhe sat with her hands folded listless'y
ber eyes, full of dreamy Sorrow, fixesl o8 |
the moving foliage of the woods. Fres
ently Lady Psters entered with an oper
pewspaper in hor hand.

“Philippa, ny dear,” she said, “l1 am|
verr uncomfortable. Should you think |
this paragraph refers to Lord Arleigh’
It seems to do so—yet I cannot believe it.*

The deadly pallor that wns always the i
#lrn of great emotion with the duchess |
spread now even to her lips. |

“What does it say 7’ she asked.

Lady Peters held the paper out to hen
but her hands trembled so that she cmmt‘l
not take |t |

“] eannot read it,”" she said, wearily |
“Read it to me.” |

And then Ladr Peters read:

“Scandal in High Life—Some stranze
revelations are shortly expected in ars
tocratle circles. A few days since a nohig
lord, bearing one of the most anciend
titles in England, wns married. The mam
ringe took place under circumstances of
great mystery; and the mystery has been
inereased by the separation of bride nud
bridegroom on their wedding day. What
has led to a separation is at present 8
secret, but it is expected that in a few
days all particulars will be known. Af
present the affair is causing n great sen
stion.”

A fashiomable paper which indnlged
largely in personalities, also had & telling
article on Lord Arleizgh’s marriage. No
names were mentioned, but the refer
ences were unmistakable, A private mar-
riage, followed by a separation on tha
pame day, was considered a fuir mark for
scandnl. This also Lady Peters read . ani
the duchess listened with white, trems-|
bling lips. }

“It must refer to Lord Arleigh,” said
Lady Peters.

“It cannot,” was the rejoinder. “He
was far too deeply in love with his tair-l
trced bride to leave her”

“1 never did quite approve of that mar-
rage,” observed Lady Peters |
“The scandal ranoot be about him. ™
declured the duchess, “We should lm\'l'
beard If there had been anything wrong.™ ;

The pext day a letter was handed to!
ber. She recognized the hundwriting—is |
was Lond Arl s, She laid the nota
down, not dar to read it before Lady
Peters. What had he to say to her? '

When she was alone she opened it.

*“You will be pleased to hear, duchess,
that your scheme has eatirely succeeded.
You have made two innocent people whao
bave pever haurmed yon as wretched ns
it !s possible for human beings to be.
In no respect has your vengeance failed.
I—your old friend, playmate, brother, the
pon of your mother's dearest friend—have
been made misernble for life. Your re-
venge was well chosen, Youn knew that,
however I might worship Madaline, my
wife, however much I might love her, sha
conld never be mistress of Beechgruve,
she conld never be the mgder of my chil
dren; you knew that, and therefore I say,
your revenge was ndmirably chosen, It
were nseless to comment on your wicked-
ness, or to express the contempt I feel fo
the woman who couil deliberately plan
puch evll and distress. I must say this,
bhowever, All friendship between us is at
an end. You vgll be to me henceforward
an entire stranger. I could retaliate. I
ecould write and tell your husband, who is
a man of honor, of the unworthy deed youn
have done; but I shall not do that—it
would be unmanly. Before my dear wife
and I parted, we agreed that the punish-
ment of your sin would be left to heaven,
Bo I leave It To &8 woman unworthy
enough to plan such & plece of basencss,
Bt will be satisfaction sufficient to know
that her scheme has succeeded. Note the
words ‘my wife and I parted’—parted,
pever perhaps to meet again. She has
all my love, all my heart, all my nunutter-
able respect and deep devotion; but, as
you know, she can never be mistress of
=y house, May heaven forgive you.

“ARLEIGH."
fhke could have borne with his letter if
#t had been filled with the wildest invee
tives—if he had reproached her, even
ecursed her: his dignified forbearance, hia
slmple scceptance of the wrong she had
done him, she could not tolerate. N

She laid down the letter. It was nll
over now—the love for which she wonld
bave given her life, the friendship that
bad onece been so true, the vengeance that
had been wo carefully planned. She had
Jost his love, his friendship, his esteem.
Bhe could see him no more. He despised
her. There came to her a vision of what
ghe might have been to him had things
been different—his friend, adviser, coun-
selor—the woman upon whom he would
have looked as the friend of his chosen
wife—the woman whom, aiter all, he loved
best—his sister, his truest confidante. All
this she might huve been but for her re-
venge. She had forfeited it all now. !leg

life would be spent as though he did no
exist: and there was no one but hersel
to hlame.

When the duke did come home, afte
a few plensant weeks on the sea, the fi
thing he heard was the story about Lord
Arleigh. It astounded him. His friend
Captain Austin reiated it to him as soon
as he landed.

“Whom did yon say he married?' in-
quired the mystified duke.

“Rumor said at first that it was a dis-
tant relative of yours,” replied the cap-
tain, “afterward It proved to be some
young lady whom he had met at a smal'

lnce.”
““t\:r'hk;? \?rn her name? Who was she.
Tt was no relative of mine; I have very
few; I bave no young female relative af
ﬂ-ﬂ

“No—that was all a mistake; I cannot
tell you how it arose. He married a lady
of the name of Dornham.”

“Dornham!” said the puzzled nobleman,

| —and London he conld endure. The fash-

' to startle all London by the splendor £nd

some unpleasant theught occurred to his
companicn's ming,

CHAPTER X
A yenr and a half had passed whick
Lord Arleigh had spent m desultory trav-

eling. It was the end of April, a spring
fresh and beantiful. His heart had turn-
el to Beechgrove, where the violets were
springing and the young larches were
l»ftddinx; but he could not go thither—the
picture gallery was a haunted spot to him

lanable intelligence tol him that the
llhzke and Duchess of Hazelwood had ar-
nn:«l for the season, that they hand had
their magnificent mansion refurnished,
and that the beautiful duchess intended

variety of her entertainments,

In sheer wantonness and desperation
he went to Tintagel, having, as he
thought, kopt his determination to him-
self, as he wished no one to know whither
he had retreated. Omne of the newspa-

pera, however, heard of it, and In a little
paragraph told that Lord Arleigh of
Beechgrove had gone to Tintagel for the
summer, That paragraph had one unex-
pected result,

It was the first of May. The youny
nobleman was thinking of the May days
when he was a boy—of how the common
near his early home was yellow with
gorse, and the bedges were white with
hawthorn., He strolled sadly along the
senshore, thinking of the sunniest May
he had known since then, the May before
his marringe. The sea was unusually
calm, the sky above was blue, the air
nild and balmy, the white sea gulls cir-
cledd in the air, the waves broke with
gentle murmur on the yellow sand.

He sat dow aln the sloping beach.
They had nothing to tell him, those roll-
ing, restless waves—no sweet story of
Lupe or of love, no vague, pleasant har-
mony. With a deep moan he bent his

]
|

l

Lead as he thought of the fair young wife |

from whom he had parted forevermore,
the beautiful, loving girl who had clung
to him so earnestly.

“Mudaline, Madaline!” he ecried aloud:
and the waves seemed to take up the cry
—they seemed to repeat “Madaline™
they broke on the shore, “Madaline,” the
mild wind whispered.

as |

It was like the |

realization of a dream, when he beard |

his name murmured, and, turning, he saw
his lost wife before him.

The next moment he had sprung to his
feet, uncertnin at first whether it was
really herself or some fancied vision.

“Madaline," he cried, “is it really you'?

“Yes; you must be angry with me, Nor-
man.
one to see me spenk to you, mo ome to
reveal that we have met.”

She trembled as she spoke; her face—t.
him more beantifu! than ever—was raised
to his with a look of nunutterable appeal.

“You are not angry, Norman 7"

“No, | am not angry. Do not speak to
me as though 1 were a tyrant, Angry—
and with you, Madaline—always my best
beloved—how could that be?”

“] knew that you were here,” she said.
“1 saw in a newspuper that you were go-
ing to Tintagel! for the summer, I had
been longing to see you again—to see yon,
while unseen myself; so I came hither.”

“My dear Madaline, to what purpose?"
he nsked, sadly.

Her face was suffused with a erimson
blush.

“Norman,” she =aid gently; “sit down
here by my side, and I will tell you why
1 have come.”

They sat down side by side on the

above, only the wide waste of restless

gull near—no buman being to watch the
tragedy of love and pride played out by
th esea waves.

“1 have come,” she said, “to make one
more appenl to you, Norman—to ask you
to change this stern determination which
is ruiniag your life and mine—to ask you
to tnke me back to your bome and your
heart. For I have been thinking, dear,
aud 1 do not see that the obstacle is such
as you seem to lmagine. It was a terrible
wrong, n great disgrace—it was a cruel
deception, a fatal mistake; but, after all,
it might be overlooked. Moreover, Nor-
man, when you made me your wife, did
yon not promise to love and to cherish, to
protect me and make me happy, until I
died ¥’

“Yes," he replied, briefly.

en?
Lord Arleigh looked down at the fair,

pure face, a strange light glowing in his
OWTL.

not overlook what the honor of my race
demands. | have my owa ldeas of what
is dae to my ancestors; and [ cannot think
that I have sinned by broken vows. I
vowed to love you—so 1 do, my darling,
ten thousand times better than anything
else on earth. I vowed to be true and
faithful to you—so I am, for I would not
even look at another woman's face, I
vowed to protect you and to shield yon—
so 1 do, my darling: I have surrounded
you with Juxury and ease.”

What could she reply—what urge or
plead?

*Sg, in the eyes of heaven, my wife, 1
cannot think T am wronging you."”

“Then,” she said, humbly, “my coming
here, my pleading, is in vain.”

“Not ic valn, my darling. HEven the
sight of you for a few mmutes has bees
*ike a glimpse of Elysium.”

“And 1 must return,” she said, *as ]
eame—with my love thrown back, m)
prayers unsnswered, my sorrow redous
bled.”

ihe words died away on her lips. He
turned aside lest she should see the trem:
bling of his face; he never complained ta
her. He knew now that she thought hi
hard, cold, unfeeling, indifferent—that
thought his pride greater than his love|
but even that was better than that she
should know he suffered more than whe
did—she must never know that,

When he turned back from the tossing
waves and the summer sun she was gone

“The name is not unfamiliar to me. Dorn-
bam—ah, I remember!” ‘

He said no more, but the eaptain sawm |
& grave expression come over hand-
and it occurred to him that

Bee, wi 1it 4 i |
ce, we sre quith Alonst theve s 2o | Into a tub half filled with water at a

| Shake well and hang to dry lmmexii-

beach. There was only the wide blue sky |

waters at their feet, only a circliog ses |

| out.

| ble.”

“Then how are you keeping that prom- |
ise—n promise made in the sight of heav-

“My dear Madaline,” be said, “you musy |

|
!
|

|

| world say? What wounld his golden-hair-

lent. Not knowing what elee to do, Lord; WIDELY KNOWN PREACHER.

Arieigh resoilved to go to Beotland for

the shooting; there was a sort of sevags I =

sntisfuction in the idea of Miving so many I
weeks alone, without on-lookers, whers
he could be dull if he Hked without com-

Palmer, of New Orleans, Recently
Celebruted His 80th Birthday.

Rev. Dr. Benjamin Morgan Palmer,

| of New Orleans, who recently celebra-

— - R ——
stoed in the way of traders recovering
valuable stones; but, on the eother
lnad, a small company working on this
| lime of nequisition Is eredited with hav-
ing obtained within feur months nel
Jess than two hundred thousand dol-

ment—where be could e for hours to- | ted the 80th anniversary of bis birth, is , lars’ worth of dlamonds. Omne agent

gether on the heather looking up at 'llul

blue skies, and puzzling over the problem |
of his life—where, when the fit of despair
seized him, he could indulge in it, and no
one wonder at him. He hired a shooting
lodge ealled Glaburn,

One day, when he was In one of hiv
most despairing moods, he went out quite
early in the morning, determined to wan-
der the day through, to exhaugst himself
pitilessly with fatigue, and” then see if he
conld not rest without dreaming of Mada-
line. But as he wandered east and west,
knowing little and caring less, whither
ke went, a violent storm, such as breaks
at times over the Scottish moors, overtook |
him. The sky grew dark at night, the
rain fell m a torrent—blinding, thick,
heavy—he cguld hardly see his hagd be-
fuore him. He wandered on for hours,
wet through, weary, cold, yet rather re-
joicing than otherwise In his ‘fatigue.
Presently hunger was added to fatigue; !
and then the matter became more serions
—he had no hope of being able to find his
way home, for be had no idea in what di-
rection be had strayed. He grew ex-
hausted at last; for some hours he had °
struggled on in the face of the tempest. l

“I shall have to e down like a dog by
the roadside and dle,” he thought to him-
self.

No other fate seemed to be before him
Tut thie, and he told himself that after
nll he had sold his lite cheaply., *“Found
dead on the Scotch moors,” would be the
verdict about him. What would the |

ed darling say when she heard that he
wans dead?

As the hot tears blinded his eyes—tean
for Madnlme, not for himself—a light sud.
denly flashed into them, and he found
himself quite close to the window of a
house. With a deep-drawn, bitter sob,
he whispered to himself that he was sav-
i, He had just strength enough to knock
at the door; and when it was opened he |
foll ncross the threshold, too faint and I
exhausted to speak, a sudden darkmness
hefore his eyes. When be had recovered a l

I

little, he found that several gentlemen
were gathered around him, and that one |
of them was holding a fask of whisky to
his lips.

*“That was a narrow escape,” said n
cheery, musical voice. “How long have
you been on foot?”

“Since eight this morning,” he replied.

“And now it Is pearly elght at night!
Well, you may thank heaven for presery-
ing your life.”

Lord Arleigh turned away with a sigh.
How little could enyone guess what life
meant for him—life spent without love—
withont Madaline!

“] have known several lose their lives
in this way,” continued the same voice.
“Only last year poor Charley Hartigan
wns caught in a similar storm, and he
lay for four daymw dead before he was |
found. This gentleman has been fortu-

nate.”
(To be continued.)

Washing Flannelsa.

“Shave a quarter of a pound of soap
into a granite saucepan, add one quart
of bolling water, stir over the fire un-
til dissolved,” writes Mrs. 8. T. Rorer,
on “Handling the Family Wash,™ !n
the Ladies’” Home Journal. *“Pour this

temperature of 100 degrees Fahrenhelt.
Mix well. Have on the left side of the
tub a bucket of clear, warm water, 100
degrees Fajprenheit, inte which yon
may put & half-teaspoonful of house-
hold ammepia. Take each plece of
flannel singly and immerse it In the
suds. Boap should never be rubbed cn
flannels, nor should flannels ever be
rubbed on & board. Wash them by
pressing and drawing through the
hands, rubbing the solled places quick-

Iy with the hands. Rinse at once in |

clear water, and wring by pressing one |
hand under the other, or through a
wringer. Never twist in the wringing.

ately; then proceed to wash the second
plece. The flannels when nearly dry
must be taken from the line and pross-
el with a hot iron. Be careful that it
Is not, however, too hot, or It will «de-
stroy the color. Flannels washed In
this way will retain thelr soft texture
and original size untll completely worn
No deviations from these direc-
tions, however, can be made. For col-
ored flannels make a suds as aboyve.
To the warm water for rinsing add
four tablespoonfuls of white-wine
vinesar, or a tioy bit of acetic acld
which has been thoroughly dissolvesd.
It is always well to walt for a bright
day before washing flannels. They
should be dried as qulckly as possi

Youth's Solemn Warning.
“what immense ears the new nelgh-
por's boy has!™
“Yes, mamina.
made “em so blg.”
“What was 1t?"
“He sald his mamma washed ‘em so
much that they soaked full o' water an’
swelled."—Cleveland Plaln Dealer.

He told me what

Literally Mcant.
Bessle—There's “that  horrid Miss
Sewrich talking to Lord Brokeleigh.
iiasn't she swful manners?
“Yes: but she's dolng her best to be
a lads."—Breoklyn Life.

There is a deportment which scits the
figure amd talents of ecach person; it is
atways lost when we quit 1L to assume
that of another.

The one who will foumd in trial
l'l‘llulhl!' of great acts of love is ever the
one who is always doing considerable
small ones.

Some of the best lessons we ever learn,
we learn from our mistakes and failures.
The ervor of the past is the wisdom and
success of the future.

He that does good for God's sake seeks
neither praise nor reward, but he is sure
of both in the end.

The neblest motive is the pablie good.

You will never fined time for anything.
1f vou want time you must make it.

It is not whal he has, or even what he
does which expresses the worth of a man,
but what he is,

You must try to be good and amiable to
everybody, nned do not think that Christ-
tianity consists in a melancholy and mo-
rose Life.

Despair is the thought of the nnattain-
ablencss of any good. It works differently
in mf.‘n's minds, sometimes producin
uneasiness or pain somefimes rest anﬁ
indolency.

Recollection is the only paradise from
which we cannot be turned ont.

Nothing in the world is more hanghty *

than a man of moderate capacity when
once raised to power.

one of the most widely known and
deeply beloved clergymen In the Sonth.
He s pastor of the First Preshy-
terlan Church of New Orleans, one of
the most beautiful of the churches in
the Crescent City. For years he has
stood at the head of Presbyterlanism
In the South. Dr. Palmer in his prime
was one of the most gifted of the pulpit
erators of this country. He won in-
ternational fame as 8 preacher, and by
many was considered the superior of
even Beecher. Just before the war ur,

BEV. DR. PALMER.

Palmer was in the full tide of his
power as an orator, and It was said
that 1t was his words that set the South
on fire. The story of his Hfe is told In
a pretty little book which was pub-
Nshed a few years ago, and which in
called The Broken Home. Year by

year he has seen all Lils loved ones de-

part, and he is now alone in his old
age,

Dr. Palmer {8 considered a2 part ol
New Orleans. The celebration of his
birthday anniversary recemtly was an
affair in which the whole clty was in-
terested.

ABOYE HER GRAVE.

fhis Aged Husband Erected a Homi
Over Hia Wife's Tomb,.

Col. Elisha De Board, one of the old-
#=t and most preminent citizens of iill-
mer County, Ga, has recently had a
small but beautiful eight-sided resl-
dence erected above his wife's grave.
The old man has passed the four-score
year mark and during the past five
years his only solace has been In al-
most conatant visits to the grave of her

who for fifty years of life was a de-

voted wife and companion. From tha
early bours of morning on till the last
beam of day had faded he would =it and
fancy the inanimate form moldering
away beneath the grass and flowers
was once more quick with Iife and
sharing again the facllities of home.
When the weather would permit he
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COL. DE BOARD AXND NIRE NEW HOME.

would often spend the evenlng bours
at her graveside, never quitting the
place until the shades and dampuess
of nlght had come on. But this was
not satisfring, and so the structure
shown In the fllustration here wus
built that the old man might more con-
venlently assusge the sorrows of his
closing days.

It 1s only a short dlstance from her
grave to the old, well-furnizhed man-
slon where they dwelt for half a cen-
tury together. But when she was gone
the place had lost Its charm. The halls
were lonely and the fireside desolate.
Nothing could satlsfy the old man's
longing. In the new structure, small
and clrecumsceribed though it may be,
there s at hand that which alone to
him In life Is dear. Here he can rend
or sit alone and think or tend the flow-
ers that adorn her tomb. At night he
finds repose and rest within touch ef
*he grave he loves so well.

The Fetich Diamond.
The South African native, It seems,
{s not always decorated with the mere

trumpery of the trader's wallet or of
It has become an |

his own purveyance.
attested fact that excellent dlamonds,
and diamonds better than that, are
possessed by chiefs and hoarded by
them, ot so much In Intelligence of
thelr valoe a&s in a firm fetichism. The
stones have come to their hands by the
good oid-fashloned method of stealing
them from the Kimberley mines years
ago before the present minute “watch
agnlnst gem thieving was systema-
tizsed. Diamond-stealing at present ls
practically impossible under the pecu-
llar methods of Its prevention.
:he rigld examinations of workmen and
visitors began to be enforced, native
laborers often were under a secret
sompact with their tribal rulers not to
come back from the mines without a
good-sized stolen diamond for the
chief's use; hence, a great many su-
perb gems are In the dark unfathomed
caves of a Kaffir headman's establish-
ment. Within & few years enterpris-
ing traders have made special expedi
tions and palavers for dlamonds sc
hidden, with the result of successful
bartering for them. Liguor and guns
have beem found useful. In some jn-
siamces the superstition of the chiefs
-

Before |

I'sucoudad in buylng of a chief =i
stones of more than tweo bundred
karats each.

WITH THREADS OF METAL,

fineel Fabrics and the Mers Costl

! Brocadea of Gold and Bllver,

! Tinsel fabrics are the lower priced o.

the cloths into which gold or sllver

threads have been woven. In tinsel
fabrics the gold threads are of braes or
copper, gllded, and the sllver threads
are of white metal. These threads of
metal, originally fine wire, are rolled
flat and burnished, and they glisten In
the fabric wherever the pattern brings
thiem to the surface. Tinsel fabrics ars
made about three-fourths of a yard iz
width, and they sell at 75 cents to $2.50

a yard. They come In various colors

and many of them are beautiful and

artistic In design. Some are coples of
old Venetian tapestries. Tinsel fabrich

. are used for church nnd for theatrieal

| purposes, and sometimes for gowns and

! for decorative purposes.

i The costlier fubrics, with Interwoven
metal threads, are called gold and sil-
ver brocades. In these the gold threads
are of sllver, gold-plated, End the sllver

threads are of pure gllver; the body of |

the fabric s of slik. The brocades are
all beauriful, and many of them are ex-
| cecdingly so. These fabrics are made

and they pell at varions prices up te
$25, aud sometlmes as high as $30 a
yard. The costliest of these fabrics are
very rarely imported Into tals country,
brocades at $10 and $12 a yard belng
about the highest priced used here. 1f
| more elaborate fabrics are required
| they are usually imported to order. The
| Ainer fabrics, with metal threads, are
made in France, the commoner kinds in
Germany.

Gold and sllver brocades are herd
nsed almost exclusively for church pur
poses, and chlefly for vestments. They
are imported In red. violet and greca
and also In biack with sllver threada,
the black and sllver belug for mourn-
ing. Gold and stlver brocades are also
used to a Hmlted extent for decorative
purposes.

Such fabrics, and gold embiroldery
often of the costliest description, are
far more commonly used I Europe
than here, both for church and for milk
ary purposes.—New York Sun.

Nelson's Wonderful Feat

Writers of historical remlnlscences |

have to be masters of a certaln amonnt
of accurate Infurmation abeut thelr
heroes if they wish to avold mistakes
If they are not, they are sure to “ge
things mixed."”

Xot long since a reviewe®in the Lon-
don Times, writing of a book named
“Roving Commissions,” reinted on his
own account the following eplsode of
Nelson, the great admiral:

“Whila In chase of Villeneuve's
French fleet he was Informed of the
enemy heaving in sight, at which in-
formation Nelson evinced the highest
sutisfaction, and gleefully rubbed his
“ands.”

As n correspondent of the Times
points out, this incident occarred In
1505. Nelson lost his right arm In the
attack on Santa Crusz, Teneriffe, o
179T—eight years prior to his pursuit of
Villeneuve's fleet, It would have been,
therefore, a difficult matter for him ta
“rub his bands™ In 1505,

Cogitation,

The gentlemen of the bar, who not in-
frequently have to take rebukes from
the bench, greatly enjoy a chance to
make a legitimute retort against the
court. The story Is told that a certain
judge who, during the plea of a rather
prosy lawyer, conld not refrain from
gently nodding his head in sleep, was
raught at this by the lawyer, whe
looked significantly at him.

“Perhaps,” said the Judge, testlly and
prevaricatingly, “the counsel thinks the
court was asleep, but he may be as-
snred that the court was merely cogita-
uing."”

The lawyer talked om. Presently the

Judge, again overcome by his somno- |

lence, nodded off and aroused himself
with & Uttle sndden snorting snore.

“} it please your honor,” sald the
lawyer, “1 will suspend my plea until
the court shall have ceased to ecogitate
audibly ™

“You may go on,” sald the judge; and
he did not fall asleep again.

Remarkable Telegraph Line.
Among the most remarkable weorks
m Australla 1s the overland telegraph
from Port Darwin te the south of the
continent, which was completed in
1872. Almost the whole 2,000 miles of
its length was through uninhab!ted
rountry—much of it a waterless desert.
The wooden poles were prepared at the
nearest avallable places, but some had
to ke carried 830 miles, while the irom
! poles were taken an average distance
of 400 miles by land. Over 2,000 toms
of material had to be carried Into the
Interior, and the total cost was $1,850,
000.

The Remains of Babylon
| Tro wealthy liebrews of Haguau
, Bow own all that remalns of the an
[ ctent torvn of Babylon.

| S —

| Hature's Balloons.

The island of fire, known by the nm-
tives as *“The Home of the Hot Devils,”
{s a recent discovery In Java. In the
center of a buge lake of bolling mud
| and sllme exlsts a phenomenon abso-
| lutely umique, and so0 wonderful that

tourists brave the difficulties of the
llon; journey Inland simply to see It
l Bcores of enormous bubbles are formed

in the sticky slime by the gases which

arise from the lower depths, and these

grow and increase to an enormous size,
! looking like nothing so much as the

large model balloons sent up sometimes
| to ascertain the direction of the wind.
i'!"halo bubbles, some of them, attain a
| dilameter of five or six feet before they
| burst, which they do with a loud explo-
| ston. The sounds are described as re-
‘ sembling a constant series of heavy
' nlatoon firing.

A live man should nt want the eart)
—d&e dhouid be above it

GURE FOR PNEUM®NIA.

Dr. Charles Lundbeck Claimes a Bure
Remedy for This Dangerons Discase.
Dir. Charles Luadbeck, whe, with Dr,

Carl Elfstrom, claims to have diseov-

srod a positive cure fer pneumonia, s

1 well-known physician and patholeglst

in Brooklyn. The twe physielans have

been experimenting a long time on the

rure and say that it werks llke a

charm. No drugs are msed. A quan-

tity of blead Is drawn from the patient

In amount varring with his streagth.

The average qunntity would be about

afty grams. The blood Is then prepared

by a process In which heat and time
play parts In making the desired serum,

| h
| DI CHAKLES

LUX DRECK.
about fve-elghths of a yard In wlidth, ' When the blood has been preparad it is |

| injerted Into the patient from a hypo-
|dermic syringe. Patients In whom the
lungs had become solld recovered In
from ten te twelve hours. The sernm

le== and thus effects a cure. Dir. Land.
|Leck, ns soon as he satlsfies himself
ilhat his sernm will act in all kinds of
| sases, will publish his discovery to the

| world, after the custom of all men of
selence. Dr. Lundbeck has been in prac- |

tiee in Brookiyn for twenty years, and
is prominently associated with S8wedish
singing socletles. Dr. Elfstrom, his
rollaborator, is also a Bwede and a
| graduate of the Carolinska Medleal [o-
stitute of Stockholm.

! GAVE UP HER FORTUNE.

fow Ehe's Borry and Is Trying to Get
It Back.

Mrs. Emma Spreckies-Watson has at
| tracted attentlon to herself by sulng
!her father In the conrts of Honolnlu for
| $1,500,000. Sbe Is the daughter of Claus
|Sprwklel. the sngar king, and when
they were living In San Franeisco a
{few years ago he lavished wealth upon
her. From time to time he gave her

1

|

| presents until she finally had $1,500,000
|in her ewn name. Then came Thomas
| Watson, a grain speculator, with whom
| she fell In love and whom she married
lsecretly. When he learned of the wed-
ding Spreckles was wild with anger
and charged Watson with being a for-
tune hunter.
returned to her father all the money he
had given her. Spreckles took {t—prob-
ably to her surprise—and he and his
daughter have been unfriendly since
| Now she wishes she had it and is suing
to get It back. Mrs. Watson is tall and
stately and Inherits all her famous
father's pluck and Independence.

MES, EMMA EPRECRKLES-WATEON.

Napoleon's History.
1 The rise and fall of Napoleon read:
| more like a romance tham any other
part of the world's history. A little, in-
slgnificant man, a native of half-civil
lzed and desplsed Corslea, ill-educated
ill-tempered and !l-mannered, s ac
cepted by the proudest, politest and
most Intellectual of ¢ivilized nations as
its absolute ruler. Not only does It
make him Emperor after repudlating s
regal form of government, but wor
ships him slmost as a delty, although
while taking the greatest care of his
own person, he destroys the flower of
its manhood In useless wars, and by his
example preves his contempt for the
domesuc ties that hold soclety together
He eongners every nation that meets
| him in the field, and !s only checked af
last by the sea and the northera cold
Finally, he Is defeated and banished tc
St. Helena, “where he lived very hap
plly ever after,” sa ¥ the author had
not the heart to kill hisa hero. No writel
of fiction would dare to Invent such as
improbable romance, and if the truth
of the story were not beyond questior
no one would belleve It. Indeed, Arch
bishop Whately wrote, as a metaphys
ical jeu d'esprit, a pamphlet In whick
he proved to demonstratien that Napo
leon bad not, and never could have

rary tecords of his career narrated
many of the expleits of Drake and hls

ineredible If they were not known to by
true.

In Germany 434 towns are new con-
nected by long distance telephones,
which have 110,000 subseribers.

Old Bwise Watehes.
The oldest watches bearing Inacribed
intes are of Swiss make, and the date

renders the Lacllli of pneufonia harm- |

| lired or done what the them contempo
The conguests of Mexico and Peru, and

companions, would also be absaolutely

Loug Distande ‘Pnénes in Sermany |

s 1484, | for turning his ship around in time of dan-
Wheo tnsolen | ger, and S0 d-mﬁglngnthe n]hlp. I{: ‘ru?
tramp demands roved against him. But when his time

neal d': Texas mﬂ:o shoves : guna to be heard he sald: -Gentlemen, 1

SEAMONS OF THE DAY

fOur Yesterdays and Our To-morrows™ 8
the Title of Dr. Hepworth's Sermon in
the New York Herald—Dwr. Talmage
on Trying Life's Journey Over Aguln,

[Nore: The one-thousand-doliar prize
for the best sermon in the New York Her-
ald’s competition was won by Rev. Richard
G. Woodbridge, pastor of the Cantral Con-
gregationnl Chureh, Middieboro, Mnass,
“The Power of Gentleness” was the title o)
Mr. Woodbridge's sermon. Fifteen sermons

serles. ]

Text: “Suffleient unto the day Is the evi
thereof." —Matthew vi., 34,

Here iz a bit of philosophy too profound
to be appreciated without careful and con-
tinuous study. It also contains a stern in-
iunrlinn not to worry over what cannot be

wlped, but, on the other hand, to make the
best of your elreumstances, You are com-
manded to tet the past go its way into the
land of forgetfulpess, and mot to borrow
from the future the tréubles which yon fear
it may contain, but to live in the present as
far as possible. It is a command very dif-
fleuit to obey, and yet obedience is abso-

all that God has put into {t,

The man who has o vivid remembranes of
| his past troubles nud who cherishes that
memory deliberately throws & gloom over
his present. If he will conflne himssif to
the auty of the moment he will generally
| find that he s quite equal to it, but if he
| eolleots all the miseries of yesterday and of

dens of to-day he becomes disheartened,
and hiz discouragement saps his moral
strength and produces moral weakness,
You have enough to do to face what is im-
medintely before you, and if you conjure up
| the gnostsof mis eds and of trials whin-L
{ have been cutlived yvou do yvoursell a seri-

ous Injury nnd interfere with yourspiritual
or business sueeess,

M like manner. if you think you ecan
muster to-day’s work, but dampen your
ardor by wondering how yon are golng to
get throngh

to-morrow, vou proluce a
nervons tension which debilitat s and
brings about the very [ailure tlat you

dread. No mauean earry more thin one
day at n time, When Jesus asks you not
to attempt to do so He gives you wise
vounsel, and you had better follow t 1= ad-
viee, Lifeis not so smooth that you ean
afford to make it rougher by recalling the
bad roads over which vou have abeady
pagzed or antieipating the bad roads sver
which vou will have to pass before the snd
of the journey iz reached. You may be
eheerful, and therefore strong, if vou will
forget the things that are behind and st
the future take care of {t=elf; but if you
propose to ndd yesterday and to-morrow
to to-day you will ndd what God warns you
against doing, and will certainly make a
great mistake,
| Trthe =un shines now, be gratefal and
contented.  Suppose it did rain yesterdoy,
or suppose we are to have a blizzard to-
morrow. You have got beyond the rain on
| the one hand, and, on the other, the
time has pot come to meet the blizzard. It
is foolish to make yoursell miserable now
beenu=e you were miserable a few days
henee, 1
quite enongh, If there is uny enjoyment
to be hind, take it with an enger grasp; for
it you sit in the warm sunshine for only
five minutes it helps you bear the cold of
the next five minutes, It is poor polloy to
| #poll those first ive minutes by worrying
about the other five minutes,

Let me (llustrate. Thers |8 pothing in
connection with Jdeath more wearing than

| the regrot that von did not do more for the
one who hasgone. This iz a universal ex-
wrienee with those who have any heart,

| The fact of separstion seems to have a
magie init, for it §s suddenly revenled to
you that there were maeny little attantions
which you failed torender, and the remems-

| brance plerces like a kplfe. No one ever

| parted with a loved one without self-hlame
of that kind.

But nsa genernl thing it is all an illuzion
copjured up by overwrought nerves. In
very truth you did whatever the eirenm-
stanees suggested, you Jdid as much as hao-
man nature is capable of dolng, but in the
presence of death you accuse yourself of
things of which you are quite innocent, nnd
in dolng 80 you make the parting harder to
bear, It may be well for the dear one that

| he hns gone, He hus sweet sleep for the
first time in many months, He is glad that
the bonds of mortality are broken, that he
is nt lnst reles .and in the lower depths
of your own heart you are also gind for his
siuke, Dut there comes this thoruy thought,
that you may bave been remiss, and your
sonl is wrung by it

You do yourseif a wrong. You did what
you conld,  You were loving, tender, gentlo
and morethan kind, Yoo bavereal burdens
eucvugh without adding lmaginary ones,
Your tenrs inust pot e embittered by an
weansation which has oo basis in fact. Life
is too precicos nmd too short to he wasted
in regrets of that kind. The duties of the
future demand your elose attention, and
vou have no right to thiok of the dend ex-

Thereupon Mra. Watson' ewpt to recall a sweot refationship and to

dream of a reunion.

Live your life as quietiy and 18 peace.
fully a= possible. Live in each day as it
comes, Other dayvs, whether past or future,
must not be allowed to press om your heart.
This is the noblest policy you can adopt,
the palioy which comes to you ns & divine
injunetion. Let neither regret nor an-
ticipation intrude upon you to make you
weak.,

It I= evident that there is & pino accord-
ing to which your life Is arrsuging itself,
und equally evident that {f you are repose-
ful and trustful, deing the duty of the
present hour and not fretting over thoe
duty of the next hour, you are in a mental
condition which keeps= all your powers st
their best,

It is the grandest privilege to fesl that
there i= a God, a guardian of human  Jdes-
tiny, and that you are In His |
that convietion is one of your po 15,
your pearl of geeat price, you cau be quiet
oven in the midst of tamult and cheerful in
the midst of =orrow, for your very tears
will serye as o buekzround for the rainbow
ul hope and promise, |

Geoner H. Herwonr.,

DR. TALMACE'S SERMCN. |

|
“Would You Like to Live Yonr Life Over

Again?’ is the Suliject. |

.

Text: “All that a man hath will he giva
for his life.”"—Job. ii., 4.

“That fs untrue, ‘T'he Lord did not say |
it, hut Batan said it to the Lord when the
evil one wanted Job still mors afMicted,
The record is:  *So went Satan forth from
the presence of the Lord, nnd smote Job
with sore boils.” And Satan has been the |
author of all eruptive diseases since then,
and he hopes by poisoping the blood to
rﬂmn the soul. Bat the resait of the din-
polical #xperiment which left Job vietor |
proved the falsity of the Satanic remark: |
“All that » man bhath will he give for his
life.! Many n captain who hins stood on the |
bridge of the steamer till his passengers |
got off and he drowned; many an engloeer |

who has kept his hand on the throttle ||

valve, or his foot on the brake, until the
most of the train wns saved, while be went
down to death through the open draw
bridge: many a fireman who plunged into
& hinzing house to get a sleeplng child out,
the fireman sacrificing his life in the at-
tempt, and the thonsand of martyrs who
submitted to flory stake and knife of mns-
sacre and headman’s ax and  gulllotine
rather than surrender principle, proving
that in masy 8 ease my text was not true
wlign it says, “All that 1 man hath will he
give for his life.”

“But Satan’s falsehood was built on n
truth. Life Is very precious, and if we
would not give wup all there are many
things we would surrender rather than
W sen W precious nie e
from the fnet we do every thing to prolons
I {t. Hence all ganitary reguiations, all
| study of hygiene, all fear of draazghts, nll
| waterproofs, all doctozs, all medicines, all
| struggle in orisis or accident. An Admiral

of the British Navy was pourt-martinled

surrender it

did turn the ship arcund, and admit that it

in all appeared in the Herald's compotitive |

Intely necessary {f yon would get out of life '

the day befors and ndds them to the bor. |

One duty, one labor at a time fs |

was dar.aged but ao you want Lo Know
why I turned it? There wias a man over
board, and I wanted to save him, and I did
save him, and I copsider the life of ons
gailor worth all the vessels of the British
Navy.,' No wonder he was r!n-!l:-ﬂmd.
Lite Is indeed very precious. Yea, there
are thoss who deem life =0 precious they
would like to try it overugain. Theywould
like to go buek from seventy to sixty, from
sixty to fifty, from fifty to forty, from forty
to thirty, and from thirty to twenty.
whe faot §s, that no Intelifzent and right
fesling mun is satisfied with his past Hife.
s However sucees=ful your life may aave
been, you are not satisfled with it, What
s success? Ask that questionofa hundrad
different men, and they will give s hoo-
dred different anawers.  Ooe man will say
‘Suceess (8 a million dollars;” asother will
say, ‘Suecess is worldowide publicity:’ an-
| other will syy, ‘Success 8 gaining that
which you sl:*lu-l for." But as it i&n free
| eountry, I give my awn definition, and
suy, ‘Soccess s fulflliiing the poartionlor
mission upon whicl you were sent, whiet et
| to write o counstitution, or joyent a new
style of wheelbarrow, or take sare of o slek

ehild.) Do what God ealls you to do, and
you are a sueeess, whether you leave A
willion dollars at death or ars buried ot

gmblic expense, whether it takes 0f
pugges of an encyelopadin Lo tell tin
derfal things you have done, or your name
is never printed bat opee, and that in the
death column. But whatever your sqoepss
has been, you are ot satisfed with yon:
1ife,

“Put some of you woul
| lurther than to twenty
nnke a fair start, fort
nannge toget all wrong before
Fen, in order to get s fair start,
nave to g0
and get the
father and grands
life correetml, (or some of 3
from bad hereditary ind
arted a hundred years a
grandfather lived his lils
vour father Hived his lifo

yvou lived your ilila over ngatn, what a i
tered-u '];"I.ll-'l' this world would | a jlace
Miled with miserable attempts af

I begin to think that it is be
reneration to have only one B
:hen for them to pass off and give another
zeneration n chance, Desldes thar, 10 we
were permittod to live lile over ageie
wonuld be n =tale, and stupld experi

The nest and spur aod eotbaslasm of (e
wom#e from the fact that woe havo nove
been along this road before, nnd
thing Is new, and we nra
appent nt the next turn
pose you, a man of mid He-iife ol
were, with your preseut feellngs nud larg
attainments, put back into the thirtics, or
tha twentles, or into the tens, w!

sance you would be to others, ur
unhappiness to yoursel! Youreonts
aries would not want you, and ¥
not want them, Things that in
vious journey of life stiveed you
mbition, or gayve you plensur

thirty
i mdurih
rnd stopid
second journey

" You wouldt
anthrope nt for
The most i

At
v,
muginable wonld he a
ite,

“Out yonder is & man very old

vaars of age, nt o time when he
mayant as the morning. He got
wn him very early, and those
seeome waorse, He is n mun
| ®with aleoholism, on fire wit
it with the world and the
Wim. Down, and falling
swollen hands In his throad
| and his eéves fAxed on the groy
through the streots, dud the

| an fnnocent child or the strong ste

| young man or the roll of 4 prosperaus enr-
Aage maddens him, and he curses sooioty

| and he ¢yrses r Eullen siek, with no

he simsbouse,
nll day long

nhght

sosonrees, he :
4 loathsome n
walting for diss
| ises on his cot and Jig
| what he might have boen o
. He started Hie with o
wel ns any mati on Lhe
lf]" 1 !ll‘l.'{' hie l'“ .
‘or the saovels of publ
Ive fect under., He has ond
W E 1. Harvest of wild oats! ')
+ way that seemoeth right to n
sl thereof is dedth,
““To othera 1ile is 8 masquerade Dall, nnd
15 at such enterts s gv e ]
indies put on the g ]
i monntebanks or clowns and at L
put off the disguizs, 30
their whole lifeio a 1
mask at death. Wh
of life goes on, they
Noor, gemmed hand
aand, gleaming br
wrow, On with thie danes!
o and lnoghter of
making., Bat after awhile the
1eath comes on the lbnbs and hlur
syesight. Lights lower
with sepulehral sehy.  Musi
to n wall. Lights lowar, N
I
i

n presat (uany a

ars are only inthedim

Iragranoe « 10 lowers Ly .

oldor that comes from’ garland= thil

e lnin long in the vaules i
I

warlands w
tod fent.  Clhoki

§ . Howover you mn L BV
sure to have yvour one life righe, I
In thiz assembly, I wot not, for w
made up of a/ll seeti
from many Innds, s
has gone away fri t r
under some Jittle spite or ovil persaasion
of another, ana bis parcats known wlleer
e ls. My son, go homs! o
Don't go ta-nigl i

I

would like to
f thelr way p
lis right mind, I
them a letter, and y to varry the letler
saving: “By the hlessing of ol

mon Iintroduees to you

w
a

onewhom you ha

| never seen befors, for he has beootes n ues

sreatures in Christ  Jesus
homa and put vour tirsd head
hosom that nursed you 30 ten lerly in
chilldhood ¥
A younyg 3
aptive by o b
irnrned their lan

i YR itk
to him., Well, anw dhy
same in sizht of the

L hope he fs still allve Thes
vimn ehieftain
chis world = o
toyour countrymen,
r rejoles whe i
morning and the trecos Wlossom
ing.' Bo 1sayto you, young 1 -
mplive of waywardness and vin. Your
er is watting for vou, Yo 1

Giod Is

Go home!

my =on i battls, andl ko t
toi= mt the loss of
vour fnthar is yel nlive Tl
saids *Lavin the only =an 6 1

e 1t

anse ofth

aaltiog for vou. wilting Tor yor

10 home!

Noever disparage the commonp
What is woere commonplace tha
er's love?

If & man be endowd with o gene
mind, this is the best kind of nols
Of all virtues, moagnanimits

rirest theve hirtschresl e rsang
for one who willingly pokunowle
annther.

The development of the bhost witl
is oftener due to our failwres than Lo«
SUCCESSCs,

Never hu]n- to hold u fenteal position
towards an evil, that which you do nol
positively discourage, yYou encounrsgd,

Mind unemployed is mind wnen joyed
& The less we parade our misfortanes (s
more sympitthy we command.




