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AVIL
. nod Selwyn Cas
v way and beantifal in
s, Years Dave passed
Solwvn retuorned, dressed in
bringing with him his
[1e hind sorrowed ns one
Iis face had altered;
' « with a gravity and

t never died away.
t e ever enjored was
0 Hupert who had
d golden hair.

CHATTER

ither's ) Mrs.
Seley v Beatrice Leigh  spent the
Eraier 1 of their time with him, and
Bonirive voted herself to his boy. To

for this handsome, mel-

vr of Selwyn Castle increas-
ak mildir. e wua
{ « might love him as she
wonll.  Bar he pever seemed to konow
about It
ilwivs been: affectionate ns
o lier brother; attentive and
had ever been. DBut

ViE s e
¢ wits 1o love,
it brought about that which

afterward ..,l]']'l'.’ll‘d" his warril‘e with
Miss Leig

“Why are you looking so grave, moth-
er? msked Lord Vivian of Mrs. Selwyn
on® evening

s «itting dlone in the drawing
an expression of deep thought
her placid, comely face.
f Beatrice,”” she re-
happy over her. 1 am
ber guandinm vet 1 canunot help thinking
that 1 bave somehow failed io my trust.”
*Why ¥ lie asked,
“1 do pot koow,” she replied. “1 am
thut she has refused Lord Eyr-
ton; there is not a truer, better man in

Eugland, He is very wealthy, and Bea-
trice would Lave made an admirable mis-
ress for | ton Court. She has refused

s very unhappy.”

e do it?" bhe asked.

he does not love him," re
wyn, “and that she will only
man she does love™

for love,” said Lord Vivian,
his mother looked quickly
fearing she had pained hi,
ol yon reproach yourself,

You tannot force Beatrice eithe
er to [pve or 10 MATTY.

“1 fear I have been remiss,” =aid Mrs.
Selwyn, 1 beiieve Beatrice does love
some one, and bhas loved him for years
I nm afreid « L never cure for any

«= nud I onghit to have foreseen it.”

o, mother?" asked Lord Vie-

who bad touched the heart
t hrilliant, beautiful girl

nnot answer the question,”™ said
there was something
tone of her voice that
up at her in wondering

; and

Like lightning the thought fiashed over
Conld it be himself? Was it possi-
t Beatrice had loved him all these
she had refused such excellent
He was but a mor-
nd his vapity was flattered at

frar-—that

flers for his sake?

=
aght

Mothes,” he said, gently, “you should

' less or more explicit. Tell me

i'¥, do you mean that Beatrice cares
for me in that kind of way—rou know *"
“I should not have spoken,” she eaid.
be angry with me, Vivian. 1 be-
hus loved and cared for you nll

1 peser dreamed of such a thing,” he
siid simply, aod the conversation ended.
jut he thought agnin and ngain of kis

ther's words. Beatrice loved him, and
he v naught to himself that he might just
is wiul make her happy as not. Evwery

o was telling him that be oueht to mar-

© again, that 8 mistress was wanied for
<ojwyn Castle,and a mother for bis young
wolr. He was flattered to think that she
ved him. It would make her happy, it

vild make his mother happy; as for him.

l.ord Vivian shrugged his shoulders
appiness and sorrow were much alike

I'wo or three days afterward Lord Sel-
v nsked Miss Leigh if she could spare

4 few minutes, he had something Im-
ut to say, and she who had long
i to hope that the desire of her heart
i be given to her, thought it was
thing nbout Rupert, or the domestic

wusehold, and told him she
wo to the lodge, and he might

ney went togeither down the fresh,

gindes of the park; there was a
T m the young larch buds,

wue bright on the hedges,
‘elwyn, without any show
t affection, asked Bea-
would be his wife.

flash of startled joy in
gleam of love that for a

WaR Gne

pade ber beauty almost divine,
nnswered quietly as he had
| Lord Selwyn half-wondered it

been mistnken.
irried very quietly: and
Selwrn, remembering
d called Lord Vivian's “in-
1" for the young wifs, felt any
tiwent that he showed no infat-
r her, she made no sign. 8he had
er Leart’s desire; she had driven
ng young wife, her rival, by
sult, by continual pefty per-
Ly woman's wit and woman’s
home—she reigned in ber
and she was content,
thorn in her erown was that
. must one day be lord of
tle, snd she began to hate the
2 Jenlons hatred that exceededl,
¢ vnvions dislike she had

laady DBentrice

e

ful but bapless mother.
n¥ afternoon in June Lady Bea-
Sedwrng ticed and Ianguld;, has or-
linds to be lowered, and the

that fills the room is soft
redl.
rewd, oo languid to think,
ex upon the couch, wish-
viluy were over.
mmer heat broods si-
cr the white lilies, the rector of
zh, Trr. Hearne, walked through
L itk and pleasure grounds of

» seck Lord Selwyn, e

master of the Hall at home,

s lndy. Ly the intense warmth.

v her hastmml, reprosched him

vl walked through the park om

3 wWarm Jdune day: and to her also Dr.
: *answersd, with a courteous salo-

That his business eould not wait
1 is it? asked my lady, with a
| <Uid smile; and on the words that an-
“eicd ber turned the current of her life.

rion V.
|

He was kind to her, |

_"(?

“.lrs. 3drowue, the schoolmistress ol

Thornleigh, has this morning received a

| he recovers or not she will not return to
| her duties at Thornleigh.”

| Lord Vivian looked siightly interested—
-.my‘ lady slightly bored.

Is that the important business that
:!il:l:' hbr::[;rh.l I;r. Ilearne out in the noon-
. she asked indiff :

!'hl- replied that it was so. Ty

Not one of the three had the faintest,

I:he most remote idem of all that was to
] “ollow from this interview. The thooght
CAppermost In the mind of each was the
|Leat and the oppressive day.

. "I thought,” continued Dr Hearne, look-
|ing at Lady Beatrice, “that you, Lady

Selwyn, ought to be the first informed
of Mrs. Browne's departure.”

The fact being that Lady Selwyn, im-
medintely after her marriage, had built
and endowed a school at Thornleigh. She
had epared neither trouble nor expense.
There were two large, cheerful, airy
rooms—lofty, well built, well furnished
and well ventilated—one for girls and the
other for boys; and near the girls’ school
stood a pretty, picturesque cottage, em-
bowered Im roses and woodbines, anid
(that was the residence of the schoolmis-
i tross,

Now that the schoolmistress, who had
been very happy at Thornleigh, was leav-
lug._ Dr. Hearne thonght the mistress of
Creighton Hall ought to be the first con-
sulted.

“I should certainly say ‘advertise, ™
was the advice of Lady Beatrice: “ad-
vertise, and select from the applicanis
yourself. If the weather were more pro-
pitious, 1 would examine any number of
candidates, but in the present state of
things, Dr. Hearne, I shall be grateful
if you will do it yourselt.”

And those few words altered the des-
tinies of many livea,

CHAPTER XVIII.

“I hear,” said Lord Vivian to Lady
Beatrice, as they sat after dinner in the
golden gleam of the June sunset, “I henr
that your new governess is something
wonderful.”

“Indeed, T am sorry to hear it
pot like wonders myself.”

Suddenly Lord Virian remembered that
if he wished to do good for the newcomer
he most propitiste, and not offend his
wife. He made some laughizg, compli-
mentary reply, at which her eyes Lright-
ened and her face glowed.

“l was thinking,” he continued, “that
if this Mrs. Rivers is what they say, a
refined gentlewoman, we might mnke
some few additions to the comfort of the
cottage.”

“If you wish it,” replied his wife, still
under the influence of that compliment.

“You might send a good selection of
books,” he continued: “we have such a
supernbundance; a pictare or tweo, and a
stand of flowers; two or three nice pieces
of furniture, and anything else that yon
think of. Teaching must be a tiresome
occupation; let her have plenty of bright-
pess in her life out of school.”

“Those kind of people—teachers, gov-
ernesses and tutors—are pot like us,” said
lL.ady Beatrice, with supreme hauteur;
“they make what you call brightness out
of such materials as we pass over alto-
gether,™

“Very probably. You will do as I sug-
gest, Beatrice?" said Lord Vivian. “You
might occasionally send fruit and game
down to the cettage.”

“I will,” she replied.

Lady Beatrice did everything well. She
sent Tor workmen on the following day,
and ordered preity, gay papers for the
little rooms; she ordered nlce carpets for
the floors, a cozy easy chair and a couch;
she ordered a bookcase for the bright,
pleasant parlor, and then went over the
rooms to make a selection of books. She
found several in the library bearing the
name of Violante Temple. She did not
care to take them all, but one, a ver)y
beautiful edition of Wordsworth's poems,
cspecially attracted her. It was nicely
bound, and the illustrations were magnifi-
cent. On the title page was written:

“To my dearest Violante, from her de-
voted husband, Vivian SBelwyn.”

She flung the book far from her; she
was jealous of the dead, as she had been
of the living.

“] pelieve,” she said, in ber anger,
“that he valvoes everything that woman
ever owned."”

Then she took the book from the floor,
and placed it with the others.

“It shall go to the schoolmistress," she
said. *I only wish ‘my dearest Violante'
kuew its destination.”

And when the little cottage was arrang-
ed there was no more pretty or cozy home
in all England. The rooms were all so
cheerful and bright, with flowers peeping
in at the windows. Mrs. Rivers thought,
when she entered it, that she bad never
secen & prettier little home.

“You see, Mrs. Rivers,” maid Dr.
Hearne, “that we are fortunate in secur-
ing the services of a lady like yourself:
you, also, are fortupate in belng nfuler
the care of people so kind and consider-
ate as Lord and Lady Selwyn.”

He did not see the shiver that passed
over ber—the passionate grief and an-
guish that
chauged ber face.

“Lady Selwyn has sent you books and
flowers,” he continued; “she will probably
drive over to see that you have cvery-
thing as rou wish it to be.”

She thanked him in a few faint words—
he did not observe how faint they were.

The gentle face, the sweet c¥es and
sweet lips so charmed the rector thal
when he once began to talk (o Mrs. Itivers
he rlars felt some difficuliy in kuowiog

' when to stop.
. “Dr. Hcalr'ne." she asked, “are there
auy children at the Hall?

“No,” he replied: and for one rioment
thie pallor of denth overspread ber face,
) *There sre no children,” he continued;
“put there is one boy: the finest little
fellow in Engiand.”

A light, like the golden gleam of a June
sunget, came into her eyes. 1

“Lord Vivians beir, I presume?” she

said.
*Yes, Lord Vivian's heir; and a nobler
child T have never seen. He is as good
as he is handsome, and that is saying
something.”

“His o‘r‘n mother——" she faitered, then

stopped.
“His own mother is dead,”

I do

summons to go to her brother, who is dan-
‘gerously ill at Newcastle, and whether

for one moment completely
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N “That must nonsense,” she said:

who could be jealuus of a child? 1 love
children g0 much, Dr. Hearne. | shounld
like t? see this young heir of the Sel-
wyns."”

“You will see plenty of him, If he teases
you as much as he did poor Mrs. Browne,”
lnughed the rector agmin. *“He used to
ride down to the cottage several times In
the week, and completely destroy her
Bowers by making furious efforts to in-
crease their growth.”

Again the tender light shone in the
shadowed eyes, and the good rector, think-
ing he had stayed long enough with the

:chuolniun-. went away with Mrs. Tat-
on.

On the morrow Mrs, Rivers opened the
schiol, and the children's bearts warmed
to the sad, gentle face. The sweet voice

had a charm for them, as it had for oth-
ers.

':l shall be happy in my duty, at least,”
said the lady, when school hours were

over, and she sat among the flow w

her book. b oy
Then down the high road came a foot-

man in livery. He opened the little gate,

and stood before her,

“My lady's compliments, and she had

sent Mrs. Rivers a basket of fruit. She

would call with some friends to see the

school on the morrow.”

(To be continged.)

AMERICAN INDIANS' CHILDREN,

They Have Good Timesa Until They
Are 15 Years 014,
Yrom the time he Is born until his
9lteenth year the Indian baby lives
the perfect life. He knows no care
and bas not & want. He fares as well
as the best in the tribe; his days are
spent In play and the enjoyment, like
the little animal that he is, of eating
and sleeping; his thoughts are not for
hooks or work; he knows that he has a
place to sleep, and that If any family
has anything to eat he can share it
His clothing is sutficient for his needs,
which are brought within the limits of
the supply. His toys are home-made
and his games are traditional.
What then could afford a better tar-
get for the camera than thls perfect hu-
man animal? He has an individuality,
It Is true, and a name, but his animal
Instincts are predominant from the be-
ginning. His mother gives him his
name at birth—a name that Is never
told, but is kept as secret as the sacred
name of the Almighty. The boy gets
his name from the skles and the girl
from the earth, rather paradoxleal, to
be sure, but I have tried In valn to con-
vince the Indian methers that it should
be the other way. When It Is known
that the boy s 'he delight of lue
father, and the girl looked upon only
as a chattel which will bring value
later in life, It s not so paradoxical
after all.
It is not am easy matter to photo-
graph an Indian baby. They are
hedged about with superstition in most
cases, and avarice In others. The
mothers, until they learn the ways of
the whites, are much afrald that some
harm wil come to thelr little ones if
they are shot with a camera, and after
they find out that It does no harm, they
place an extraordinary value on the
privilege. The little ones themselves
learn this money ldea early, and it ia
not an uncommon thing to see a whole
squad of them fleeing at the top of
thelr speed just because they were not
pald as much as they thought they
were worth for the few minutes of
posing.
There Is one kind of game which 1
have never been able to photograph
among the Indian children, and that Is
the kind where klssing comes in us part
of the pleasure. The Indlans do not
kiss. Story telling is a favorite amuse-
ment among the Indian children, and
it you see a group of them gathered
about some old crone and listening
with rapt attention, you may be sure
that they are hearing a ghost story or
that she is telling them of the “Kltchi
Manlton,” or bad spirit, who carrles
off and eats bad Indian boys, just as
the mythical “bad man" that our
nurses used to terrorize us with was
supposed to put bad little white boys
In his sack and carry them off. The
(difference between the two races ls,
however, that while the white boys
soon learn to disbelleve the storles, the 1
Indlan belleves In the “Kitehi Man-
iton” until his dying day.—San Fran-
cisco Call

The Wrong T.wn.
A farmer forwarded a letter to a
town, inscribed, “To any respectable
attorney.” The postmaster returned It,
indorsed, “None here.”"—Tit-Bita.

Mary Anderson-Navarro’s youugest
balf-sister, the daughter of Dr. Ham-
fiton Griftin, I8 with ihe Navarros in
Germany this summer, traioing her
volce for the concert stage. Nhe is just
at the age when her sister made her
first success on the stage. and is sald
to Lear a striking rezembisnce to the
former nctress.

There is no pleasure or profit that is
enjoyed but is earned by the sweal of
the brow.

If there bi aught surpassing human
deed or word or thought it is a moth-
er's love.

Honesly is the greatest virtue, be-
cause it embraces all other virtues,
Avarice and happiness never saw
each other:; how then should they be-
come acouainted?

The poor man man must walk to get
meant for his stomach, the rich man to
get n stomach to his meat.

To know how to grow old Is the
masterwork of wisdom and one of the
most difficult chapters in the great art
of living.

1t is better to take many injuries
than to give one.

Honesty has never found a substi

e he exasperating trivialities of life
n

are little lead line-‘let down to fathom

our religion.

Th is a vast difference in ones

mp:etu for the man who has made

said ﬂ.llook for it with a

made his money.

i im,
WI:" Selwyn worships him,” was the
“Tad, be continued, laughing. |
dy Selwyn seems sometimes balf jeal.

A bright colorb:-me into the pale face, .
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Neyer Bafore
Eeen a Bicycle,
Duriag a bicycle Journey fhr

(travel several hundred m along
what Is called the Great oring
way. You will see by glancing at the

. thousand miles, and along s eourse
ibave been bullt nearly all the towns
,and viliages of old Siberia. ;
Through these towns and ges 1
| made my dally runs, and with
[ clamoring multitude of shouting boys
!and yelping dogs as my escort; for a
| bicycle was as yet a novelty In that
part of the world, and in some of the
more remote districts even a thing un-
|kmown. 1 remember, on entering a
certain village just at dusk, when the
streets were quite deserted, I came
snddenly upon two village boys walk-
ng in the street. They did not see me
untll I flashed abruptly past them.
They threw up their hands In bewilder-
ment and shrieked out, “Chort eediott!"
(The devil's coming!) and fled in terror
to their bomes. 1 rode on to the regu-
lar post station, ordered a frugal sup-
per and prepared to pass the night In
:th. “travelers’ room.”
F ln the meantime, the mews of the
“devil's” arrival had spread llke wild-
| @re through the village, and the post
yard was soon swarming with village
boys, pestering the statlon master to

“devil's carriage.” With the “devil's"

crowd. When 1 had finished my mesl
1 stole out mnnoticed to obscrve the
group of eager urchins gathered round

toelr number, more presumptuous than

and was endeavoring to emlighten his

were to eatceh hold of, aud the seat was

bow It was propelled.

An Inquisitive chap ralsed the ques-
tion of balanclng—how the bicycle
sould stand up without being held. This
juestion was Immedlately seconded by
the rest of the assembly, and put the
seif-elected teacher on his mettle, He
aserted at once that that feat was easy
enmough to perform; but the more bhe
irled to show them how, the more he '
realized ita difficulty, until finally the
bicycle got tangled up with his legs,
and both went sprawling on the ground, |
This was the signal for a shout of derl-
slve laughter from the crowd; but the
little fellow was not to be defeated so
Iznominiously. He picked himself up, |
rubbed Lis head for a moment and med- '
ltated. Finally a happy thought struck |
bim. *“Oh, I know how It Isl" bLe ex-
cialmed, as he pleked up Yhe Lieyehs.
“You see, when it falls over this way
he puts down the prop” ipolnting to the

[. PENNA.

map that this road the Bibe
rian capital, Irkutsk, with /Eu
Russia. The distance is some three

let them have a pecp at the marvelous i

the object of thelr curiosity. One of
the rest, had taken bold of the wheel, '
young congregation on bicycle philos-
opby In general, and this wheel In par- !

ticular. The handle bars, he koew,'

to sit on, but be did not exactly kmow |
]
|

| other hand, being born and raised Is
Siberla, away from the barmful influ
ences of a crowded pupulation, have in-

_ they know nothing about the disgrace
*Cftllh.lld Siberia only with
:::::;hoprﬁeumelndofmuu

OFFICER WORSTED FOR ONCE

Policoman Falled to Arrest Two

| Drunken Men and a Big Deg.
Ever slnce he joined the force Pollces

man Andy Murray has made a specials

ty of the arrest of “drunks,” a line of
duty for which he seems to be pecullar
Iy fitted, and In the exercise of which
he takes great delight. It was because
of his reputation for always landing his
man at the nearest patrol box unsssist-
ed that be undertook to arrest two In-
| toxicated Individoals single-handed oo
| Monday night, and thereby came te
| rlef. Andy was standing at 22d and
| Diamond “strests shortly after dark
when be saw an oddly assorted patlr
, leanlng up agalast the gate of the 0dd
| Fellows' cemetery, both evidently un
! der the lnfluence of liqguor, One was s

| man attired in full dress, wearing a

high sllk hat, who was holding a big

! Newfoundland dog by a chaln. _The

| other was a bleyelist, who was appar-
ently too far gone to ride, but who stil

| held on to his whesl

| Patrolman Murray grabbed each by

the shoulder and started for the patrol

hox, but the prisoners wanted to argue.

The trio came to a halt; the dog rac

| around them a couple of times, winding
permission, the carriage was finally
taken out fo exhibit to the wondering

up the chain, and then suddenly, espy-
ing a cat, made a wild dash for the oth-
er side of the street. The unsteady
prisoners fell over llke tenpins, drag-
glog thelr captor with them. Im hils
fall Murray jammed one foot through
the spokes of the bicyele’s froat wheel
and, unable to extricate himself, he lay
at the bottom of the heap until a broth-
‘er officer came to his assistance. He
‘now acknowledges that be bit off more
than he could “chew.”—Philadelphia
Record.

An Innovent Civilian,

The Chlvnese peasant wears a turban,
loose coat and short and very baggy
trousers, all of blue. The Chipese sol-
dler wears the same, with an overall
sleeveless smock. or long walstcoat,
buttoning on the right shoulder, edged
down the neck, arms and skirt and
down the front with broad “faclogs.”
The breast and back are decorated with
n one-foot hull’s-eye with characters
on it. This s all the character the
Chinese rmoldler possesses. The bull's

eye would be a very convenlent mark

for any enemy If the soldier would give
him a chance of shooting him, but the
bull's-eye Is only worn to ralse false
hopes, for no mooner does he arrive
dangerously the enemy than he
ar to disappe:

ard, both equally harmless weapons.
In the case of Gen. Llu's eacort the

-AND THE ENFOROCEMENT OF THE LAWS.
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| WYSTERIES OF CIENEGA.
Arizona Station the Beeme of
Heobbers' '
back te

| Bloody Operatiens.

g). Dberited natural Intelligence without the w040 who can remember
|berla one summer | bad ecoasion to !Deentives to misuse it. Furthermore g7 ang thereabouts in this part of the |

| Territory recall that Clenega station
"had a remarkably tragic history. It
| was once the abode of a small though |
 desperate band of culihroats—malaly
| the employes of the siage company—,
who posed as honest hosts while oper-
ating a private graveyard for unfortu- |
pate travelers, not unlike nor Inferior
to that which has clothed the oame of
Beunder with its world-wide terror and
abhorrence. It was the most Important '
station between Tuscon and Sliver
City, on the old Butiertield stage route
that ran between San Dilego and El
Paso. I
The tragic mysteries of Clenega sta |
! tlon were never entirely cleared up, for
murders and robberles and hold-ops
followed so swiftly on the heels of each |
other that the real mliscreants were
never dealt with by the authorities.

That their crimes were avenged, how- o4

ever, as crimes always are, s shown In 1
the Indlan massacre which occurred
there In the fall of 1873. One dark
night the Apaches gatlered In silence
ou the surroundlbg bills, and at day-
'brenk, with a whoop and yell, they |
rushed lo on the little band at the sta- |
tion and massacred all.  If any escaped |
oo one knows who It was or where he
went, and the presumption ls that all |
were killed. On a lit:le kooll, back of
the statlon, are the mounds of eighteen
unknown graves, marked by a single
shaft that tells the work of the aveng- |
ers. Most of the crimes perpetrated |
by the white men at Clenega were lald |
to the doog of the Apaches. and it was |
afterward found that moccasins were |
kept by the robbers as part of thelr
highway paraphernalla.
The most widely known crime of the |
Clenega fiends was the capture of §75,-
D00en route from El Paso to San Dlego,
{n charge of a small government guard. :
| These were funds of the United States |
paymaster, and the three men who nl.-!
tempted to convey them in a buckboard |
past Clenega statlon were murdered on |
the spot. It was known that this crime !
‘was perpetrated by Americans dls-
guised as Apaches. At this time it was |
 impossible for these Clenega Bendert!
to get out of the country with lhelr|
trensnre, so most of it was burled In|
secret. Then came the Apache aveng-
ers. Often sloce then idle pronpeclorl,!
have made valn searches for the hidden i
treasure.—Arizona Gazette, |

Suwannee Spring. |
A short distance down the peniusula !
aud Lelow Jasper 1s Suwannee Spring.
[t forms one of the principal feeders of
the river, and Is a well-known favorite
! winter resort. It Is some distance from
the railroad station, and tourists are
tnken thither Io

snd the wisdom of the owners of both
| the vehicle and the mule Is exhibited by |

Subject: “Different Modes of Mensuring
the Flight of Time' —Life Should Not
Be Wholly a Span of Years—Tha Carse
of Wenlth—The Trae Gauge.

Texr: “How oM art thou?’—Genesis
xivil., B, "

The E ian tal ]
S nm"’." :pl al was the fooras o
there had been brought to It from India

frankincense and clonamon and Ivory and |

diamonds; from the north, marble and
iron; from Syria, purple and silk; from
, some of the flnest horses of the
world and somes of the most brilllant ahar-
fots, and from all the earth that whioh
could best please the eye and charm the
ear and gratify the taste. There wera tem-
aflame with red sandstons, enterad by
he gateways that were guarded by pillam
bewlldering with hieroglyphics and wound
with brazen serpents and adorned with
winged ereatures, thair eyes and beaks
and pinions glittaring with precious stones;
there were marble colamos hlooming Into
whits flower beds; there were stone pillars,
at the top bursting (nto the shape of the
us when in fall bloom.

Along the avenues, lined with sphinx
and fane and obellsk, there were princes
who oame In gorgeously uphoistered

quins, ecarried by servants in wear.
et or slsewhers drawn hy vehlcles, the
snow-white horses, golden-bitted and
six abreast, dashing at full ran. On Soors
ol lzg.-le tttiu .I::Iﬂ“ olr Pharaoh wers
spe out in ers of porph and
beryl and flams, There m“:ir{:’mnntl
twisted from the wood of tamarisk, em-
bossed with silver breaking into foam.

There were {ootstools made out of a single |

take when the glittering treasures sllp ont
ol his nerveless grasp, nnd he goss out of
thi= world withou! ashilling of money or n
cortiftents of stock, He might bet or have
been the Ubristian porter that opened his
gAle or the begrimed woriman woo Iast
night heaved the conl Into his caliar.
Boods and mortgagces and leases have their
use, but they make a poor yardstick with
which to measars life. “They that buast
themsulves In their wonith and trast in the
multitade of their riches, mone of them
ean, by any means, redesm his brother or
give to God a ransom for him that he
should not see corruption,”
|  But I remark, thers are many—I wish
| thers were more—who estimate their iife
by thelr moral and apiritusl development.
It Is not sinful egotism for a Christian
| mun tosay: *I am purer than I used to
he. I am more consecratad to Ohrist than
Tused to be. I have got over a great
+ many of the bad hablts in which I used to
fndulge, Tama great deal better man
than [ used to be. There is no sinful
agotism ln that. [t i not bass egotism for
A soldier to say, I know more about mniil-
tury tacties than [ nsed to before [ took a
musket In my huod and learaod to 'pressnt
| arms" and was a pest to the drill oMeer,*
It is not ba @ egotlsm for a sailor to say, 1
know better how to clew down the mizzen
| topsail than I used to before I hud ever
sovn n ship.” And there {8 no siafal
egotizm when & Christinn man, fghting the
| battles of the Lord, or if you wiil bave it,
: \'ﬂy.‘agimltnwnrd & _haven of eternal rest,
says, “I know more nbout spiritual tacties
utu'i.'rov-g[ng toward heaven than I osed

Now, I do not know what your advan-
tages or disadvantages are. [ do not know
what your taet or talent is. I do not know
what may be the fascination of your man-
ners or the repulsivensss of them, vat 1
know this: There is for you, my hearer, n
fleld to eultivate, n hurvest to reap, o tear
to wipe away, n soul to save. Il vou have

preclous stone. There were beds fashioned | worldly means, conscorate them to Chelst,

out of a crouched lion in bronze, Thera
were chalra

leopards. ‘here were sofas footed with

the claws of wild beasta and armed with |

the beaks of birds. As you stand on the
level beach of the sea on & summer day
and look elther way, and there are mliles
ol breakers, white with the ocean foam,
dashing shoreward, so it seamed ns Il the
ses of the world’s pomp and wealth In the

up Into white breakers of marble
temple, mausoleum nnd obelisk.

It was to thiz eapital and the palace of
Pharaoh that Jacob, the plain shepherd,
eame to meet his son Joseph, who had be-
como prime minister in the royal apart-

ment. Pharsoh and Jncob met, dignity | Christtan standard. Quin,

and rusticity, the gracelniness of the court
and the pinin manners of the feld. The
king, wanting to make the old eountry man
at ease and naalug how white his beard g
and how feeble hia step, looks famillarly

into his face and says to the aged man, I

“How old art thon?"”

On New Year's night the gate of sternity i-

opened to let in amil the great throng of
departed centuries the soul of the dying
ear. Under the tweifth stroke of th
razen hammer of the eity elock th
patria*ch fell dead, and the stars of th
night were the funeral torches, It s mos
fortunate that on this road of life there ard
so many milestones, on which we can read
iust how fast we are golng toward the
ourney's end. I feel that it Is not an in-
appropriate question that I ask to-day
wnen I look into your faces and say, as
Pharaoh did to Jacob, the patriareh, ““How
old art thou?"

People who are truthful on every other
subject lle about their ages, so that I dc
not solielt from you any literal response to
the question I have asked. Iwonld put nc
one under temptation, but I simply want
this morning t by what rod It is we

|

ora > n: arch, ora tower,
hére Is a right way and a wrong
way of m ring our earthly existence,
It is with reference to this higher meamng
that I confront you this morning with the

right pedal), “and when It falls that | gpiform smocks had evidently not beer he length of the traces, which are suf- | stupendous question of the text and ask,

{way be puts down the other.” Then the ' used as nightshirts for more than a few | jclent to allow the animal to kick free- | “How old art thou?”
self-appointed lecturer upon bicycles weeks, the men were armed with Win- ¥ without battering down the dasber, | b

looked proudly around for approval.

“Why, of course.” they all murmur- ty and out of order, and wore about | yrrempt. i

ed, and In a tone of self-reproof that
{they had oot thought of It before.
{ And so the little village wiseacre at
| once malntained his reputation and im-
| pressed upon his associntes how stupld
tbhey were not to have solved the prob-
lem for themselves.—8t. Nicholas.

A War-Time Hidlag Place.

J. H. Gore writes au article for St
Nicholas describlng some pecullar
“Hiding Places In War Times.” Those
he tells about were all 1o one house In
Virginla, near a town which changed
hands, under fire, eighty-two times dur-
ing the war. Mr. Gore says: With fall
rame the “fattening time™ for the hogs. |
They were then brought In from the
distant fields, where they bhad passed
the summer, and put In & pen by the |
side of the road. And although within

ed by, they v.ere never seen, for the !

where there was A board
through whose cracks the corn was |
thrown In. Whepever the passing gd-i
vance guard told us that an army was

approaching, the hogs were burrledly

fed, so that the army might go by while |
they were taking thelr after-dinner nap
and thus not reveal their presence by
an escaped grunt or squeal. Fortunate- |
Iy, the house was situated In a narrow
valley, where the opportunities for

bushwhacking were so great that the |
soldlers did not tarry long enough to '
search unsuspected wood-plles. On one |
occaslon we thought the hogs were
doomed. A wagon broke down near
the houss, and the soldler went to the
wond-plle for a pole to be used in mend- |
Ing the breal. Luckily, he found a stick |
to 4ls liking without tearing the plle to |
plives. This suggesied that some nice |
stralght pleces be elways left convenl-

ently oear for such an emergency, In |
case It shonld occur agaln.

Siberian and Russian.

Thomas G. Allen, Jr., writes an artl- |
cle on “The Boys of Biberia” for St |
Nicholas. Mr. Allen says:

To begin with, the Siberian boy Is not
a Russian. I Insist upon that distine- |
tion, because 1 know he would be sure |
to make it if he were here to speak for
himself. “No, sir; I am not a Russian,”
one has often sald to me, In polite cor-
rection; “I'm a Siberian.” And be !
spenks in & way that leaves no room to
doubt the sincerity of his pride. The |
reader may, perhaps, think this a dis-
tnction without a difference; but, from
my personal observation, 1 should say
thut there Is justification of Intermix-
rure of npative blood with the Siberlan-
Russian. Generally speaking, the Si-
berian boy, as compared with the boy
of European Russia, Is by far the
quicker-witted, more energetic, and |
more self-respecting. He bas many
more of the qualities that In the hour of
hls country’s need go to make up the
hero or patriotic soldler.

They say it takes a smart man to
make a rascal. Whetbher this be true or
not, certain it is that the class of men
who have been sent as exiles to Siberia,
especially the political prisoners, have
nneullyheeutnlenmmthemnu-{

find when we
We will always good

rector. “Rupert is like her. I knew &l' 'rh'e most thing is a lazy
late Lady Belwyn, hut sat . Bje ' knave.
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tellectual classes of European Russia.
The descendanss of these exiles, on the

thelr middles a belt of some sixty

Tried as a Venture.

Owls bave a misslon to perform h
Chicago. One sent to a commission
merchant proved so successful In rid-
ding the warehouse of rats and mice—
baving been freed at night with the
jdea of making an experiment in this
direction—that other comminsion men

| began to look for owls, and from the

commlisslon firms the Idea gradually
spread to the grocers, butchers and
market keepers generally of the city.
Now a large percentage of these men
keep an owl down In the cellar during
the daylight and bring it up to the store
when darkness falls. It in sald that the
expense and care of maintaining owls
are more than repald by thelr services
{n vanquishing the rats and mice. The

ment houses in the city are also begin.

minated.
Changing Serpents Into Rods.

|  Suwannee Spring, like many of th-|
|

| rounds of solid-drawn brass cartridges | gtherlarge bodies of so-called springs In

| Tlorida, 1s nothlng more or less than
| the coming to the surface of a consid-
| srable sized underground river, and,
' {lke many of these springs, that at Bu-
| wannee ls supposed to possess valuable |
| medicinal quallities, particularly for dis- |
' pases which affect the kidneys |
! bladder.

| The large springs of Florlda are|
| ymong its greatest curlositles, and
| many of them are wonderful for their|
| peauty and varled features. Almost|
| mvariably they are clear as crystal and
very deep, some as much as eighty feet. |
| Many, llke Suwannee and Green Cove |
{ springs, are heavily charged with sul-|
phur, and others, like those at Homa- |
nssa, with sulphur, Iron and magnesla. |

[The waters are almort invariably |

ten fect of the soldlers as they march- | ;. nars and janitors of the large apart- | varm.

Besides the Suwannee Spring there

pen was completely covered by the | ning to realize the value of possessing | areothersinthenear viciniiy, one a few |
winter’s wood-plle, except at the back, ' oy owl when rats, mice, cockroaches | miles below, called High Springs, and
fence ' und vermin generally are to be exter. |itill a third close beside the ral

':racks at Jullette. This one Is quite |
| arge and of such remarkable llmpld- |
jess that from the railroad tracks, more |

The Egyptlan cobra 18 not unlike it2 | .han a hundred feet away. fish may be

Asiatic cousin, except In the absence of
the curlous spectacle-llke mark which
distingulshes the latter. Although it is
the most polsonous reptile known to In-
habit northern Africa, it Ia the favorite
nmong the snake charmers. These con-
jurers know how to render this serpent
rigidly unconsclous by pressing the
nape of its neck with a finger. This
nct appears to throw the reptile intc

' catalepsy, In which he Is as stiff as an

fron rod.

Traces of something similar having
bheen practiced In olden times may be
found in the Bible, where Aaron made
a serpent of his rod or staff.—8t. Louis
Republie.

A Veteran.

“Why should Blakesley boast abom
his bravery? [ie has never been a sol
dler, has he?"

“No, but he was a member of a
church cholr for several years."

The Bense of Jastive In the Sluma

Jacob A. Rlis writes of “The Passing
of Cat Alley” In the Century. Mr. Rils
says: “Cat Alley had its faults, but I
can at least be sald of it, in extenua
tion, that it was very human. Witk
them all it had a rude sense of justice
that did not distinguish lis early build-
ers. When the work of tearing dowr
had begun, I watched, one day, & troop
of children having fun with a see-saw

| that they had made of a plaak lald

across & lime-barrel. The whole Irisk
contingent rode the plank, all at once,
with screams of delight. A ragged lit-
tle girl from the despised “Dago” col-
ony watched them from the carner with
hungry eyes. Blg Jane, who was the
leader by virtue of her thirteen years
and ber long reach, saw bher and
stopped the show.

“Here, Mame,” she sald, pushing one

of the smaller girls from the plank.;

“you get off an’ let her ride. Her math-
er was stabbed yesterday.”

And the little Dago rode, and ,was
made happy. B

mmnmmmq
along if be dlda't have & pall.

plainly seen swimming about in its
depths.—Florida Letter in Philadelphis |

Ledger. = {
Honesty In the Empire Olty.

most fashionable hostelries ordered $35.-
000 worth of table silverware the other
day. When the goods were dellwred'
he refused to take them at any price,
as the name of the hotel had been
stamped opon them.
strange action by saylog that people
often dine at the heuse only to take
away knives, forks and spoons as soil-
venirs. “If the name of the hotel is not
on them,"” he sald. “they leave them
alone, for their only reason In dining
here is to steal these stamped goods and
show them to thelr friends to prove
that they are in the habit of patromizing
tashlionable hostelriea.™
A Berious Matter.

Truant scholars do w©pot abound In
Ywitzerland. If a child does not-attend
school on a particular day. the parent
gets a notlce from the public anthority
‘hat he Is fined jo many francs; the
secend day the fine Is Increased: and
» the third'day the amount becomes a
| jerlous ome. In case of slckness, the
supll Is excused, but, If there be any
suspiclon of shamming. a.doctor Is sent.
‘¢ the suspicion proves to be well found-
«d, the parefit Is required to pay the
ost of the doctor’s visit.

How Sound Travels.
The whistle of a locomotive can be
heard 3.300 yards, the nolse of a train

who estimate thelr life

There are many
When Lord

y mere worldly gratilleation.

' chesters and a few Martinls, rusty, dir | jhould the whim selze it to make the | Dundas was wished a Happy New Year, he

sald, “’It will bave to be a hagpler)ur than
the past, for I hadn't one kappy moment
in all the twelve months that bave gone.”
But that has not been the experience of
most of us. We have found that though
the world is blasted with sin it isa very
bright and beautifal place to reside in.
We have had joys innumerable. There is
no hostility between the gospel and the
merriments and the festivities of lite. Ido
not think that we fully enough appreciata
the worldly pleasures God gives us, When
you recount your enjoyments you do not
go back to the time when you were an in-
fant in your mother's arms, looking up into
the heaven of her smile; tothose days when
you filled the house with the uproar of bols-
terous merriment; when you shouted as
you pitched the vall on the playground;
wheu on the cold, sharp winter night,
muffled up, on skates you shot out over the
resounding 1ee of the pond? Have you for-
gotten all those good days that the Lord
gave you? Were you never s boy? Wem
you never n girl? Between those times and
this how many mereles the Lord has be-
stowed upon yom! How many joys have
breathed up to you from the fowers and
shone down to yon from the stars and
obanted to you with the volee of soaring
bird and tumbling ocnsoade and booming
sea and thunders that with bayonets of fire
charged downthe mountainside! Joy! Joy!
Joy! If there is any one who Las a right to
the enjoyments of the world, it the
Ohristian, for God bas given him a lease of
everything in the promise, ‘'All are yours."
But I have to tell you that a man who eati-
mates his lifs on by mers worldly
tification s & most unwise man. Our
ifeis notto be s e of cheas.
a dance in lighted ball, to quick musie. It
s not the froth of an ale pitcher. It is not
the settlings of & wine cup. Itisnota ban-
quet, with intoxication and roisteriog. It
is the first step on a ladder that mounts In-

The proprietor of one of Manhattan’s | to the skies orthe first step on a road thut | .. 0 furence to the center!

plunges into a horrible abyss. *“How old
art thou?" Toward what destiny are vou

| tending and how fast are you gettiog on

townrd it?
Again, [ remark that there are many whe

estimate their life on ﬂ..;“tt"h by hthelr snr; | - - s -
| vs and misfortunes. rough & grea th springing fountains an
He explained his | P00 h | and doi;n which angels of God walk two

miuany of your lives the plow-share hat
gone very deep, turnfog up a terrible fur-
row. You have been betrayed and mis-
represented, and set upon, snd slapped of
impertinence, and pounded of misfortune.
The brightest life must bave its shadows
and the smoothest gnth its thorns, Onthe
bappiest brood the hawk pounces. No es-
eape from trouble of some kind. While
glorions John Milton was losing his eye-
sight he heard that Salmasins was giad of
it. While Sheridan's comedy was belng eén-
acted in Drury Lane theater, London,
his enemy sat wling at it in
the stage box. hile Bishop Cooper
was surrounded by the favor of
learned men his wife took his lexicon man-
uscript, the result of a long life of anxiety
and toil, and thraw it Into the fire. Mis-
fortune, trial, vexation for almost every-
ope! Pope, applauded of all the world,
bas a stoop in the shoulder that annoys
him so much that he has & tonnel dug, so
that he may go anobsarved from garden to
grotto and from grotto to garden. Cans,
the famous Spanlsh artist, s disgusted
with the crucifix that the priest holds be-
fore him because it is such & poor speol-
men of sculpture, and so0, sometimes
through taste, and sometimes through
learned menace, and sometimes through
physlcal distresses—aye In 10,000 ways—
troubles come to harass and annoy.
Agaip, I remark that thereare many peo-
ple who estimate their life on earth by the
amount of money they have accumulnted,
They say, *'The vear 1388 or 15870 or 189F
was wasted.” Why? “Made po money’
Now, it is all eant nnd fosineerity to tel®
against money, as Lhough it bad no valae
It may represent refinement and educatior

nnd ten thousand blessed surroundiogs. Tt
is the spreading of the table that feeds the
ebilldren’s huager, It is the lighting ofthe
furpace that keeps vou warm. It is the
making of the on which you rest from
care and anxiety. It is the earryiogof you
out at last to decent sepuleher, andthe
putting up of the slab on which ls chiseled
the story of your Christinn hope. It ia

simply b , this tirade in pulpit and
lecture ball money.
Bet while all this is s0, he who uses

hinks of
'mosas (0" an sad, will 128 ouf his mis-

tted with the sleek hides of |

If you have eloquence, use (it on the sido
that Paol and Wilberforee used theirs, If
oa have learning, put it all into ths poor
x of the world’s sulfering. Bat if yon
have none of these—nelther wenlth vor slo-
quence nor learning—you at any rato have
a smile with which you ean encourage the
disheartened, a lrown with which you may
blast Injustice, a volee with which vou may
' eall the wanderer back to God, *“Oh," vou

| Egyptian capital for miles and miles flung | say, “that Is a very sanctimonlous view of

Ilifel®™ It 18 not. It 1= the only bright
view of life, and ft is the ooly bright
view of death., Contrast the death seene
| of n man who bas mensured lifte by the
worldly standard with the death seane of

a man who has mensured life by the
the netor, in
his Inst moments suid, I hope this tragid

scone will soon be over, and 1 hope to keen
my digoity to the last.” Malesherbes ~ald
in his Inst moments to the econfessor:
“Hold your tongus! Your miserable styin

uts me out of concelt with heaven."

ord Chesterfleld in hils last moments,
whun ought to have been praying for
his eoul, bothersd himself about the
propristies of the slok room and sald,
“Gve Dayboles a chalr.,” Godirey Kneller
apent s Iast hours on earth In drawlag a
| dlagram of his own monumeunt.

('om?am the silly and horriliie depar-
ture of sueb men with the seraphie glow
on the face of Edward Payson ns he said in

| his last moment: “‘The breezes of heaven
fan me. I float In a sea of glory.” Or
with Paul the apostle, who said In his lust
hour: “I am now ready to be offered up,
and the time of my departure is at hand.
I bave [ought the good fight, T have kept
the faith. Henceforth there is Inid up for
me & crown of righteousness which the
Lord, the nghteous Judge, will give ma."”
Or compare It with the Christian deathbed
that you witneased in yourown household.
Oh, na friends, this world is a false god.
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righteous shall be held In everlnsting re-

membrance, and when the thrones have
| fallen and the monuments have erumbled
and the world has perished they shall ban-
quet with the eonquerors of earth and the
hisrarohs of hesven.

| This is a good day in which to
| new style of measurement, How
| thou? You see the Christian
| measaring life and the worldly
| mensuring it. 1 leave It to you to say
| which fs the wisest and best way. The
‘whul of time has torned very swiftly,
| and It bas hurled us on. The old year
| has gone. The new year|has come, For
I'hltéou and I have been Isunched up-
on it God only knmows. Now let me ask
you ali, have you made any preparation
forthe future? You have made prepara-
tion for time, my dear brother. ave
| yon made any preparation for eternity?
Bo ou wonder that when that man on
the Hudson River in indignation tore up
the tract whioh was handed to him and
Just one word landed on his coat sleeve,
the rest of the tract being pitehed (nto the
river, that one word aroused his soul? It
was that one word, so long, so broad, so
bigh, so deep—"*Eternity.” A dying wom-

begin &
old art
way of
way of

an, In her last moments, sald, “Call It
back.” They sald, ‘“What do you want?"
“Time,” she sald, “call it back.” On, it

eannot be eallod back. We might lose our
| fortunes and call them back; we might lose
| onr health, and perhaps recover It;"we
| might lose our good name and get that
back, but time gone is gone forever.

Now, when one can sovner get to the oen-
| ter of things is he not to be congratulated?
| Doe#s not our eommon senss tenoh us

that it is better to be at the center than to
be elear out on the rim of the wheel, hold-
| log nervously fast to the tire lest we be
suddenly harled into light and eternal
| felleity? Through all kinds of optical In-
| struments trying to r in through the
| ericks and the keyboles of heaven—nfraid
that both doora of the ocelestial mansion
| will be swung wide open belors our en-
tranced vislon—rushing about among the
apothecary shops of this world wondering

[t1s 0ot + if this is good for rheumatism and that is

good for nearsigia and something else (s
| good for a bad enugh, lest we be suddenl
ushered Into a land of everlasting healt
wherethe nhabitant neversays, I am slok!
| What fools we all are to prefer the oir-
What a dread-
| tai thing it would be if we should be sud-
denly ushered from this wintry world Into
the &ly time orchards of heaven, and If
our perism of sin and sorrow should be
suddenly broken up by s presentation of
an em s oastle surrounded by parks
paths, up

and two!

In 1885 the Frenob resolved that at
Ghent they would have a kind of mu-
sical demonstration that bad never been
heard of. It wonld be made up of the ahimes
of bells and the discharge of eannon. The
vxperiment was a perfect success. What
with the ringing of the bells and the report
of the ordoance the eity trembled und the
hills shook with the triumphal march that
WaS 83 8§ as It was overwhelming.
With s most glorious accompaniment will
God's dear children gc Into their high
resldence when the trumpets shall sound
and the last day has come, At the sig-
oal given the bells of the towers, and
| of the lighthouses, and of the clties
| will strike thelr swestness into a Iast
chime that shall ring Into the heavens and
float off upon thesea, joinad by the boom
of bursting mine and magazine, augmented
by all the oathedral towers of heaven—the
barmonies of sarth and the symphonles of
the celestial realm making up one great
triumphal merch, it to celebrate theas
cent of the cedeemed to where they shall
shine as the stars forever and ever.

The besi managead daliies in Minne-
sota have r: duceda the cost of manufac-
turing a pound of butter to L.28 cents.

Obstinacy and vehemency in opin-
fon are the surest proofs of stupldity.

He that goes far to marry will either
decelve or be decelved.

All things are cheap to the saving,
dear to the wasteful.

A young fool may outgrow his silli-
ness, but an old one grows sillicr.

Men of the noblest dispositions think
themselves happlest when others share
theis happiness with them.

There is a stock company In Albany
that not only gives two performances
a day, but changes the bill twice a
week.

If you would be reveng'd of
enemy, govern yourself.

The love of the good opinion of our
TTenow Is essential to the heart of man
as breathing.

your

Novelty I8 the great parent of pleas-
RS




