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BLLICOTT CITY, MD., SATURDAY, AUGUST 31, 1895.

SINGLIE COPIES, 5 CENTS.

S OILE OUR OFFICE
'L\'g.}l‘h\’:\ll\'c l}..\'(l l.:\.\' D BANKINGO ure identical with the usage in the best business houses,

we find it necessary to give dally instruction in Spelling,

mnctic and Correspondenco,
Lectures on Comnmer clal Lavy,

PRACTICE. COUNTING HOUSE AND CORPORATION BOOKKEEP-

Grammaur, Penmanship, Arith-

Current events, &c., arc delivered weekly,

SHORTHAND AND TYPEWRITING COURSES UNEXCELLED.

Dy Classes now open.

Night Classes open Sept. dUth,

EATON & BURNETT BUSINESS COLLEGE.

N. E. Cor. Baltimore and Charles St.,
BALTIMORE, MD. i

J

OHN HARRIS,

v RESVILILE, MDD,

—--Manufacturer of and Dealer in———

Saddles, Bridles, Hamess, LapSpreads, FlyNets,

Axle Grease, Collar Pads, ete., and

Harness and Machine Oils,
overything kept in

a First-Class

Horse Blankets, Rabes, Gollars, Whips,

1larncss Store.

THE WATER PROOF DRESSING ! SELL FOR BUGGY TOPS

WILL MAKE
THE BEST AXLE GREASE
BUGGY WHIPS from......... 10¢ up

Bought fiy nets before the advance came consequentty

THEM LIKE NEW.
MADE-SIX BOXES FOR
LAP ROBES and FANCY DUSTERS..........50c up

%35c,

you can get a bargain in them.

EVERYTHING IN THE HORSEILINE.

e
e

LUMBER!

LUMBER!

- OF ALL KINDSI——

FRAMING TIMBER, FENCING and POSTS,
SCANTLING, BRIDGE PLANK and SHEATHING
at very low prices. Will pay you to call, or send orders at once
BiLLs oF LUMBER sawed to order on SHORT NOTICE.

WOOD!

WwWOoOD!

IN PLENTY!

SAWED STOVE LENGT(IS TO SUIT and SPLIT. Delivered in

LARGE or SMALL QUANTITIES.

Give me acall and satisfy voutself of quality. Orders by mail receive prompt attention’

ELLICOTT CITY, MD. |

HAMILTON OLDFIELD.

BIG Pg@?ETS Small lr?vhéslments.

Returnivyg prosperity wi!l mako many rich, hut nowhere ean they muake so much witin a
short time as by successtul Speculation in Grain, Provisions and Stock. )

$ l 0 00 FOR EACHDOLLARINVESTED can be made by our
e Systematic Plan of Speculation

originated by us.

Ali stecessful speculators operate on a regular system,

It is a well-known fuct that there are thousunds of mwenin all parts of the United States who
by eystematie trading through Chicazo brokers, muke large amounis every year, ranging from
g few thounzand dollars for the man who invests a hundred or two hundred dollars up to 3w,-
200 to 2190,000 or more by those who invest a few thousand. )

Itis nlso'x\ fact that those who make the largest protiis from comparatively small fivest-
ments on this plan are persons who live away from Chicago and invest through brokers who

thoroughly understand systematic tradine.

Our plan does not rlsk the whole amount invested on any trade, but covers both sides, so
that whether the market rises or falls it brings a steady protit that piles up enorousiy inn

short time.

WRITE FOR CONVINCING IPROOFYS, also our Manual on guccessful speculat
t . S, Ais Mz { LE] speculation and
our Dgily Market Iteport, full of money-making pointers. ALL FRE, Our .\ll:lllll;ll‘c\llhlilli

margin trading fully.
For further information address

THOMAS & CO.,

Hlighest references in regard to vur standing and suceess.

Bankers and Brokers,

241-242 Rialto Building, CHICAGO, ILL-

THE MILBURN

HOLLOW
U

AXLE

THE BEST

bl WAGON.

ON

WAGON

EARTH.

"THE GALE CHILLED PLOW!

Its Superior not made.

Theae are but two of the many aiticles in our stock which we claim, take the lead,;
i=-Call and see our stock. The most varied in Baltimore.
SEEDS FOR GARDEN AND FIELD,
FERTILIZERS TOR SPECIAL CROPS,
AGRICULTURAL IHARDWARE FOR FARM AND LAWN.
DAIRY GOODS, POULTRY SUPPLIES.

L SEVERYTHING FOR THE FARM.—

7 Send for our new Cataslogue.

MARYLAND AGRICULTURAL CO.,

32 W. PRATT STREET, BALTIMORE. MARYLAND.,

WERNER BROS,

— DEALFEFRIS IN——

LUMBER, HARDWARE,GRANITE, LIME,CEMENT,
HAIR, BRICK, BUILDING PAPER, GEN-
ERAL BUILDING MATERIAL and
AGRICULTURALIMPLEMENTS.

CONTRACTORS and BUILDERS.

Y ARD—Baltimore County Side Patapsco.

STORE—Town Hall, Opposite B. & O. R. R. Depot.
2 GET OULR PRICES BEFORE PURCHASING ELSEWHERE. &3

'  ——— 7 l' T il s

The Livery and Undertaking
by the undersigned.

UNDERTAKING.

Calls to take charge of FUNERALS in Howard and

LIVERY

0
oo
afe

Lre

business of the late Clinton Easton will be continued

adjoining

counties attended to on the BHORTEST NOTICE and at any distance on the most
REASOINABLE TERMS.

—METALIC COFFINS AND BURIAL CASES—

of the most approved and tasteful designs. We o

ask a trial of the runrio, as 1 will guarantce
eatisfaction in all cases.

MING SKILLEFULLY PERFORMED
Main Street, BELLICOTT CITY, MD.

BEMBATL
The O1d Stand,

MILTON EASTON, Manager.

o

2

| MRS. ANNIE EASTON

O i e e R L e et e ot s i
. ——— e —— - —

T
the best advertising medinm.
Six pages.

P1aEs has over 6000 readers weekly, therefore-is
in

Subscription price one dollar,

A LOVE SONG,
I was as poor as the poorest, dear,
Andl the worll—it passed mo by
But not that dny
When you wialked Love's way
Por heaven itse'f drew nigi,
Sweethenrt!
For heaven itself drew nigi.

[ was as lone as the loneliest, lovo
With never a dream of bliss,
But not that Jday
When you walked Liove's way
And leaned to iy nrms—my kiss,
Sweethenrt!
And leaned to my arms —my kiss!

And dear to my lifo is your love—your love,
And my soul has cease:d to sigh:
I'or sorrow secms
Like nn ¢cho of dreams,
And the stars aro in life's sky,
Sweetheart!
The stars aro in life's sky!
—Frank L. Stanton, in Atlant.. Constitulion.

The Losiﬂcz of Mys. Pettit.

BY EDITH KEELEY STORELY.

ATURE, in design-
ing old Mr. Pettit’s
fnce, bhad not en-

2. dowed it with o gin-

#4). glo artful furrow or

[#5: wrinkle wherein a

secret might hide.

It was n beautiful

old face, too, with

a fringe of white

whiskers all around
! M under the chin,

wide open, mild gray oyes aud ruddy
cheeke. Yet did a harmless deceit
lodge there but for a moment the
eyes lnuzhed and twinkled, and all
but called aloud, ¢“Hero it is"; and
the next iustant the secret was dis-
lodged and scurrying off in plair sight
of everybody, and ;nobody more sur-
prised than Mr, Pettit himself,

‘Consequently, when Mr. Dettit
stepped into the kitchen uponn cer-
tain June evening, and hung his hat
upon the peg behind the door, Mrs.
Pettit, suspending the kettle high in
nir from the operation of ponring
boiling water upon the teq, said, i a
tone of conviction : **Ephraim, you’ve
got a letter from John.”

s\Well, now, T want to know ! said
Mr. Pettit, throwing an appealing
gluuco around upon an imaginary nnd
admiring audience, *“If women don’t
bent all! I was saving that letter till
nfter supper.”

©We can just os well have it with
our tea,” said Murs. Pettit, pulling the
cosy over the teapot, nnd leading the
way to the supper table.  *“John must
have semething partienlar to sny. We
had a letter from him this week.”

The two snow crowned heads were
bowed for a moment in simple grace,
and then, ns Mrs. Pettit poured the
fragrant llyson into the old-fashioned
china enps, her husband proceedeid to
open the letter.

Not very much, after all. Two
square yellow tickets and one of
those short notes that are always por-
tentous:

Cuicaao, L1, Juns 10th, 1595,

Dear Fatherand Mother: 1 inelose you
two round-trlp tickets for Chicazo, which 1
expect you to make usi of right away. Our
boy is to Ve ehristened next week, and the
christe¥ing can’t go on without you. Your
loving son, Joux PPETTIT.

. S.—Telegraph me when you start,

Mrs. Pettit dropped her hands into
her lap with & look of blank dismay.
“Why, Ephraim,” she protested, *‘I
can't go.”

«“Jolhn wouldu’t like it,” said Mr.
Pettit, softly, confining his *gaze to
careful stirring of his tea.  *‘It’s our
first grandeohild, you know.”

Involuutarily Mrs. Dettit’s gaze
wandered throngh the open window to
a tiny hillock, which, with its maor-
ble shaft showing dimly through the
twilight, told itaown tale of *'Elennor,
nged seven.”

s have never left her,” she said,
with troubled eycs.

She would wish it,”said Ephraim,
gently. “John Lknows all, and he
wishes it. Sixteen years is a long
time for grieving, mother. She is a
grown woman in heaven by this
time."”

Nothing more was said after this.
The soft darkness of a June night be-
gan to fall.  The katydids called from
the grasses; s huge June bug beat it-
self noisily ngninst the window screen;
the cow lowed from the meadow with-
out.

At last Mrs. Pettit pushed aside her
untasted food and said, with » pitiful
tremor in her old veice: “*We'il go,
Ephraim. It’s wicked of me to be
staying at home grieving, und neglect-
ing the loved ones that uced me. We
will write to John to-mght and tell
him so.”

Thus it came to pass that a fewdays
later a certain train pulling out of
Wilson's Ferry earried with it a quaint
old couplo with whom e have to do.
The old gentleman wore his whiskers
after a goold old country style, and
looked over his silver-bowed glasses
with the most benignant eyes in the
world. As for the old lady, fellow-
passengers glauced idly upon her, and
then turned to gaze agnin. Such a
sweet old face, seamed with added
years and care, but benutiful withal
in its framo of clustering gray curls.
Noone smiled at the old-fashioned
bonnet, the long, slender-waisted
bluck dress, or neatly folded shoulder
shawl. No one seemed to think of
the oddity of the blacksilk mitts with
their short fingers, although they had
not been put on before since Elennor’s
funernl. Every one seemed kindly
interested in the big brown basket
with a cover and two handles. Before
the jonrnoy endeod it had opened wide
its hospitable cover to soothe with
gingor cakes and tarts the ecries of
more than half a dozen travel-worn
babes, and had won the enrnest bless-
ings of as many tired mothera.

Six hours of rumble and noise and
dust, glimpses of waving green fields
and distant towns, a flecting ncquaint-
ance with strange faces nud other
lives, good-bys 'mid youth and Inugh-
ter and silent good-bys with tears,
and the train steamed slowly into Chi-
cago.

1t seemod to be the finnl destination
of all humanity. Such crowds of peo-
ple, such noise and bustle! Bul for-
tunately the trend of humnnity
seemed in o general diréotion,

“Mayho you ought to have tele-
graphed, John, as ho snid to,” ro-
marked Mra. Pettit, in s dubious
voice. *“Ilo would have been here to
meet ue.”

tf know tho way. We've got to

fakoe the suburban train,” said Mr.
Pettit, grasping tho big carpotsack
wwith oue hand, and pareels, bags and
the umbrella with the other. “‘You
just keep close to me, TLmey. That
suburban train doesn’t wait more
than five minutes.”

Through the big iron gates and up
the wide stairs, everybody meeting
and greeting everybody else, boys
thouting and cabmen crying their
fares, and at inst open air. That is,
not open air like the broad meadows
and sunny garden plots of Wilson’s
Ferry, but open air wuch like gazing
up from the bottom of a good old-
fashioned chimney, so tall were the
buildings on either side, and so very
little of the biue sky visible overhead.

1t was all very new and very strange
to Mrs. DPettit; yet, notwithstanding
her bewilderment, she fuithfully fol-
lowed the gniding earpetsack, hurry-
ing onward in its wake, until they
were well ont on the streets and she
was quite breathless with the brisk
walk.

Then, ns the carpetsack shifted its
position for a momont to the pave-
ment, and its owner turned to mop
his brow, Mrs. Pettit saw, to her utter
dismay, that, while his hair was gray,
and from the back he presentod an ap-
pearanco not unlike that of Ephraim,
this man sho hed been roligiously fol-
lowing was, in fact, an uttor stranger,
and that sho herself, Mra DPottit, was
lost!

Quite unconscious of the mischief
he had wrouzht, the stranger shortly
resumed his carpetbaiy and his pace
together, and joined the great merry-
go-tound of people; while the old lady,
like a bit of flotsam stayed for a mo-
ment in its course, clinging helplessly
to the brown Dbasket, stood looking
about in bewilderment, while people
whirled and eddied and divided about
her.

[ guess yer lost, ain't you?"’ said a
big, kindly voice nt her side.

Mra. Pettit smiled into the honest
face of the man, who wore n blue suit
with brass buttouns, and a star upon
his brenst.

oI don’t know,” she enid. a little
tremulousty, “*but perhaps I am; that
ig, il you don’t know where my son,
John Pettit, lives.”

tePattit—John Pettit. I don’t seem
to place bim just now,” said the police-
man, placing his hand upon his chn,
in a2 thoughtful nnl reassuring mau-
ner. “‘You don't happen to know his
strect or number, now?”

“No,” saud the old Indy ; “Ephraim
always directs his letters, anl he has
his nddress on a eard in his pocket.
But 1 know they’ve put a new wing to
the house lately, and it’s painted
brown and has bow windows.”

Tho old Iady waited anxiously,
while the oflicer in the kinduess of his
henrt appeared to ruminate deeply.

] don’t scem to remember such n

place,” he snid presently; -‘but we
can find 1t. If you'll just step down
to the station with me—it ain’t far—
whore lost peeple stay, Ull ring up
the central police.”
Mrs. Pettit relinquished the brown
basket into Ofticer Mellen’s hands,
and walked cheertully along by his
side. “l hope yonr family nre all
well,” she said, politely.

“\Well, tol’rable, thank’ee,” snid the
ofticer, with rather a new sensation.
““Iha baby worries some o' nights.
She's only two months old, you knoyw,
and colicky like.”

“tWell, now, I'm so glad I brought
it,” said Mrs. Petltt, reaching lor ths
basket. *Sucha big bunch of eatnip,
too, just inthe bloom; twicens much
ns Johu's baby will need. It's n sure
relief for colic. And here’s some
young verbena plants I dug this
morning with plenty of earth nronnd
them. Maybe your wife would like
them.”

Thercupon n paper bagand a paste-
boar box change:d hands.

I thank’ee kindly, ma'am,” eaid
the policeman, tonching his ecap.
“I'he catnip we get at the dragstore
ain’t much better than dust, and my
wife ain't owned a flower sinco she's
been married.” In bis secret mind
he was wondering where he could get
enough dirt to fill a flower pot to
plant them in,

The Detention Station was a large,
high-ceiled room, with rows of lony,
hard benches along its walls, a little
window behind which sal amanata
desk, and numberless policemen pass-
ing in and out, some accompanied,
gome alone. ''he man at the desk
gave to ench newcomer brought in, a
check bearing a number, and made a
corresponding entry in a lurge book.
Mrs. Pettit found herself suddenly 53.

«You'll be ealled for,” said Officer
Mellen, touching his hat; “and it’s
much obliged I am for your kindness,
ma’'am.”  To himself he added a3 he
turned away: “It’sashame for the
likes of her to bo put in this pince.”

There were dozens of people seated
on the benches—men, women and
children—some with leadls bowed in
dejection, misery, sickness or despuir,
others upright and defiant, many
grown old in ways of sin, others but
beginning to taste of temptation.
luto this company Mrs. Pettit walked,
with her dear old faze nnd guileless
eyes.

“‘Yuch a lot of peoople lost!” she
thought in wonder.  “‘It'sa mercy if
they all find their friends before
night.”

Sho touched a man upon the arm
who sat huddled up beside her. *‘Are

The man raised a reddenad, bloated
fnced, and gazed unsteadily at ler.
“Yes,” ho said huskily, *‘sick of lifé.”

A mist gatherod in the old lady’s
eyes. “‘I was once so, too,” she said,
sympathetioally, ‘‘when my Eleanor
wns takon 3 but with tho Lord’s help
I'm living it down. Maybo some-
body’s dead belongiag to you.”

“I'm dead to them,” snid the man,
bitterly, sinking into his old position.

Mrs, Pettit was mystitied ; but this
was plainly o trouble that eatnip can-
not rench —n trouble of the heart,

“I'm sorry for you,” she said,
quaveringly, Inying her quaintly
gloved hand upon his arm; “‘butl
whatever your trouble is, with the
Lord's help you can live it down.”

¢102,” snid an oflicer, touching the
man on the shonlder.

The mnn rose to follow, hesitated,
then leldl out n trembling hand,
“With the Lord’s help, when T get
out of this U'll try to live it down,” he
snid, huskily, Ho lJooked nt the
withered hand within his own a mo-
mont with twitehing lips, then gontly
Inid it down and left the room.

Down tho rows %f poor humanity

you seick?” sho inquired, anxiously..

moved Mrs. Pottit. Ginger cookiea
cansed baby eyes to shine, and kindly
words dropped like rain upon arid

hearts. The brown basket brought
forth bunches of fragrant June pinks,

clusters of elder blossoms and pack-
ages of marigold eceds. A bottle of
Loms made eardinl and a dozen fresh
egus were put into the hands of a
young womnn with heetie cliceks and
a hollow cough, who held a wayward
brother's hand anxionsly in her own.
«There won’t be muich left for Johu's
wife,” thonzht Mrs. Dettit, regret-
fully; ‘‘but dear knows these poor
crentures need 1t.”

"Pwo hours later the doors swnny
violently in, and an exeiie:d group en-
terel. An old gentleman with a fringe
of white whiskers under his chin, n
tall young gentleman looking very red
and excited, and two oflizers. A mno-
ment’s conversation at the desk, and
58 was called.

But *¢38,” close in conversation with
two little vazrants, the baby girl in
her lap and the boy at her side, with
traces of tears still upon her old
cheeks, ha:d forgotten that she had
ever been given a numbor.

“You will never be hungry azain,”
she was saying, solemnly, “‘never
beaten, never forsaken. Yon shall go
home with me, and Tony shall own the
dog, while the white kitten that will
drink nothing but treamn shall beloug
to the baby sister.”

«A\other!” snid o voice at her side
—_na voiee in which there were both joz
and tearz, and in n moment a pair of
strong arms had her in their cmbrace.
“Luey,” said another voice, which
sounded liko Bphraim’s mufilzd witha
feather bolster, *I'll never forgive
mysell for losing yon—never,”

“\Why, John,” smd Mrs Pettit,
¢and Ephraim, too! 'm glad youn've
There is so much trouble in

come,

world, and here I've been sitting to
liome shutting my earsto it. Bphra-
im, [ know youn won’t cara. You’ve

never opposed me in nnything in my
life. T'm going to take these children
home with me and keep them. There’s
nobody in the wide world to look af-
ter or do for them.”

“PBut, mother, such a charge at
your age—" began her son.

e John,” said Mrs. DPettit, with the
golemnity of conviction, “it’s  the
Lord’s eall. They’ce sweet, handsome
little things, and such a life as they’ve
led? Ephraim, you don’t objeet? We
will eall the baby Eleanor, in memory
of our own.”

For answer Mr. Pettit stoopeld anl
lifted the baby girl in his arns.

] guess we've got money enough to
hire o nurse if they are s charge,” he
said, trinmphantly.  “Johu, you're 2
lawyer; you cw fix up the papers a3
soon ns you like.”

And so the losing of Mrs. Pettit,
like the wandering of n clear brook%
over purched mealows, leaving fresh
and grateful all behind, carried also
on its bosom to a harbor of safety two
tender human souls. —New York lnle-
pendent.

A Growine Lndustry,

The other day the Postollice anthor-
ities nt Washington had their atten-
tion called to the eirenlar sent thronzgh
the mails to students in schools and
colleges offering to furnish them with
essays and speeches for so much per
hundred words.

Many heads of schools and colleges
urged the department to rule these
cireulnrs out of the mnils, but after
due considerntivn the nuthorities de-
cideil that they could not exclude
them.

In one shape or another this busi-
ness has been going on for maony
years. It is dishonest for a pupil to
buy nn essay or a speech and palm it
off ns his own, but there will always
be youngsters who will do it at any
risk. 'T'he temptation is hard to re-
sist in some cases. Tuke, for instance,
a bright boy who is gifted with mathe-
matical talent. His teachers take it
for granted that he can write pnssably
well and they demand gool composi-
tions and speeches. Dat this is the
one ¢hing in which the pupil is deti-
cient. e has n head for figures, but
he .has no command of language.
When sueh a boy i3 pushed to the wall
he is tempted to borrow or buy the
productions of others. He does it to
maintain his standing at school. With
him it is a case of necessity.

There is one good thing about this
ready-made speech industry. It en-
ables some very clever men anl wo-
men to earn many extra dollars which
they could not make iunny other wauy.
It helps oue ciass though it may in-
jure another. The ruling of the Post-
oftice Department is on the right line,
but the business is abad onean  there
should be some way to put & stop to
it.—Atlanta Constitution.

—————
Caba is Rieb,

Cuba isby far the Jargest an‘l tho
richest islund in  the West Indin
group, having an area of a little over
43,000 square miles. In the gouth-
eastern portion there are monptains
over 700V feet high. 'The interior, is,
for the most part, eclevated and
henlthy, but the low coast lands have
a torrid climate and abound in fevers
and the accompanying diseases. The
forests are cf vast extent. [t is esti-
mated that, of 20,000,030 acres ol
land still remaining wild and uncalti-
vated, nearly 13,000,00) aro uncleared
forests. Sugar is the chief commodl-
ity. Atone time enormous quanti-
ties of coffee were also exported, but
it does not now figure su Inrgely. To-
baceo i3 indigenous, and of the finest
quality. According to tho cznsus of
1887 the population numbereld 1,631,-
637 souls. In 1877 the figures wero,
1,521,684, thus showing a gnin af but
seven por cent. in the decadle. Ol the
total, 492,394 were colored and 43,811
Chinese.  [lliteracy is alarmingly
prevalent ; 76 per cent. ot the popu-
lation ean neither read nor write. Nor
is this wholly due to the colorel ele-
ment ; illiteracy nmong the whito
aloue is 61.89 per cent. The nunber
of schools in the island is one for
overy 2105 inhabitants.

——————

A Surprise to Coal Experts,

Anthracite conl in a vein four feet
thick has been discovered on the Line
Mountain, which bounds Schuytkill
and Northumberlan:d Connties,
Penunsylvanin,  ‘he vein is on the
south side of the mountain, near Pit-
man, in the former connty. ‘This ign
surpriso to conl oxports, for it is five
miles sonth of the Shamokin  coa!
bosin, und was belioved to bo outside
tho coaldistrict.-—~New York Sun.

CURIOUS FACTS,

Californin evaporated pears are cy-
ported.

Tcebergs eometimes Iast n
mnny years.

At a recent wedding in Chicago tho
groom weighed 300 pounds and the
Lride 286.

ITost of the black pearls in existenca
come from the dark tipped oyster of
Lower Californin.

Sweden has a deaf and dumb corp3
of the Salvation Army. Four mecet-
ings are held weekly.

The first pedigreed horse on recorl
in England was bred by Charles I
and named Dodsworth.

Villein once meant the serf who be-
longed to the farm and was bought,
sold or exchanged with it.

In Buenn Vista, Ohio, an apple treo
is reported bearing at the same time
half-grown apples, buls and blos-
soms. i

Paul Gee, of Lamar, Mo., colored,
has thirty-eight children hustling for
a living in Virginia and Missouri. 1le
is eighty-five.

The British Parliament imposed a
tax ou bachelors in 1693, nnd agnin in
1795. The impost was repealed early
in this century.

A new roligions sect at Zalma, Mo.,
employs a young girl as ““angel,” who
flies to **heaven” and return at fre-
quent intervals.

In Africa the telezraph posts are
lightly made of steel, wooden poles
being quickly destroyed by the white
ants which aboun:.

D. L. Moody ig sai:l to have con-
vortod a New Jersey politician of
thirty-seven years’ experience, and
started him out as an evangelist.

Two twelve-year-old schoolboys of
Amndor, Cal., lnst week chased and
killed a mountain lion that measure:d
eight feet from tip of nose to cnd of
tail.

A great kite flying fets by the Chi-
nese merchants was one of the fentures
of the glorious Fourth at Port Town-
send, Wash. One of tho kites was
seventy-live feet long.

A shark recently washed ashore at
at Midian, DBritish Columbin, had two
distinet tails, three perfect eyes, and
what appeared to be a rudiment of a
fin or flipper hanging to the under
jw.

The secretary of a big irrigation
convention ealled to meet at Good-
land, Kan., was prevented from being
present because of his inaoiiity to
rench the town on necount of high
water, cause by phenomenal rains.

T’eter Ebord, of Marqguette, Mich.,
went after the grasshoppers in  his
turnip patch with o mixture of paris
green and got four deer.  'They came
in after a turnip lunch, and were
canght. The salt in the compound
attracted them to their denth.

Joseph Shannon, the oldest messen-
ger of the Adams Express Company,
hns killed two robbers, was onee des-
perately wounded in a fight with
thieves, and one other oceasion was
tortured at intervals for five days
without revealing the combination of
a safe lock.

great

Yeal Pic Al Avo:und,

; 'There is a pie shop in Lion don that
Charles Dickens nsed to stand before
when as a child he drudged in » black-
ing factory. Every day, on his way
to and from work, he paused to devonr
viannds with his eyes, and sometimes,
as he satd, he pressed his tongue to
the window panes, as if by doing that
he got a little bit of a taste of the
good things that lay so near, yet were
so far beyond his rench.

An American who admires Dickons
hunted up this pie shop when he was
in London in order to gratily senti-
ment and curiosity. 1t proved to bg
a mere box of a place in a poor quar-
ter of the city; but the original busi-
ness was still conducted there. As
the traveler peecred into the shadowy
interior n voice pipe:l at his e¢lbow :

«sPlease, eir, will you buy me 2 weal
pie?”

The owner*of the voice was a small,
dishevelled person, with whoms a veal
pic or any other kind woull have
agreed right well. ‘The American Tte-
plied :

“How many boys do youn suppose
that shop woulil hold?”

] dunno. About fifteen or sicteen,
I shionld think.”

“Well, you go and get fifteen more
boys and bring them back here.”

The boy studied the maun’s face for
a moment, as if to ma%e sure he was
in the enjoyment of his senses, then
hurled himseli into a side street with
a yell. Haurdly a mionte elapsel be-
fore he returned, the bea:dl of a pro-
cession of sixteen gamins, nssorteld a3
to size anl clothing, unanimons in
appetite and hope. 'This razsed bat-
talion assembled close hehind the ben-
factor, and folloxod him precipitately
into the shop, when he aunouanceld
that he was going to give them all the
pie they wanted.

For a quarter of an hour the astoun-
ished baker serveld ‘‘weal an’ ‘am”
pies, hand over hand to the sixteen
astonished youths of Lonlon. while
the American sat and watchel the
scene with hardly less astonishment,
Fow words were spoken, and the on-
slaught was as fierce and persistent
while it last2d as the charge at Tel-el-
Kebir. The exhaustion of supplie:
brought the banquet to a close, nnl
the traveler paid the score, thinking
it little to pay in view of the fun he
had, while the boys tumbleld into
the street, cheering, anl went to
sprond tho news of this miracle
through the lanes of Loalon. — Phila-
dolphin Times,
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The Haudles Make Umbrellas Dear.

A thoroughly good silk nmbrelln
with a plain natural woo:l handle ean
be bought for 310; umbrellas are sold
up to $50, and as high ns $109, am
more; but above $10 the cost is iu the
handle. Of handles for umbrellas,
parasols, nud eanes there is an almost
bewildering variety; thers are thou-
sanls of different styles, in wood,
ivory, otals, minerals, horn, and
other materinls from all parts of the
world. There is a demand for new
woods.,  Somecuriously marked woo.ls
come from France, where the young
growing woods are eut with tools inan
variety of putterrd which nre mors or
less preserved in the nnturer growlh.
—New York Sun,

I 5l TN ST Rt

REV. DR, TALMAGE

The Eminent New York Divine's Sun.
day Sermon.

Kubject: “Surpnassing Splendor,”

Trxt: “Eye hath not seen nor ear heard,”
=1 Corinthians ii.. 9.

4] nm woing to heavon! T am aaing to
Lieaven! Heaven! Heaven! Heaven!" ‘These
were tho last words uttered a few days ago
by my precious wife ns she nseended to Le
with God forever, and is it not natural as
well as Christinnly approprinte that our
thoughts be much directe.d toward the clori-
ous residence of which St. Paul speaks in
tho text I have chozoen?

Tl_w city of Corinth has bean callel the
Yaris of antiquity. Indeed for splendor the
world holds nosuch wonderto-lay, Itstood
on an isthinus wazhed by two seaz, the ona
sea bringing the commerce of Furope, the
othier the commerce of Asin. From her
wharves, in the construction of which whole
kingdoms had been absorbe!, war galleyvs
with three banks of oars pushel out and
contounded the navy yards of all ths world.
_lluge handed machinery, such as modern
invention cannot equal, lifted ships from the
sea on one side and transported them on
trucks across the isthmusand set them down
in the sen on the other side. The revenue
ofileers of the eity went down through the
olive groves that lined the beach to colleet a
tariff from all Nations.

The mirth of alt people sported in her
Isthminn sames, and the beauty of all lands
sat in her theatres, walked her porticoes and
throew itsell on the altar of her stupendous
dissipations. Column and statue and temple
bewildered the beholder. Chere were whito
mnrble fountains into which, from apertures
at the shle, thera rushed waters everywhero
known for health giving qualiticz.  Around
theso basins. twisted into wreaths of stone,
there were all the beauties of seulpture and
architecture, while standing. ns ifto guard
the costly display. was a statue of Hercules
of burnished Corinthian brass. Vases of
terrn cofta adorned the cemeteries of tho
deal—vases so costly that Jullus Ciesar was
not satisficd until he had eapturcd them for
Rome.  Armed officials, tha “Corinthiarii,”
paced up and down to see that nostatue was
defaced, no pedestal overthrown, no bas re-
liof touched. TFrom the edge of the city a
hill arose, with its magnificent burden of
columns and towers amd temples (1000 slnves
awaiting at one shrine), and a citadel so
thorouszhly impregnable that Gibmltaris a
heap of sand compared with it. Amid all
that strength and mogeniticence Corinth
stood and defied the world,

Oh, it was not to rustics who had nuver
ecen anything grand that St Paul uttered
tPis text. They had heard the best musie
that had come from the best instruments in
all the world.  They ha:l heard songs float-
ing from morning porticoez and melting in
evening eroves.  They had passed their
whole  lives away among  pictures and
seulpture and architecture and Corinthian
brass, which had been moldeid and shaped,
until there was no ehariot wheel in which it
hiad not sped, and o tower in whieh it hal
not glittered, nnd no gateway that it had not
adornéd,

Aly, it was a bold thing for Paul to stand
there amid all that and say: “AlL thisis
nothing. These sounds that come from thoe
temple of Neptune aire not music compared
with the harmony of which I speak.  Thess
waters rushing in thebasinof Pyreneare not
pure.  These statues of Baechus  and Mer-
cury are not exquisite.  Yon citinlel of
Aerocorinthus is not strong compared with
that which I offer to the poorest slave that
puts down his burden at that brazen gate,
You, Corinthians, think this is a splendid
city. You think you have heand all sweel
sounds aind seen all beautiful sights, but I
tell you “eye hath not seen, nor car heard,
neither have entered  into the heart of man-
the things which God hath prepared forthem
that love Him."" i

You ses my text sets forth the idea that,
however exalt ' our ideas may be of heaven,
they eome far shorl of the reality.  Soms
wise men have been ealealating how many
furlonzs long and wide is  heaven, and they
have ealealated how many inhabitants there
are on the earth: how long the earth will
probably stand, and then they come to this
estimate—that-after all the natioes had been
gathered to heaven there will be &t room for
ench zoul, n rcom 16 feet long and 15 feet
wide. It would not be large enough for me,
1 am elad to know that no human estimate
is suffiefent to take the dimensions. “Eye
hath not seen, nor ear heard™ nor arithmetie
eateulated.

1 first remark that we ean in this world got
») fdeaof the health of heaven.  When you
were a child and you went out in the morn-
ing, how you bounded along the road or
street—yon hind never felt sorrow or sick-
nest!  Perhaps later—perhaps in these very
summer days—you felt 2 slow in your
cheek, and a spring in your step, and an ex-
uberance of spirits, nnd a elearness of eye,
that made you thank God you wero permit-
ted tolfve.” Tho nerves were harp strings=,
and the sunlight was a doxoloxy, and thoe
rustiing leaves were the rustling of the robes
of a great crowd rising up to priise tiw
Lord.” You thought that yon kunew what it
Was to be well, butthere is no perfect health
on carth. 'The diseases of past generations
come down to us. The afrs that tloat now
on the earth are unlike those which floated
above paradise.  They are charge:d with im-
purities and distempers.  The most elastic
and robust health of carth, compareld with
that which those experienee hefore whomtho
gates have been opened, is nothing but sick»
ness amd emaciation. Look at that sou
standing before the throne.  On carth she
was o lifelong invalid.  See her step now an:l
hear her voiee now!  Cateh, if you can. ond
breath of that celestial air. Health inall tho

wlsest Health of vision. Iealth of spirits.
mmortal health. No racking cough, no

sharp pleurisics, no consnming fevers, no
exhausting pains, no hospitals of wounded
men. Mealth swinging in theair Health
flowing in all the streams. Health blooming
on the banks. No headaches, no sidcaches,
no backaches. That child that died in the
agonies of croup, hear her voice new ringing
in the anthem! That old man that went
bowed down with the inflrmities of nge, seu
him walk now with the step of an immortal
athlete—forever young aga'n! That night
when the needlewoman fainted away in tho
garret, a wave of fho heavenly air resuscitat-
ed her forever. For everlasting years, to
have neither ache nor pain norw. akne:ss nor
fatigue. ‘*Eyc hathnot seen it, ear hath not
heard it."”

I remark furtljer that we can in this worll
get no just idea of the splendor of heaven.
St. John tries to deseribuit.  Ho says, “Tie
twelve gates are twelve earls,” and that
sithe foundations of the walls are garnishel
with all macuer of precious stones.”  As we
stand looking through the telescope of st
John we see g blaze of amethyst and poar
and emerald and sardonyxund chrysoprasis
and sapphire, a mountain of light, a catar-
uet of color, a sea of glass and a city like the
sufi,

§t. John bids us look agiin, nnd we see
thrones—thrones of the prophets, thrones of
the patriarchs, thronesot the nngels, thrones
of the apostles, thronesof the martyrs, throne
of Jesus, throneof God! Audwe turn rountd
to seo the glory, and it is—thrones: Throncs!
Thrones!

St. John bids us loox again, and we see
the great proeession of the redeemend passings,
Jesus, on a white horse, leads tho mareh,
and all the armies of salvation following on
white horses.  Infinite cavaleade passing.
passing; cmpires pressing into Hne, ages
following aves. Dispensation trampingon
alter dispensation, Glory in the track of
glory.  Europe, Asin, Africa and North and
South Ameriea pressing into lines, Islands
of the sea shoulder fo shoulder. Genera-
tions before the flood following penerations
after the flood, and as Jesus rizesat the head
of that great host anl waves IHis sword in
sienal of victory all erowns are lifted, and
all ensigns lung out, and all chimes range,
and all hallelniahs ehanted, and somo cry,
“(Hory to God most high!” and some,
“llosanna 1o the Son of David!” and some,
“Worthy is the Lamb that was slain? il all
tho exclamations of endearment amd homage
in the voeabulary of heaven are oxhnusted,
and there come up surge atter surgo of
“Amen! Amen! Amen!”

“Eye hath not seen it, ear hath not heard
i Skim from the summer waters the
brightest sparkles, and you will get no fden
of the sheen of the everlasting sea. Pilo up
the splendors of earthly cities, and they
wonld not make astepping stono by which
yon might mount to the eity of God, ) Fvery
house 18 a palnee,  Kvery stop a trinmph.
Every covering of the head o coronation,
Every meal s banguet,  Kvery s!ruku
from the tower is a wedding bell,  Every
day s n jubilee, every hour rapture and
overy moment i eestasy. ""I-,yn hath not
seen it, ear hath not heard it.

1 remark further wo can get no fdea on

(}

carth of thy reuntons of heaven,  H you

hava ever been across tho sea and met n
friend, or even an acquaintance, in somo
str:.m-.:n city, you remember how your blood
thrilled and how glad you wero to see him,
What, then, will be our joy, after we have
passed the seas of death, to meet in the
bright city of the sun those from whom we
bave long beon separated! Afterwo have
Leen away from our friends ten or fifteen
vears, and wo come upon them, wo ses how
differently they look. The hair has turned,
and wrinkles have come in thelr faces, and
we say, “How youhave changed!” But, oh
when we stand before the throne, all enres
gone from the face, all marks of sorrow dis-
appeared, and feeling the joy of that blessed
land, methinks we witl say to each other,
with an exultation we cannot now im-
asine, “How you have changed!” In
this world we only meat to part. It is
woodby, goodby. Farewells floating in tho
air.  We hear it at tho rail ear window an:d
at the steamboat wharf, Goodby! Children
lisp it; and old pze nuswers it.  Sometimes
we say it in a light way, “Goodby!” and
sometimes with anguish in which the soul
breaks down. Goodby! Ab, that is the word
that ends the thanksgiving banquet; that is
the word that comes in to close the Christ-
mas chant.  Goodby! Goodby!

jut not o in heavenr.  Welcomes in the
air, welcomes at the gates, welecomes at the
house of many mansions—but no goodby.
That group is constantly being augmented.
They are going up from our circles of earth
to join it—little voices to join the anthem,
little hands to take hold of it in the great
home circle,little feet to dance in the eternal
glee, little crowns to bo east down before the
feet of Jesus.  Our friends arein two groups
—a group this side of the river and a group
on the other side of the river. Now therv
coes one irom this to that, nnd another from
this to that, and soon we will all bo gono
over. liow mauy of your loved ones have
already entered upon that blessed place! If
I should take paper and peneil, do you think
I could put them all down? Ah, my friends,
the waves of Jordan roar sohoarsely weean-
not hear the joy on the other side where
their group is augmented. It Is graves here
and coffins and hearses here.
A little ehild’s mother had died, and they
comforted her. They said: ¢“Your mother
has goneto heaven. Don’t ery,” and tho
noext day they went to the graveyard, and
they Inid the body of the mother down into
ground, and the little zirl came up to tho
verge of the grave, and looking down at the
body of her mother said, *‘Is this heaven?”
1, we have no idea what heaven is. It is
the grave here. It is darknesshere, but thero
is merry reaking yonder.  Methinks when a
soul arrives some angel takes it around to
show it the wvouders of that blessed place.
Thao usher nneel sayvs to the newly arrived:
“Theso are the martyrs that perished at
Piedmont; these were torn to piezes at the
inquisition; this is tha thrune of the great
Jehovah: this is Jesus!"™ L am going to see
Jesus,” suid o dying negro boy.  “I am go-
ing to sea Josus,” and the missionary said,
“Ypu are sure you will see Him?”  +Oh,
yes, That's what [ waat to go to heaven
for.” “But,” said the misssonary, “‘supposo
that Jesus should go away from heaven,
what then? “I should follow him.” saisd
the dying negro boy. *‘But if Jesus weat
down to hell, what then?’ Tie dying boy
thougit for &t moment, and then hs said,
3[asza, where Jesus is there eanbono hell!”
Oh, to stand in 1lis presence! That will
be heaven! Oh, to put our hand in that
hand whieh was wounded for us on the eross
—to goaround amid all the groups of tho
redeened and shake hands with prophets
and apostles and mariyrs aml with our own
dear, heloved ones! That will be the great
reunion. We cannot imagine it now, our
loved ones seem so far away.  When we are
in trouble amd lonesome, tiwey don’t seem to
come to ns.  We o on the banks of the Jor-
dan and call aeross o them, but they
don't seem to hear.  We say:  “Is it well
with the ehild?  Is it well with the loved
ones?’ and wo listen to hear if any
voice comes back over the water. None!
None!  Unbelief says, “They are dead and
extinet forever,” but, blessed be. God, wo
have a Bible that tells us different.  Weopen
it and find that they are neither dead nor
extinet; that they never were so much alive
as now; that they aro ,only waiting for our
coming, and that we shall join them an tho
other side of the river.  Oh, glorious re-
union, we cannot grasp it now!  “Eye hath
not seen, nor ear heard, neither haveenterad
into the heart of man the things which God
hath prepared for them that love Hin.”
I remark again, wo can in fhis world get
no iden of the song of heaven.  You know
there is nothing more inspiriting than music.
In the battle of Waterloo the Hidhlanders
were giving way, and Wellington found out
that the band3 of musie had ceased playing.
Hesent a quick dispateh, telling them to
play with utmost spirit a battle mareh.
The musie started, the Highlanders were”
rallied, and they dashed on till the day was
won. We appreciate the power of seenlar
musie, but do we appreciate tho power of
sacredsong?  There is nothing more inspir-
ing to me than a wholo congregation lifted
up on the wave of holy melody. Whon we
sing azomo of those dear old psaims and
tunes they rouse all the memories of the
wst.  Why, some of them were eradlo songs
n our father’s house.  They are all spark-
ling with the morning dew of a thousand
Christian Sabbaths,
They were sung by brothers and sisters
gone now, by voices that were aged and
Lroken in the musie, voices none the less
sweet beeaitse they did tremble and break.
When I hear these old songs sung it seems as
if all the old country meeting homes joined
in the chorus, and Seotch kirk and sailor’s
Bethel and Western eabins, uatil the whole
sontinent 1ifts tho doxology and the seepters
of eternity Leat time to the music. Away
then with your starveling tunes that chill
the devotion of the sanetuary and make the
cople sit silent when Jesus i3 coming to
r03anni.
But. my frienls, if music on earth i3 s)
swoeet, what will it be in heaven? They all
Lknow the tune there. Methinks the tune of
heaven will be made up partly from thy
songs of carth, the best parts of all our
hymns and tanes going to addd to the song of
Moses and the Lamib.  All the best singerzof
all the ages will join it—c:hoirs of whito
robed children. Chairs of patriarehs! Choirs
of apostles! Morning stars elapping their
eymbals! Harpers with their harps! Great
anthems of God roll on, roll! on! Other em-
pires joining the harmony till the thrones
are full of it and the Nations all saved.
Anthem shall touen anthem, chorus join
chorus, and all the sweet sounds of carth
nnd henven be poured into the ear of Christ.
David of the harp will be there. Ciabriel of
the trumpet will be there. Germany re-
deemed will pour its deepbass voiee into the
song. and Afcica will add to tho music with
Lior matehless voices.
I wish we could anticipate taat song. 1
wish in the closing hymns of the churches
to-dny we might catch an echo that slips
from the gates. Who knows but that when
thoe heavenly door opens to-lay to let some
goul {hrough thera may come forth the
strain of tho jubilant voices until we catch
it? Oh, that ns the song drops down from
heaven it might meet half way a song com-
ing up from carth!

Unpleasantly Surprised.

“rhe fact of painting a fly or bee so
true to nature that the observer at-
tempis to brush it away is not so Jditli-
cult as is generally supposed,” remark-
ed a painter of still life. *“The art lies
in making the inseet stand out from the
background.  Not long ago a patron
brought me six saucers and a eard up-
en which was pinned a house conti-
pede, or sthousand legs,” requesting
me to copy it exactly upon each of the
saucers, so that the base of the eup
would cover it. 1 did so.  Afterward
he told me that he had given a litt)o
e party, and without the knowledge
of his wife had substituted the painted
caucers for the plain ones. s amuse-
ment consisted in observing the horri-
f;ed expression on the faces of the
cuests when they raised their cups amd
the quickness with which they put
them down again to keep the monster
hnprisoned. 1t was only when the host-
ess noticed that none of the guests
drank thelr tea that the deception was
discovered.”
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fudyard Kipling Is poing back to
rata I the fall and announces that he
will publish @ new book on “Back-
woods Life In Amerlea.”  As he has
lived fn Vermont and New York of
sourse he Is well aualified to discuss

that subject,




