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3 “FICE P YPICE, COUNTING HOUSE AND C()ll_l‘OR.-\'I‘l(l.\' n.()mg R EI-:I’_—
wll‘{'l(!"‘i-‘(l){'lxl\{\o()“llh\’l??\gllll)‘}:j\r‘\"(ll{ﬁ.\'G nr‘e idéutical with t‘hAo usage in the pest bnsn_nvs,h;misus:
\\:e l‘!'nd i}. n{-cosé:nry to give daily instruction in Spelling, Grammar, Penmanship, Arith

metic and Correspondence,
Lectures on Commercinl Law, Current events, &e., are delivered weekly,

\ WRITING COURSES UNEXCELLED.
l)asv; '(':’lf?s?clejﬁ-[?.;?en.p il ik} Night Classes open Sept $th,

EATON & BURNETT BUSINESS COLLEGE.

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

JOHN HARRIS,

SYKRKESVILLILE MDD,

——--Manufacturer of and Dealer in——

Saddls, Brdles, Haress, Lap Spreads, FIyNets, Horse Blankets,Robes, Gllars, Whips,

Arness: Machine Oils, Axle Grease, Collar l":l‘(lﬂ, etc., and
ppis ““(;v‘c‘\.l;;'li.hli1‘1(-,,-'hll:.l‘(pt ;n’:\ Firs{:()luss’ll:\rucss Store.
: R PROOF DRESSING | SELL FOR BUGGY TOPS
s WILL MAKE THEM LIKE NEW.,

THE BEST ANLE GREASE MADE-SIX 1BOXES FOR 25¢,

LAY ROBES and FANCY DUSTERS.... vees--ifle wp

BUGGY WHIPS from......... 10¢ up t a bargain in them.

Bought {1y nets vefore the advance came ¢rmsequently you can ge

EVERYTHING IN THE HORSE LINE.

LUMBER! LUMBER!

—0OF AT.T, KITNISI——
FRAMING TIMBER. FENCING and POSTS,
SCANTLING. BRIDGE PLANK and SHEATHING
1t very low prices. Will pay you to call, or send orders at once
BirLs or LUMBER sawed to order on SHORT NOTICE.

WOOD! WOOD! IN PLENTY!
SAWED STOVE LENGTSHS TO SUIT and SPLI'T. Delivered in
LARGE or SMALL QUANTITILES.——

Give me acall and satisfy vourself of quality. Ordersby mail receive prompt attention’

ELLICOTT CITY, MD. | HAMILTON OLDFIELD.

ON

BI@‘ ?EQ?ETS Small Investments.

Returning prosperity wi!l make many rich, but nowhere can they make so much withina
short time as by successtul Speculation in Grain, Provisions and Stock.

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

originated by us.  All successtul speculators operate on a regular svitemn,

Itisa wull_—knm\'_n fact thar there are thousands of wen in ull patts of the United States who,
by systematic truding throush Chicago brokers, matke large amounis CVery yeur, ranginge from
8 few thousand dotlars for the man who investsa hundred or two hundred dollars up to 859,-
W io _slw.l\mu.r more by those who invest a few - housand. M

l‘t is ultsln_u l:lwt that those wh ,l m'tikc the lnrgest protits from comparatively small invest-
ments on this plan are persons who live awiiy from Chicago and invest through brokers who
thoroughly undersiand systematic tradiner., B i Sl

Our plan does not 1i=k the whote amount invested on any trade, but covers both sides. so
illmt'\\;l_wthcr the merket rises or falls it brings a steady protit. that piles up enormousiy ina

tort. time. -
ngl'_l'l. l—"()n gnsrl.\'(:l.\'g: PROOFS, _:1!50 our Manual on successful speculation and
our l)_;ul) Market huport: fuil of money-unaking pointers. ALL FR&EE, Our Manual explaina
margin trading fully.  Highest ret- rences in regard to our standing and success.
For further information address

THOCMAS & CO., Bankers and Brokers,

241-242 Rialto Building, CHICAGO, ILL:

THE MILBURN

U STEEL WAGON.

0
AXLE b

THE BEST J&
WAGON

THE GALE CHILLED PLOW!

Its Superior not made.

Theaz are but two of the many aiticles in cur stock which we claim, take the lead,
t="Call and see our stock. The most varie in Baltimore.
SEEDS IF'OIR GARDEN AND FIELD.
TERTILIZERS TTOR SPICIAL CRROPPS.
AGRICULTURAL PARDWARE VYOR FARY AND LAWN.
DAIRY GOODS, POULITRY SUPPLIES.

- IMVERYTHING PO THEFE FPFARM.—

E¥ =eml for our new Catnlogue,

MARYLAND AGRICULTURAL CO.,

32 W. PRATT STREET, BALTIMORE, MARYLAND.

ERNER BROY,

—DEAT.ERS ITIN—

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.
TFGET OUR PRICES BEFORE PURCHASING ELSEWHERE., /&1

3 AN iz

= -UNDERTAKING.-

‘The Livery and Undertaking businezs of the late Clinton Easton will he continned
by the undersigned. (alls to take charge of ru~NgRars in Howard and adjoining
countics attended to on the snmonrtesT NoTicE and at any distance on the most

REASONABLE TERMS.

rost snonroved mnd tastefal dezlgea, 72
oo atrial o/ the rusnic, £33 vl gusyatics
entigiaction ia all encces.

LUZOT3ATIALING SHILLEPULLY PoRFORMIZD
Gihe Gld Stand, Mala dtroci. DL 1006 SUPY, ML,

Wi Gl CAETCH, Ci% 3 o D A TG B AR EA RO
T TiMES has over 6oco readers week'y, therefore is

the best advertising medium,  Subscription price one dollar.

Six pages.
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MEILODIRS,

A robhin sang,
Tho dnll world wakenad from {ts slee,
£ast off its robe of winter sadness,
The leaves from Londage *gan to deeps
The brooks o’crflowe.l in jol'y madness,
All nature listened to the warnins
And laughed with glee in springtime’s mern-
ing
When robin sang,

A poet sang.
It was a song that reached the heart
O many a man, of every woma-
It was the frait of periecet ars,
It showed a power divinely human,
His name was known to all, and thep
Fame on her tablets wrote it, when
The poet sang.

A mother sang.
Two little evetids blinked and droopei,
And bright euris nestled on her breast,
Contentment’s bounty richly trooped;
Sweet innocence feund loving rest.
Tho slumber fairics tiptoed near,
And all the angels stopped to hear

When mother sang,
—Charies E. CooYk, in Godey's Lady Bool,

A MODERN CUPID.

E was smail and
sallow-facod
and not partie-
ularly clean ;
the half of a
pair of old
bracessupport-
ed his princi-
pal and most
necessary gar-
ment, e huge

mufiler wes twisted around his neck
and wound several times round his
small body before the ends finally
found a resting pluce inside his trous-
ers; over this mufiler he wore an old
and frayed Eton jrucket buttoned tight-
ly across, or pinned where the but-
tons were missing. An ancient vair of
women’s boots, many sizes too Inrge
and displaying a wealth of tees, com-
pleted his indiseriminate attire.

His hair, which would apparently
have been of & vividly red hue had
there been suflicient of it to admit of
an impartial judgment as to its color,
was cropped very short.  Ilis eyves
were keen and bright, nud forever on
the wateh, probably from force of
habit or the nceessity of eircum-
stance. Ile was very thin and very
nctive, and probably some twelve
smoky Lioudon summers had passed
over his head.

I was a young and strngaling doe-
for 1n the East lind of Londun at the
time, with hard worlk snd  poor
patients, and my first introduction to
tire boy was on acvount of a ficrce and
dendly fenmity whieh had grown up
bhetween the yonth who dusted my
gurgery nnd enrried ont my melicine
and the ragged one, who was known,
by the way, ns “Ginger Green”—an
appellation which surely points to a
love of eolor dormunt in the breasts
of the great nnwashed, adverse eriti-
cisms notwithstanding.

The enmity terminuted in what was,
T believe, loeally known asz a *‘scrap,”
outside my surgery door, in which my
vouthful  assistant was severely
mauled. In addition to the injuries
inflicted upon himseli his basket was
knocked over in the ecufile and sev-
eral bottles broken. I happened to
return nt the moment of the latter
catastrophe, and seized **Ginger” by
the cotlar and bore him inside, with
the object of inflicting summary chas-
tisement. Ihad deagged him into the
surgery and close:d the door before he
fully realized his position, nnd then
he crouched on the floor huddled up
in a heap, with one arm put up to
shield his head.

He was such n forlorn httle figure
and so very helptess that ali thoughts
of punishment vanished from my
mind., I merely stoodl over him
awniting the turn of events.

“‘Garn!” he exclnimed. *“*Who yer
ittin® of? I ain’t done nuflink.”

“I think you have done a great
deal, my youug friend,” [ ventured
to suxgest. **What do yon mean by
breaking bottles and punching inoffen-
sive errand boys?”

“I didn’t want to break no bottles,
guv'nor. What's ’e want to go givin
me ’s lip for, eh? 'Ii’s always at it.”

“I regret that he should have of-
fended your deep sensibilities,” I re-
plied, “‘but who is going to pay for
the medicine?”

That question rendered him sudden-
iy silent and serious. He shuflled to
his feet, and stood there furtively
glancing round the room and hope-
lessly thrusting his hands into oneand
another of his ragged pockets.

“Was it inuch, guv'nor?” he asked,
glauciag up at me wistfully.

““Xore than you could pay.” T re-
plied. **Isupposel had bhetter send
for & policemun.”

The awful nature of his situation
appeared fnlly to  dawn upon him.
Ile cast one hungry glanece towards
the closed door and another to the
window, then drew his ragged sleeve
across his eyes and began to cry.

It warn’t my fault, guv’nor, sw’elp
me, it warn’t. 1 was a dobbin’ ’im on
thiie kisser and never ceed ’is bawsket,
guv’nor,”

1 restrained a sudden inclination to
Inugl:ter an:d spoke seriously.

“What's your name?”

“‘Gircen, guv'nor; they calls me Gin-
ger.”

“Well, Ginger,” [ replied. *‘are you
aware that those hottles of medicine
were for two people—three people, in
fact—who are very seriously ill, and
who are waiting for it 2"

IHe beeame more solemn than ever.

“Oh, lor!” he exclnimed ina breath-
less whisper; *“wiil they pop 1t, guv’
nor?”

“Pop it!"
you mean?”’

“Die—guv'nor—die.”

“l think it's very likely,” I snid, as
gravely as 1 could.

“Uawn’t yer send 'em some more?”

] might do that, but -="

“Ii you mix upsome more, guv'nor,
and tell me where they live, I'll eut
round wiv it now—straight, I will,
guv'nor.”

I looked in some wonderment at
him; he wns so desperately in earnest.
But the end of the matter was, that
made np the medicine afresh and, ns
my owa hoy was still dressing  his
wonnds and anvinting them with
maudlin tears, T gave the bottles into
the hands of Ginger, with many ia-
word misgivings nud many directions,

“Oh, 1 knowa 'em,” ho enid, listen-
ing engerly.  ¢‘Billy Colling lives in
the buildings; 1 a2e¢d Lis muvver go

I echocd. *“*What do

in just now. This ole gnl,* indicating
nnother bottle, *’angs ont up Angel
court ; this one iives in our ’ouse.”

“All right,” 1 snid. ¢“But be quick.”
“Right ron are, guvnor.” IHe
turned abt the door and came hack
azain.  *“Ain’t I to give ’em no Q’ree-
tions sbout the doses, nor nnflink ”

*“Certainly not; 1t’s all put on the
bottles—on the Iabels. Aund come
bacik here when you have delivered
them, so that T mny know that yon
have left them properly. Do you un-
derstand?” '

He scemed doubtiul for a moment,
but immediately nod.le:d his head, and
was out of the door like a flash, and I
saw him from the window, geudding
down the street, followed by a crowd
of gamins who lhad waited outside to
hear the result of his eapture,

In an ineredible shori space of time
he was back agnin. He passed his
late enemy, who opened the door,
with lordly indifference, and marched
straight into the surgzery.

“I done it, guv'nor,’ he saul
breathlessly.  **Billy Collins’s muv-
ver thought I was a-guying ’er, butl
told 'er to ’old '’is mose, an’ rub ’is
stummick when it was down, nnd o
she seed I knowed the ropes n bit, and
took it.  'I’other ones was all right.”

“I didn’t ask you to give instrue-
tions to Mrs. Collins or to anyone
elsc,” I snid, severely.  **Are yon
sure you gave the people the proper
Lottles?”

¢ *Course T did, guv’'nor.
read ?” he replied, scornfnlly.
yer does write a queer fist;
wouldn’t pass the third standard.”

I saw n great deal of Ginger Green
after that, and the more I saw of him
the more I liked him. Ihad thoughts
of taking him into my service, in some
capacity, but he was in every way too
erratic. I discovered from casual
questioning that he gained something
of n livlihcod by selling newspapers
and matches. that his mother went out
**charing,” and that his father was an
nuthority, by reason of long experi-
ence, ou the liquor question.

I engnged him ounee to run errnnds
for me, and provided him with some
decent clothing; but he was missing
for several days afterwards, aud when
he returned he wore his old clothes.

In explanation he informed me that
“farver 'ad shored ’em np the spout,”
and mentioned an establ.shment near
nt band fover who:¢ doorway hung
three brass balls.  After that I gave
up the attempt.

I suppose it happens to all men at
some time or other of their lives, no
matter what their poverty, or the
keenness of their struggle for exis-
tence nmy be, to fall in Jove. 1 know
that it happened to me at that time,
even in the midst of the busy life I
led—perhaps by very reason of it. 1
know that T nm grateful, in this Iatter
time, for the love that came to me
then, and hns Leen the guiding power
of my life since.

Mary Easmcead was one of thoze pure
and gentle women whom ope some-
times meelis on this dul!l earth of ours,
and it was my lot to meet her fre-
quently in my daily work. She wasa
nurse, attached to one of the mnuy
charitable associntions which have for
their object the nursing of the poor
in their own homes, and her blessel
angel face carried hight, and hope, and
God’s sweeter things, into many n
fever-stricken den, nnd into many a
home that was no home, save in ile
name.

She was so sweet and quiet —such a
softened emblem of all the better pos-
sibilities of hie, tbhet I hesitated to
breathe anything of my love for her.
More than this, I was poor, and I hal
nothing to offerany woman that would
draw her to me; such was my thought.

I met her often, in the many squalid
places to which 1T was called; some-
times she came to the surgery in
urgent eases—rare amld hurried visits,
the memeory of which I treasared.

On-<e she came Iate at night to sum-
mon me. I remember now how T saw
her then, standing in the iittle sur-
gery, with the neat little bonnet, with
itsdependent veil, shrouding enviously
the wavy brown hair.

*I am so sorry, Dr. Richards,” she
said, **bat there is n boy who is very
ill, and I want you to come to him.
it’s fever, and he has been taken sud-
denly; T have got ham in bhed.”

“I’'il come atonce, nurse,” I said.
“But there is nothing to be sorry
about ; the pity is that youshould have
to keep at it like this, at all hours of
the day and night.”

“Ob, that’s nothing I” shennswered,
smiling.  *‘I'm usged to it.”

“J have often wondered,” I said, ns
we walked on towards the place, ““‘that
you have never taken up some quicter
branch of your profession. There are
so many better patients whom vyou
might get; so many Dbelter people
among whom you might work, under
improved conditions, as regards com-
fort, and ="

“*No, no,” she said, hurriedly. I
—1 have no wishto chanze. Ihike
these people. I am glad to Lbe able to
help them, even g little.”

“Who is your patient?” T asked,
presently. *‘Do I know him?2?”

“Oh! he is a mozt terrible boy,”
she replied, Inughing, **the terror of
all the people nbout here. 1 believe
his name is Green.”

“Not Ginger Green!” [ cried. ¢I
haven’t seen him for n day or two, aad
wondered what was the nmatter.

“I believe that is the title they give
him,” she said, smiling.  ““IHereisthe
place—miund this step—I am used to it,
you sce. Shall I go first ?”

She went up the dark and rotten
stairease, that creaked even heneath
ier light trend, and I followed. Ina
room at the top of the house [ found
the boy on a wretched hed, tossing in
a high fever. e nadded, in s old
patronizing fashion, amd spoke in-a
weak voice:

“Lore® Inmmy ! 'Things i3 a lookin'
up! My doctor—an' my nuss! *“Adn’t
yer better "old a consooltashun about
this ’ere case, guv'nor? An’ I'll tike
a little shampine, if it don’t mste no
odds, an’ I’ll ’ave it dry.”

"“Yea'll be quiet, Ginger,” I eaid,
coatrolling my face, “‘and keep still,
and do exactly ns the nursetells yon,”

“Right yer are, guv’nor,” he re-
joined, philosophiceally.  “On’y mind
yer keep my strength up; 1 mustn’t be
let down—my constitooshun won't
stand it."”

Ie was certeinly very ill, but Mary
vas with him almost night and day,
and T went to gee him ay often as pos-
sible, for rensons not wholly conneect-
ed with himself. 1t was on one of
thoso occasions that I first confessed

Can't I
“But
yer

my love to her! perchanco something
of her loneliness—her bravery in that
squalid room—drew the confession
from me. Ginger was almost conval-
escent then, and had, after his delir-
inm, fallen into a sleep which told me
that his danger was over.

To my surprise, Mary Esmond
shrank away from me and covered her
fice with her hauds.

*It has come at last,” she s:ud, in a
low voice, sobbing bitterly as she
spoka  “T have known that that first
mistake must cling to mo forever; 1
have known that some day I should
meet some good man who would love
me, nnd who could be to me all that I
could desire, and that then that mis-
take should hold me back and say:
‘You shall not ¢

I was beside her 1n an instant and
my arms were about her.

‘“Mary, for the love of Henven,” I
said, *“don’t torture me like this.
What mistakes do you mean? What
mistako ean you have made, at any
time, my darling—""

But she thrust me away from her.

“I must tell yon; you must know
now. I had thought to hide it here,
to bury myself here, and live my life,
and do some little good, and be re-
membered, perchanee, for that, and
the rest forgotten. DBut it cannot be,
I sappose. I—I nm grateful, Dr,
Richnrds, for all that yon have said;
I am more, much more than grateful.
But it cannot be. I—am a married
woman.”

I looked at her incredulously, and
would have spoken, but she stopped
me gently and went on.

““When I left school I met a man
who was, to my girlish faney, all that
my dreams had painted; I ran away
and married him. Only too soon I
discovered the bitter wreck I had
maude of my life. 1 will not dwell upon
it; suflice it that he was n coarse and
common creature, possessing no mnn-
Iy attributes. 1 lett him; I fought
my way nlone; I trained myself for
this; I hid myself here. IIe may find
me again when be wants money. That
is my story.”

In my pity and distress I took her
in my arms again, and she leant her
hend upon my breast, and cried there
softly for n few minutes,

It was just ot that moment that
Ginger awoke, nnd we were startled
by the exclamation, in n weak voice:

*“Oh, my eye!”

Mury sprang away and busied her-
self with the windowcurtain ; I walked
across to the patient, who was regard-
ing me with a grin.  As I drew near,
he whispered :

“\i’t shen dnisy,guv’nor. Bat, guv’-
nor, straight, I didn’t menn fo say
nuflink; 1 "aven’t crabbed it, ’ave L.”

Thereafter Ginger’s admiration and
gratitnde to his “nuss,” as he ealled
her, knew no bounds.  Ie would fol-
low her respectfully at n distancze; he
neglected his precarious business dis-
gracefully in order to be near her and
to perform small serviees for her.

One night, eome months after his
iliness, he burst suddenly into my
surgery, and sank into a chatr, and
regarded me with a blank expression
of terror. I saw that he was trembling
in every limb.

“Gawd elp me, guv'nor,” he whis-
pered. ““I’ve done it this time, an’
no error, It'sa ’anging job—that’s
wot it is, guv'nor.”

By degrees 1 got his story from him,
told in jerks.

“f wasa walkin' along be'ind my
nuss, when a bloke “e stopsin front of
’er, an’ speaks an’ she shoves ‘er "ands
on ’er face, and begins to ery. Then
the bloke lays ’old of ‘er arm, and
speaks rough like, an’ shakes ’er, nw’
‘e suys, ‘So U've found yer, 'ave I," an’
‘e shakes her agnin.  An’ I rashes up
to’im and I jumps on ’im, an’ ’e stag-
aers, wi' mo on top of im an’—oh,
Liord!—he goes right over in theroad,
an’ a railway wan was a comin’ round
the corner, aud it misses me, nn’ goes
slap over ’is ’ed. An’ it warn’t my
fault, guv'nor—sw’elp me, it warn’t;
I on’y meant to make ’im let go of my
nuss. An® they've took ’im to the
‘orspital, guv’nor.”

1 had started up, in my excitement,
when I snddenly saw Mary’s quiet fig-
ure in the room,  Iler upraised hand
stopped me.

“Yon ean do nothink,” she suid, in
a low voice.

‘g he—"'

“Dead. Died hefore he reached
the hospital—almost before the eab
started.”

“And—Mary—was he—" T beann.

“Yes, the wan of whom I spoke to
you.”

Mary and I were marriel fome
twelve months after {hat, and the
sense of the fitness of things urged us
both to do something for Ginger; but
he stoutly deelined. We gee him
sometimes; lie was even preseut at our
quiet wedding, and scandalized every-
one by standing on his hands, in the
presence of a very diguitied beadle, in
the chureh porch.

But he persists in livinz his old
life; his *‘seraps’ with neighboring
urchins are a8 numerous as ever ; and
I firmly Dbelieve he wears the same
suit of clothes.

But we have not lost sight of him,
and we cherish  hopes.—Hlustrated
Bits.

—_— e e —
Exneriments With Yoldiers® Ratioas,

A packing company of this city is
making experiments in condensed food
to be used by the nrmy on foreed
marches.  Specinl cans were made,
The smaller one conti.ivs seven ounces
of bacon aud the large one about
twenty-cight ouncea of hard bread,
soup and coflee, the two Intter in the
form of egquare tablets. The entire
package weighs thirty-five ouuces,
and contains nhout sixty-five enbie in-
ches of food.  In the larzer can the
sonp and coffee can be cooked,  'I'ho
ration is suflicient to last over a day.
The first practieal test will be made by
troops lenving Fort Liogan, Col., ona
twenty days’ march, September 5. —
Times,

—

Tarantula Teade,

According  {to a Daswdena  (Csl.)
paper the eapturing and shippiong of
turantulas may by cinssed as one ol
tho industries of the DPacilic const,
T'he business in this unique traflic re-
sulled Iast yenr in the shipment from
that place of over 20,000 turantulas to
meet {the demand of the tourist trav-
eler and it is estimated that in tho
Inst five years 250,000 spiders havo
been gold,--Detroit I'rco Press,

POIULAR SCIENCE,

A flash of lightning is often a 1nile
long.

Artificinl ivory is now made fron
condensed skim milk.

Prussian blue paint is made frow
the ashes of the burnt hoofs of horses

When a snake has gorged itseli with
a large meal, its skin is so stretched
that the seales are some distance apart.

'U'he New York Central Railroad ran
a train from New York to Buffalo the
other day, 436% miles, in six hours
and forty-seven minutes.

Papier mache iz now nsed in con-
structing Dbicyclas. It is enid thag
these machines stand the wear and
tear of heavy road work very well.

The sting of a Lee, when compared
with the point of a fine needle, ander
a powerini microscope, is hardly dis-
cernible. The point of the needle ap-
pears to be about an inch in diameter,

The Omaha Street Railway Company
is being sued for $250,000 damages
for injury done by the eiectric cux-
rents, which it turns loose in the
grouud, to the pipes of the water
works company. 'The pipes are rapid-
ly destroyed by electrolysis.

There is no lower limit to wave
lengths 1 the “ether. An  electro-
magnetic wave produced once n sec-
ond is 186,090 miles long: a wave to
affeet the eye is one-fiity-thonsandth
of an inch long, and soap-bubble phe-
nomena show waves much shorter.

A sound vibration is the to-and-fro
motions of the air molecules, if the
sound be in air, the motions beinzx in
the line of the movement of the air
wave; that is, lodgitudinal vibrations,
The nir particles act upon the tym-
panic membrane and canse it to move
to and fro at the same rate.

It is reported ofiizially thas there
are 9133 science ciasses in BEazland at
present and some 183,12) studentsnt-
tending them. The rcport states that
there are fully 10,000 fewer science
students in the couutry than there
were last year. This falling oft’ is said
to bz due to the recent orsanization
of purely technical colleges.

Oil is no longer to be poured on
troubled water. It is to be tired like
u shell from a gun.  As n wave ap-
proaches n shell filled with oil is to be
precipitated in its direction. 'f'he
shell will be perforate:dl with  small
holes, so that the oil will rue out
slowly and continue its work for a
greater length of time than would
otherwise be the case.

Tiie reason why chips are notstruck
by lightning s atiributel to the gen-
eral use which is now made of wire
rope for rigging purposes, as well as
to the fact that the hulls of ships are
usually cunstructed of iron or steel.
Thus the whole ship forms an excel-
Ient and continuous conmductor, by
means of which eleetricity is led away
into the ocenn before it has time to do
any serions damage.

The Daazerons Syserar Woaale,

The sperm whale is an extremely
awkward fish to approach, for at times
she uses her month (the lower jav of
which is armed with o formidable row
of teeth), tlnkes and tail with terrible
effeet. "There is an instance of a fish
destroying three boats and injuring
the ship itself; and theship Issex was
astually sunk by nsperm  deliberately
charging her twice,

Sir W. L Gore-Booth says: **Ihe
best way to approach this tish is heal
on, under sail if possible, ns, owing
to the position of her eyes, she caunos
see well ahead, The other alternative
recommended is {o nppronch the whale
from behind on the starboard side, so
as to give 2 right handed dari., . The
boat, ranging alongside, prozeads par-
allel to the fish one or two inthoms,
or possibly three o: four, from her,
until fur enough forwarld, when the
harpoon is thrown into the bhaei”

But none of these precantions wag
requirel by n lucky settler on the
west const of New Zaalaud, wao, whiie
ptgeon  shookting, lhappened on a
school of twenty-seven lying dead on
the baach, anl who hl merely to put
his mark on ewch to make the whole
his property. The whales, whict
varied in size from n baby of seven
feet to o monster of sixty, lny mainly
in pairs for a space of about four
miles. On the whole they were in ex-
cellent condition, and there is no ex-
planation as to what drove them
ashore, thongh it is noteld that thoe sea
had been exeeptionally ronzgh for some
time previously,

Ona diiteren$ pari of the seaboard
a whale of another species, eighiy-six
feet in length, had been found under
similar cireumstances a little before
this great find. 'The dizcovery not
unnaturally attracte:d a lnrge amount
of attention, and everybody in the!dis-
triet went to view the stranded levi-
athan.  Lmek follows Iuck, and s»
another settler, bent on sa errand of
curiosity, cune upon S9) ounces of
ambergris some two miles away,—
Black and White.

e
An Aufidote tor Poisou Tvy.

A friend who is very susceptible to
poison oak and ivy, anl who has suf-
fered terribly from it, tells me thas
the best thing he has found is the
tincture of grindella. Dilute it with
about three parts of water an 1 bathe
the affected parts. I should Dbe ap-
plied as soou as the irritation is felt
nnd before the characteristic pustules
appear.  Applied at this time 1t will
prevent the formation of the pustnles
und soon check the irritation.  bBai
if not applied nuntil {he pustules ap-
pear, it will only prevent the forma-
tion of new pustules, and thus check
the spreading of the aftection to ofher
parts; the pustules that are slready
formed will simply take their course
without spreaading. The  diluted
tincture should be applied to the af.
fected parts as often ns two or three
times every hour.—Rural New Yorkor.

Don’t Like MHedwses,

Bicyclists in the region roand abond
St. Johns, Mien,, have a queer but
substantial grievance.  'I'he tields and
favms therceabouts are hounded and
guarded with quick-set hedges instoad
of by fences. At this time of year the
farmers trim their hedges, nul ns o
consequence all the roads inthe rezion
are strewn thickly with honghs full of
briers, sharp slivers of tough woold
and shirt snippings of hedgo points,
which pancture bicyelotires as tenlily
and perhaps more serionsly than steel
wevg, — Washingten Star,

REV. DR. TALMAGE,

SUNDAY’S DISCOURSIS
NOTIID DIVINE,

BY THIE

Subject: ¢An Angelic Rescue.”
TexT: “Beboll the fire and the wood,

but where is the lambz" —Genesis xxii,, 7.

Hers are Abraban and Isane, tho ons a
kind, old. gracious, affectionate father, tho
othera brave, obedient, relizious son. From
his bronz:1 appearancs you can tell that
t’his son has heen much in the flelds, and
irom his shagey dress vou know that ke
has l_wcu watehing the herds. The mount-
ain air hes painted his cheokx rubicund, s
is twenty or twenty-fivg or, =25 somo sup-
pese, thirly-thres vears” of  age, neverthe-
l(‘s.s: it Loy, considering the lensth of life to
Wwhich people lived in those times and tho
lt((:c-:lll;‘uttlu‘ son m:\':'r"is nrlythiuz; ,ll'l! a boy

ither, T remember that my father
uszed {o come into the house when the chil-
dren were home on some festal oceasion
and say, “Whero are the boy#?"* although
the boys™ were twenty-five nuad thirty anl
thirty-five years of zxe. - So this Isane is
only a boy to Abrakam. “and this father's
heart is in him. It is Isaac here and Isane
there, 1f there s any festivity around the
father’s tent, Isaac must enjoy it. It is
Tzane’s walk, and Isaae's apparel, and
manners, nnd lsane’s prospeets, and Isane's
prosperity.  The father’s heactstrings are
#ll wrapped around that boy aud wrappad
again, until ninz-tenths of ~ the old man's
life is in Isane. I can just imnginoe how
lovingly and proudiy he looked at his only
son,

Well, the dear old man -hal horne a erent
deal ol trouble, aml it had left its mark
upon him.  In hteroglyphics of wrinkle the
story was written from forehead to chin.
But now his trouble seems all gone, and wo
are glud that he is very soon to rest forever,
If the el man shall get decrepit, Isane is
strong enough to wait on him. Ifthe father
zet dim of eyesight, Izaaz will lead him by
the hand. Ii the fathe: beeome destitute
Isaae will earn bim bread.  How glad wo
are that the ship that has been in sueh a
stormy sea iscoming at lust into the harhor.
Are you not rejoiced that ¢lorious old Abra-
ham is through with his troubles? No. no!
A thunderboit!  Fromn that elear enstern
sky thero drops into that father’s tent n
voice with an announcement enoush to tsirn
black hair whiteand tostun the patrinreh into
instant annihilation. Godsaid, *Abraham!”
The old man answered, “Iere I am,” Go:l
snid tohim:  “Take thy son, thy only son
Isane, whomthou lovest, and get theo into
the lnnl of Moriah and offur him there as a
burnt offering.”  In other wordz, slay him;
cut his body into frazments; put thos fras.
ments on wood: set flre to the wood and let
Isanc’s body bo eonsumed to azhes.

‘‘Cannibalistn! Murder!” savs some one,
*!Not 50."" said Abraham. I hear him solilo-
quize: “Heruv Is the hoy on whomn I have de-
pended! h, how I loved him! Ho was
aven inanswer to prayer, an:d now must I
surrender him? O Isaae, my 50! Isaae, how
shall I part with you? DBat then it is alwavs
siafer to do as Gol asks meto. I have been
in dark places before, and Goil wot o out.
I will implicitly do as Cot has tol! me
although it is very dark. 1 can’t seo nu"
way, but I know God makes no mistakes
and to ilim I commit mys21f and my Qarling
son,” ) B

Early in the morning there is a stir around
abraham’s tent, A beast of burden is fed
and saddled.  Abraliam makes no diselosnre
of the awlul scerst, At the breas of day he
says: “Come, come, Istee, got up! Wearn
going off on a two or threo dayvs’ journey.”
I hear the =x hewing 2nd splitting amid the
wood until the sticksace male the rient
lengih and the right thickness, and then
they aro fastened on the beast of burden.
They pass or. Thero are four of them—
Abraham, the father; Isan-, the son. anid
two servants, Going along the rond I ce»
Isane looking up into his fatiier’s jnoe and
saying: *“Father, what -is the matter? Are
you not well? Has anyihing happened? Aro
You tired? T.ean on my arin.” T'hen, turn.
ing around to the survants, the son sivs,
“Ah, father is getting old, anid he has Fat
trouble enough in other dass to kill him!”

‘Ihe third morning has come, and it is the
day of the tracedy. ~ The two servants are
left with the beast of burden, while Abra-
ham and his son Isane, a5 was the custom of
good people in those times, went up on the
hill to sacrifice to the Lord. Ths wood is
tuken off the beast’s baek and put on Isane s
back. Abraham has in one hand a pan ef
coalz or aa lamp an'l in the other a sharp,
keen knife.  Here are all the anplianees jor
sacriflee, you say.  No, there’is ono thing
wanting. There is no vietim—no pigeon or
heifer cr lamb.  Isawve, not knowing that he
is to be the vietin:, 100%s up into his father's
fnce and asks aquestion which must haveent
the old man to the bone, “My father! The
father said, My son. Isane, here L am.” The
son said, “Behold the fire and the wood, but
where is the lamb?*  The father’s lip quiv-
erel, and his heart fainted, and  his knees
kneeked together, and his entire body, mind
anil soul shiver in sickening ancunish as he
struggles to gain equipoise, for he does not
want to break down. And then he looks
into his son’s facs with a thousand ruzhine
tendernesses and saye, “My son, God will
provide Himself a lnmh.™

The twain are now at the foot of the hill,
the place which is to bo famous for a most
transcendent oceurrencs.  They gather some
stones out of the field and build an altar of
three or four feet high. Then they take this
wood off [snac’s baeck and sprinkle it over
the stones, so as to help and invite the flame.
The altaris donz—it is 2l done. Isate has
helped to build it,  With his father he has
diseussed whether thé top of the table is
even and whether the wool is properly pre-
pared. Then thers is a pause, Fae son
looka around to see if there isnot some liv-
ing animal that can be eansht and butehered
for the eoffering. Abraham tries to choje
down his fatiaerly feelingsand  suppress his
grief in order that he may break to his son
the terrifie pewsthat e is to bethe vietim.

Ab, Isane never looked more beautiful
than on that day to his father. As the old
man ran his emaciatel fingers through his
son’s airhe said to himseli: “How shall I
give him up? What wi'l his mother say
when 1 come back without my bhoy? 1
thought he woull have been thie comlort of
my deelining days. 1 thougiht he would
have been the hope of azes to coms.  Boau-
tiful and loving, and-yet to die undes my
own hand. O G, is there not ssme other
saerifies that will do?_Take my life and
spare his! Pour oui my bload” and save
Isaae for his mother and the world!” But
this was an inward stenggle. The father
controls his fezlings and 100%3 into his son’s
faee and says, “Isane, must I tell you all?”
His son snid:  “Yes, tather; I thouzit vou
had something on your minl. Tt Tho
fathersaid, “My son, Isaxe, thou arg the
lanb!” 0L you say, *why didn’t that
young man, ii ke was twenty or thirty years
of aze, smite into tae dust s inficm inther?
Hecould kave done it.”™  Ab, Isane knew by
this time that the secens was typieal of i
Messinh who was to come, an'l <0 he made
no struggle,  They fellon each other’s neeks
and wailed out the partine. Awmul and
matehless <2ene of the wildernesz!  Thwe
rocks echo back the breaking of tiweir hearts.
The cry, My son, my son'" The answer,
“My father, my fathoer!”

Do not compare this, as some prople have,
to Agamemunon  willing  to offer up his
daughter, Iphigenia, to please the gode,
Thero is nothing comparahie to this wonder-
ful obidienece to the true God.,  You know
that victims for sacriflee were always bound,
£0 that they misght not struzgicaway. Raw-
lings, the martyr, when he was aying for
Christ’s sake, said to the blackamith who
held the manacles;, “Fasten those chains
tight now, for my flesh may stonggie might-
ily.” So Isaze’s arms were iasiened, his
feet are tiedd, The old man, rallying 'l his
strength, Jifis him on to a pile of wood.
Fastening o thong onone sideof tha altar,
ho makesit span the bady of tzaae, and ns-
tens the thongat theother side of the aliar,
and ancther thone, and another thong,
There is the lamp tickering in the wind
ready to beput under the brushwood of the
altar.  Thero is the knife, sharp and keen,
Abrabam—straggsling  with his mortal feel-
ings on thse eneside and the commands of
God on the other—takes that knife, rubs
the flat of it on thy palm of his hand, eries
to God for help, comes up to the side of
thealtar, pu's a parting kissan thae brow of
his boy, takes 0 message from him for
mather and home, and then lifting the g.it-
tering weapon for the ptunge of the deatn
stroke—his muscles knitting for the work—
the haned beging to deseend, It falls! Not
on tho heart of Isane, but on tho arm of
God, who arrests the stroke, making the
wilderness qunke with the ery, “Abraham,
Abraham, lay not thy hand aupon thy lad,
nor do him any harm!"

What is this sound back in the wooils? It
s n crackling us of treo branches, n bleating
and a struggle. Go, Abrabnm, and seo what

—

itis. ON, it wasa ram that going throu h_
the woods, has its crooked 'horns rusteu%d
and entangled in the brushwood and could
not get loose, nnd Abmham selzes it gladly
and quickly unloosens Isaae from the altar,
puts {he rm on his place, sets the lamp un-
(ier tho brushwood of the altar, and as the
dense smoke of the sacrifice Legins to rise
the blood rolls down tho sides of the altar
aad drops hiszing into the fire, und I hear
thf) words, “Bohold the Lamb of God who
takes away thesins of the world!”

. wf’".‘ what are you geoing to get out of
this? ‘Chere is an awed minister of the 1205~

pel. Hosays: “Ishould et oug of it that
when God tells you todo n thingz, whether it
seems reasonable to vou or not, o ahead
nnl ¢o it. Hera Abraham couldn’t have
bheen mistaken. Qod diin’tspeak soindistinet-
Iv that it was not certain whether heeallel
S:}mh or Abimelech or somehody else, but
with divine articnlation, divine intonntion,
divine emphasis, he said, ‘Abraham!”  Abra-
ham rushed blindly aheadl to do his duty,
knowing that thines would come out right.
Likewise do so yourselves. ‘There isn mys-
tery of your life. There is some burden you
haveto earry. You don’t know why Goil
has put it on you. There is soma persecu-
tion, some trial, and you don't know why
God allows it. Thereisn work for you to
do, and yon hava not enough grace, you
think, todo it. Do as Abraham did. Ad-
vance and do your whole duty. Be willing
to give up Isane, and perhaps you will not
have to give up anythine. ‘Jehovah-jireh'
—the Lord will provide,” A capital lesson
this old minister gives us.

Out yonder in this house is an awe:d
woman, the light of heaven in her face. She
is half way through the door. She has her
hand on the pearl of the gate. Mother, what
would you get out of this subject? “0h,”
she say=, “I would learn that it is in the last
pinch that God comes to the relief., You sce,
the altar was ready, and Isane was fastened
on it, and the knifo was lifted, and just at
the lnst moment God broke in and stopped
proczedings. 55 it has been in my lifo of
seventy years. \Why, sir, there was a time
when the flonr was all out of the house, and
I set the table at noon and had nothing to
put on it, but five minutes of 1 o'clock a loaf
of bread came.  The Lord will provide. My
son was very sick, and I sald: ‘Dear Lord,
you don’t mean to take him away from
me, do you? Please, Lord, don’t take
him away. Why, there are neighbors
who havethree and foursons.  This is my
only son. 'This is my 1zane. Lord, you
won't ta%e him away from me, will You?’
But Isaw he was getting worse and worse
all the time, and I turned round and prayed,
until after awhile I felt submissive, and I
could say, ‘Thy will, O Lord, be done!” The
doctors wave him up, and we all gave him
up.  And, as was the ceustom in those times,
we had made the grave elothes, and we wero
whispering about the last exercises, when I
looked and I saw some perspiration on his
brow, showing that the fever had broken,
and he spoke to us so naturally thnt I knew
he was going to got well. e did get well,
and my son [saae, whom I thought was go-
ing to be slain and consumed of disease, wits
loosened from that altar.  And, bless your
souls, that’s been so for seventy years, amd
if my voice were not so weak, and if I could
se0 better, I eould preaeh to you younger
people a sermon, for thoush Ican’tsee mmuch
I can see this—whenever you get into a
toush nlaca and yvour heart is breaking, if
You will Iook a little farther into tho wools,
you will see, eanught in the branches, a sub-
stitute and a deliveranes, My son, God will
provide Himself 2 lamb.” ™

Thank you, mother, for that short sermon.
I could praach back to you for i minuto or
two andsay, never do vou fear! T wish I had
haif as g:00d 2 hope of heaven as you have.
Do not fear, mother.  Whatever happens, no
harm will ever havpen to you. I was goinge
up a long flight of stairs and I saw an aged
waoman, very deerzpit and with a cane,
ereeping onup.  She made bhut very little
prozrasz, and I felt very exuberant, and I
satldto her, “Why, mother, that is no way to
1o upsiaivs,” and { threw my arms around
her and I earried herup and put her down
on the Ianding at the top of the stairs. She
said: “Thank you, thank you. I am very
thapkul” O mother, when you get througsh
this life’s work and you want to 2o upstairs
and rest in the oo ! place that God has pro-
vided for you, you wiil not have to elimb up,
vou will not have to erawl up painfully, The
two arms that were stretehed on the eross
will be tiung around you, and vou will be
istedl with a glorious lift beyondd all weari-
ness and all sirngele, May the Gad of Abra-
ham and Isane b with you until you see tho
Lamb on the hilitops.

Now, that aged minister has made a sug-
westion, and this aged woman has made a
suggestion. 1 will make o suggestion: Isaac
poing up the hill makes me think of the
great saeritfee.  Isaze, the only son of Abm-
ham. Jesus, the only son of God. On thoso
two “onlys™ I build a jearful etnphasis. O
Isnae! O Jesus! Dat this last sacrifice was
a more tremendous one.  When thoe knifo
was liftel over Calvary there was no voico
that eriedd *‘Stop!” and no hand arrested it.
Sharp, keen and tremendous it eut down
through nerve amd artery until the blood
sprayed the faces of the executioners, and
the midday sundropped a veil of cloud over
its face beeause it could not endure the
spectacle. O Isaae of Mount Moriah! O
Jesus of Mount Catvary!  Better eould God
have thrown away into annihilation a thou-
sand worlds than to have sacrified His only
Son. It was not one of the ten sons; it was
His only Son. If He had notgiven up Him,
vou an: I would have perished. “God so
laved the world that He save His only—" [
stop there, not beeause I have forgotten the
quotation, but because 1 want to think.
“God so loved the world that He save His
only bezotton Son that whosoever believeth
in Ilim should not perizh, but have everlast-
ing life.”  Great God, break my heart at the
thought of that saerifice.  Isaac the only,
typical of Jesus the only.

You say: “ff this yourng man was twenty
or thirty vears oi age, why did not he resist?
Why was it not Isane binding Abraham, in-
stead of Abraham binding Isaae? The mus-
cle in Isane’s arm was stronger than the
musele in Abraham’s withered arm.  No
younyg maun twentyv-five years of aze would
submit to have his father fasten him to u
pilo of wood with intention of bLurning.”
Isane was a willing sacrifice, and so a type
of Christ wiho willingly came to save the
world. [ia’'l the arnies of heaven hal re-
solved to force Christ out from the gate,
they could not hava dons it. Christ was
cqual with God. Ii all the battalions of
zlory had arme:d themselves and resolved to
put Christ forth and make Him eome out
and save this world, they could not have
succexded in it.  With one stroke He would
hava toppied over angelic and archangelic
dominion,

But thero was one thing that the omni-
poatent Christ coul t not stand.  Oursorrows
maztered Him. H2 coulld not beartosce tho
wosll die without an offer of pardon and
help, and if all heaven had armed itsell to
keen Him baek, i tie gates of life had been
boltedand double barrsd, Christ would have
fluns the everlasting doors from their
hinges, and would have sprune forih, seat-
tering the hinderine hosts of heaven liko
chaff befors the whirlwind, as He eried:
“Lo! I come to suller, Lo! I come to die.”
Christ--a willinge sazrifice. Willing to take
Bethlehem humilation, an‘l Sanhedrin out-
rage, and whipping post maltreanent, and
Goleotha batehery.  Willing to be hound.
Willing to suffer.  \Willing to die. Willing to
save,

How docs this affeet you? Do not vour
vory best impuises bound out {eward this
pain siruek Christ?  Get down at His feet,
0O yo people. Pat your lips against the wound
in Iis right foot and help kiss away tho
pane,  Wipe the fcam from His dying lip.
Get under the eross until you feel tho bap-
tism of His rashingtears, Tauke Him into
vour heart with warinest love and undying
enthuziasn., By your resistances you have
abuzed Him long enough.,  Christ is willing
to suve you, Are yon willinz to be saved?
It scems to me as if this moment wero
throbbing with the invitations of an all com-
passionate God.

I have been told thai the cathedreal of St.
Mark stands in a quarter in the center of the
city of Venice, anid that when the clock
strikes 12 at noon all the birds from the city
and the rezions round ahout tho city fly to
the zquare and settledown, It eame in this
wise:  Alarfze hearied woman, passing ono
noonday across the square, saw some birds
shivering in tha cold, and she seattered somo
erumbsof bread among them,  Thenext day,
at tie same hour, sie seatteved more ciumbs
of hreal amongthem, and so on from year
to vear until the day of her death. In her
will she begueathed o eertain amount  of
money to kesp up the samo  prastice, and
now, it the first strokeof the bell at noon
the birds hozin to coma there, and whea tho
cloek has steuek 12 thy square i3 covera:d
with them,  How beautifally  sugueestive!
Christ comes out to fexd thy soul to-dny.
I'he mora hungry yon feel yourselvesto bo
tho bofter it iz, It is noon, and tho gospal
cloek strikes 12, Como in flocks! Coma
as doves to tho window! All theairis filled
with tho lquid chine: Come! Come!

Come!




