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THE CHRISTMAS
Wight-
BoNE

Across the nedge ¢ seveam 1 n2azl,
And saw Peisceilla run,

Pursuel by a gigantie bird
Out in the winte= sun.

The gander flappad his wings in aic
And, hissing, pressel the pies

While she with feelings ol desnair
Zed the uniappy chasz

isc:tled the hedgerow doudle quick,
And as the gander ¢ame

In range ¥ raised my waiking siiex
And witih unerring aim

Landed upon ais nead a whazlk
Whieh proved the maid’s releasy

From harm—ior ae turnel on his ak
And closed his eyes in p2ace.

#0ur Christmas bird is rea iy quite
To dangle on the peg,’

She murmured, “4ill with mace delight
We eat him wing and tez”

She smiled and said, “Yeu'll comez arounsi
On Christmas Day to dine?”

T answered, with a bow prolound,
4TIl be there snow or shine!”

In juicy pride the gander iny
! Most luscious, brown and faé,

Upon the dish that Cirristmas Day,
While we aboui him sat.

Across the board upon me fell
Her smile, which was the spring’s,

il I was dazed and couldn't tell
The drumsticks from the wings,

We ate him till he was a wreek—
A wreek of loveliness—
And then unto her fairy beek
And eall, I musi confess,
I went for love's most precious snke—
(Love set my dreams astir}—
Behind the flowered sereen to break
The frail wish bone with her.

1 won the tetler part, and wished—
She seemed my wish to read,

While with her exye in mine she fished
With subtle skill indeed.

Just then the Christmas ¢iimes with zest
Trembled across the dell,

She blushed as if they did suggest
The merry wedding bell.

My golden wisir, inzde on thai day
Of revelry and mirth,
Has been fulfilled—perpetual May
For me begilds the eartin.
That wish bone, like the horsezhoa old,
That brings geod luek galore,
Now, mended, hangs wit® chirm untold
Above our eottage deor.
—I. XK. Muankitteick.

ON CHRISTMAS EVE,

DUNNO what in
creation to get
yvour ma for
Christma s,
Mandy,” and
Jason Hogarth
lovked at his
daughter inquir-
ingly ns if expect-
ing her to suggest
somesnitable gift.
But she was busy
nt that moment
testing the condi-
tion of a ecake 1n
the oven by
thrusting abroom
straw into it, and
when she had
risen to her feet
her father said:

“T got her a nice silk umbrel’ with
a silver handle las’ Christmas; paid
four dollars an’ seventy-nine cents for
it; an’ I'll be switched if she’s had it
out o' the case it came in but one
solitary time, an’ then she knowed it
wa'n't goin’ to rain. Beats all how
savin’ your ma is of things. There's
the sillk dress pattern I got’er two
years ago this Christmas, not even
made up yit. I want to git her some-
thing this Christm#y that she’ll have
to use an’ enjoy. Wt kin you sug-
gest, Mandy?”

His married daughter, Amanda Jen-
ness, now stood at her molding board
rolling out pie crust. She was a dulapy
little body with laughing- blue eyes
and a good-humored expression of
countenance. But now a look of de-
termination cams in her face and she
turned suddenly and faced her father,
with her back to the table and the
rolling pin held in both hands across
her checked gingham apron.

“You want me to tell you what to
get for ma’s Christmas gift, pa®”

“Yes; blamel if I koow what to
git?”

¢ can tell you in one word, pa.”

*“You kin? Well, I'll git it 1f it
don’t come at tou high a figger. Never
had better crops in my life than I had
this year. My onions an’ tobacker 'l
bring me in 3200 more’n Iexpected 10
git for ’em, an’ the rozberry crop was
something tremenjus an’ I didn’t have
to scll & quart for less’n twenty cents.
Your ma done her full share o’ work
an’ I'm anxious to git her something
real hansom for Christmnas, Whai
ghall it be?”

disgraced the inuly by up an’ running
away with that Will Martin an’ mar-
ryin’ into that good-for-nothing
Martin family, I eaid that I'd never
own her as my deughter 23%iv, an’ I
never will. I said that she should
never cross my threshold ag'in, aun’ she
never shall.”

] know {hai the Mariins are n
poor, shiftless lot, an® that Will was
as trifling as any of ’em, Like enough
it was born in’em to beso. But there
never was anyihing bad aboul 'em,
an’ he's dead an® gonencw. An’ when
1 think of poor Jenny workia’ the way
she has to work over there in Hebron
to suppors herzelf an' her two little
children, an’ you with plenty and to
spare, I know it ist’t rigat. I can teil
you now, father, that 1 go to see Jen-
ny ev'ry time I go to Hebron, an’ if
we weren’t so poor onrseives, an’ if
my husband’s invalid motoer didn’t
have to live with us, [I'd bring Jenny
an' her children right here to live.”

«:['d never darken your door ag'in
if von did.”

“[ guess ma would. It's a burning
shame, ps, tiat you won't even let her
7o to Hebron to see Jenuy. 1t's kill-
ing ma. Po think.of her own dnugh-
ter living only fifteen miles away and
her mother not seceing her for nearly
six years! It's wicked. If I was ma
I'd go no matter what you said.”

“Your ma knows very well that she'd
have to go for good if she went at all,”
replied her futher, coldly.  Then he
added :

He dropped on ons knee beiora s
small, old, bLuir-coverad trank, with
brass-headed nails that had lost their
luster years ago. ‘Chrowinz up the
trunk lid, he held the candle lower.
His eye fell on a big rag doll with a
china head. He picked it up and
stared at it 1 moment.

His mind went back to a Chrisimas
long yearsago. Ia wasa poor young
married man then, and he hail worked
nearly all day at husking corn for n
neighbor, to earn money to buy that
doll head, and his wiie had set up un-
tii midnight to make the clumsy boldy
stuffed with snwdust. e rememberad
bow his little Jenny had shriekel vrith
joy when sihe found the doll ia her
stocking the nex: morning. Aud what
18 this? A tiny, faded, blu: merino
baby sacque. His wife had made it
before Jeuny had yet come into the
world. It was the very first tiny gar-
ment she had made, and her husband
recalled how she nad blushed and tried
to hide it under her apron waen he
had fouud her at work on it. He re-
membdered that he had taken it from
her and kissad ber, and then he bl
kissed the tiny garment? itself.

The ecaudle in  his hand shook
strangealy as hz bent lower over the
trunk and brongat forih a tiny china
cup with **From Papa,” on it, and a
little snmpler with ‘*God bless father
and mother” worlied in rather uuncer-
tain letters by a little hand.

There was n string of blue glass

bLeads that he has given her on he:

light and joyous thai sho looked up
quickly. He picied up a lamp and
suid :

“§ want to go into the parlor a min-
ute befora sappar.”™

A moment Iiater
cheerily :

“‘Come in herz an’ see your Chrisi-
mas gift, me. It's such a beauty I
can’t wait until morning.”

“Better wait until after supper any-
how. It's all on the table.”

¢No; coma in hera first.”

When she reached th2 open door of
the parlor she saw her husbaund on his
knees between o little boy of about
four years and = little girl of two, his
arms aronnd their waists. A little wo-
man with a thin, pale, tear stained
fac2 showing beneath her cheap little
mourning bonnet, was standing be-
hind Jason.

“\Why—why—Jeany!”

And this iz Walter Jasov, named
for me, and this is Marihy Isabelle,
named for yoa,” said Juson, joyously.
iYome, coms mi; siop huygin' an’
cryin’ over Jenny an’ take a look at
your gran’-children. What do yon say
to tuem for n Christmas gift?”

She knelt down aud toox them in
her arms, saying incoherently:

“Jenny—Jason--oa, dear—1—I—
you dear, little things! Gran’ma’s
babies! You darlings! You darlings!
You’re tha best gift, the sweetesi gift,
the dearest gift in all the world! The
little pencs child that cnme to Beth-
lehem was not dearer to his motner

he called ont

It is the holy Chrisimas-iim?
That sheds a glow througi all (e year.
Hark, how the bells, a €ilv'ry ehime,
Ying out their welecome far and neac!

-

0 vlesze i seasor, angel-auast,
Thou esmest alike to all on earliy,
Boearing sweet gifts of Jove and resi,
01 precious hope and hearleit mirti.
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Ring, Carsimas belis, anl tell again
The 2091 old truth for ever new!

‘There is no heartso dull with pain
Bat will rejoiez and sing with you.

] must be goirn’, for I've got to go
’round by Job Prouty’s an’ ses if he'll
loan me his light wagon to go to He-
bron with, Wedneslay. I broke the
tongnes o’ mine Sunday au’ that pesky
wazonmaker down to the village ain’t
goin’ to git it fised fer a month, I

reckon. You an' Tom’ll be over to
eat dinner with us Christmas, I
s'pose?”

“Yes, I s'pose so.”

They parted with manifest stiffaess
of manxner on both sides.

ss3et! set! set!” said Mrs. Jenuess,
as her Iather walked ont of the yard
and down the road toward his own
home. *“The settest man that ever
walked the eartb! I wouldn’t stand
it about Jenny if I was mother. She’s
dying to see Jenny’s babies, an’ I just
b'leeve that father’d soften if he saw
‘em: once. The only grandehildren
he’s goi on earth, aud he nor ma never
even saw them. T01 dared I'd fix it
so he should see thase two dear little
tots once!”

It was dark when Jason Ifogarth
reached his house. There were no
lights in the front winlows of tho big,
square farm bhouse wita an incradibly
long 1L 'back of it.  He walked around
t> the rear, woere streams of cheery
lizht shone from the kitchen windows.
A pleasant odor of frying ham greeted
hi:n as he entered the kitchen, where
a table with a snowy cloth was set for
snpper, close to the shining kitchen
stove.

His daugiter looked at him steadily
for a moment and then said slowiy and
distinetly :

“Jenny 1"

A sullen frown took the placa oi the
kindly smile on his wrinkled face.
His eyes flashed ominoucgly and his
voice was harsh and cold as hesaid:

“[Iaven’t I told you, Mandy Jen-

ness, never to mention that name to |

me?”’

I know that you have,” replied
Mandy with gathering courage; “‘but
1 never said that I wonldn’t do it, and
when you asked me what I thought
ma'd like best for Christmas, I just
20ld you what I knew she’d like best.
She'd rather have my sister Jenny
than anything money can buy.”

Then she added, undaunted by her |
father’s frowning visnge:

I firmly believe, pa, that ma is
shortening her days grieving {or Jen-
ny. Shejustis! I'mgoingtosayny
sny while I'm at it, whether you like
it or not, ~ f know that I owe you re-
spect, but T owe my own and only sis-
ter something, tvo, and one duty is
just as important as the other. 1fJ—"

“Wait & minnit, Mandy,"” her father

**It was 8n cailly in the dining-room,
1 thought we'd eat supper out here,”
said his wife, a small, slight, gray
haired woman.

‘I enjoy eatin’ in tae ktchen of n
cold night like this,” snid her hus-
band. “‘It’s gittin® colder fast. Sun-
per 'about ready?”

““Yes; I'll take 1t right up.”

They talked little while they ate.

"Jazon was inwardly rebellious over !

what he called his daughter’s *‘impu-

dence,” and Mrs. Hogarth’s thoughts
"could not be given utterance, becnuse

thoy were of Jenny.

“I must go up to the attic an' git!

out the bufl’lo robes,” sanid 3r. Ho-
garth, pushing his chair away from
the table. “‘I’ll start so eariy in the
mornin’ I won't have time to git the
robes then. 1 guess I'll put right ofl’
for bed soon ns [ git the robes. ['ve
got to b2 off by 6 o’clock.

I'ive minutes Iater he was in his
musty, cobwebbed old attie, candle in
hand. When he had found the robes
he anid to himself:

“Wonder if my big fur muiler ain’c
up here in some o' them trunks?
'l need it if it'a cold as L think it'll

eaid, rising and - buttoning up his
overcoat.  ‘‘When your s'ster Jenny ¢

be in the morning. Mebbe it's in this
trunk.”

fifth birthday and in a heavy black
ease was o daguerreotype of her with
the beads around her necx. Tae lit-
tle picturad faze smiled up at him
from the frame and there was a mist
before his eyes wien he thouzht ol
how many, many times thoze bare lit.

than you are to me. Kuneel right dovn
here by me, Jenny an’ Jason, an’ let
me thank the Christ wino was born on
Christmas Day for this an’ for the
beautiful Christmas ther2 will be un
der this roof to-morrow!”---Detroi
I'ree Prass.

tle nrms had tightened in a warm em-
brace around his neck, and of how
many times those smiling lips had
kissed him aud said:

I Jove you best of anyboly in all
the world, farver.”

Everything in the trank was a re-
minder of her in her baby days, of his
little Jenny. He sat down on the
floor beside the trunk and fook the
things out one by one, the stern look
in his face softening and his heart
growing warmer.

He smiled when he came to a little
white sunbonnet and remembered just
how Jenny had looked whon ghe came
toddling out to meet him, wearing it
for the first time.

It was 9 o’cloci when ire went back |
to the kitchen. His wife losked up
from the weekly paper shs was read-
inz nnd eaid:

*Why, Jason, you ain’i been up in
theattic all thistime? Is’posed you'd
come down an’ gone to bed long ngo.”

“I"n goin’ rigint away. Setme ont
some breakfast on thz table and fix
the coffce s0 T kiu mike me n» cup
fore I start.”

“I ghall get up an’ get you a good
hot breakfast myself, Juson.”

“You needn't to, Marthy, it'll be so
early.”

“f ghail get up just the snme. How

| husky your voice is, Jason. 'm 'fraid
! you took'cold up there in tho attic
| Wit ever were you doing up there
"all this time?”
i “0h, just lookin® over some old
Cthings. { didn't take any cold, Bet-
ter go to bed, Marthy, if you're bent
on gittin® up at 4 in the mornin™.”

Christmas Thouzhts,
A child’s hand is so small that s

i tiny present will fill it.

The gift of gifts iz love, anl there
is no other in the world that ¢can hide
its luck or its seantiness.

It’s at Christmns that the old adazge
is more foreibly impressed upon you,
¢« "Pis more blessed to give thun tore-
ceive.” )

The principal Christmas problem is
to extract a variety of pretty presents
from n limited financia! araa, aad the
amount of wearing brain work spent
on its solution would soive the tarifl
question if it could all be gatherel to-
gether and applied.

Christmas should b2 the home fes-
tival becanse the cominy of Christ
has changed altogether the position of
the woman and has putin their proper
light the rights of childdior 1. Henca-
forth the wife au lmmother is the chiel
figure in every hom?2, anl a little
child is in the midst therzof.

Qrigin ol Christmas Gilts,

Ai the time of the Roman Saturaal-
in, friends, masters anl slaves feasted
together, nnd gifts were exchanged in
a manner similar to the presznt time.
In fact, from the earliest times the
giving and receiving of gifts and the
offerings o the poor have been the
way in which people have expressed
thanks and shown their joyfulness. It
is the thought, and not the expense oi
the Christias gift that pieases the re-
cipient.

In giving presents at this seasou

Why, Jason, how’d you happen to
{ cowe in at the front door?”

It was 9 o'clock at night, bitterly
cold and stormy, and Christmas ve.
Juson had just come home from [e-
bron. flis wife had heard him drive
into the barnyard and had mndoe haste
with her supner that it might he
ready and hot waen he enme in,  She
"had also bataed her eyes hastily in
I cold water tint he might not know
i that she had been crying. But he
"would know if he had any discernment
Ut all, for sie had been erying nearly

nll day.  der henet hacd been 50 heavy
{ with thoughts of Jenny,
“How'd you nappeu to come in - ai
“ihe front door?"’ she nske?,
“You musin'c adk questions £o nenr
; Christins time,"” he seid in \'uicu. 80

they should be chosen with love in the
i heart, and the thought of snitableness.

Breakineg the Iea,

Dashaway—**Whilo Miss Panstock
was under tho mistletoz I3z nicht 1
talked with her five minutes and di-In'c
know it.”

Cleverton —**ifow did you
find ont?”

Dasbaway—*“3ho said she guessal
there wasn't any use in standing therc
any longer.”’

finr.l13

Freddy (the dny before Christinas)
L —9Santa Clause is going to have some
trouble coming dowxn our chimney."”
|Jolmuy—-“f[ow is that?” treddy—
o went up to the roof yesterdny and
| put u stray cat in the chimney, nnd
| she hasn't come down yet."—Harper's
| Young Pcople,

.goes dcwn, when life ceases.

A Stranze Reeancilialion,

¢ The etrangest thing I ever lnew
in nature,” said Albert Sentes, ‘‘wax
in Texas. The town of Cisco at the
juaction of the Denver and Rio Grande
aud the Texas Pasitic Railroads is
right in the ecycloae district. East-
land, the county seat, is twelve miles
enst of Cisco and not so large a place.
Between the trio is a creek, in which
the water is not deep. There lived in
Cisco a couple who counld never get
along, and the wife finally left ler
husbanrd and weat to live with her par-
ents on the outskirts of Eastland,
They had not teen each other for
nearly three years, when one day the
little city of Cisco was almost entirely
destroyed by n cyclone.  The man at
the time was sitting on his vorch, and
the wind picked him up, carried him
ont on the prairie, then rolled him
along, until he reached the creek,
when he stuck in the mud. I'hat night
another cyclone eame from the other
direction aud struck the house whero
the wife lived. It was not so severe,
and after blowing away a few houses,
passed out on the prairie. Among the
residences destroyed was that of the
wife. She started to run an:d the wind
blew so hard that she counld not stop
until she, too, stuck in the mud ofthe
creek within ten feet from her hus-
band. IIe succeeded in extricating
himself first, and, seeing rome one
else in f{rouble, although heving no
idea ns to who she was, hel ped his wife
out. 'Then, for the first timein years,
they spoke to each other, and the re-
sult of the wind blowing them into
the same hole trom opposits dires-
tions was n recounciliation, and they
are living together now. Thave known
cyclones to do many queer things, but
that ‘s the only 1nstance of two com-
bining to unite a family.”---Washing-
ton Star.

A Headsman With a History.,

On the little Island of Ustiey, forty
miles from Palermo, Italy, there died
the other dny n man who for years
was the terror of Nuples anl the
Kingdom of the Two Sicilies. IHe
was Ciactano lmpellizzeri, once the
headsman under PFerdioand 1 of
Naples. The useless exeeutions at-
tributed to Impellizzeri are conut-
less, and, with the cruelty which he
showed, led fo his dennncintion by
Mr. Gludstone forty years ago in the
Phillipies which that statesman di-
rected ngainst Fardinaud. The execus
tions were only in part public; it was
the executions in seeret —usually at
night—which gave the man his power.
It was he who executed in San Fran-
cisco plnce, Naples, the Calabrian
Agesilas Milanoque, who on December
9, 1856, had ma le n bayonet thrust at
King Ferdiuand 11, and patriols in-
numerable beenme his victims.

When Garibaldi enterad Naples in
September, 1830, the excited popu-
lnce went in search of the hated
headsman; but be cared much for his
own life, nlthough he thought little of
that of others, and escaped with his
wife. Later he was impriconed on the
Island of Usticn, where he became nn
oflicer of the fort bailt in those deys
to protect the island ngainst pirates.
He was in receipt of a pznsion of 35
n month—much more than he de-
served. He was eighty-one years old
at the time of his death. —New York
Tribune.

Gralting a Sua¥e,

Dr. G. A. Countryman, of Mallete
South Dakota, poisesses u combination
snake. It is half garter and half sand
soake. and his peculiar composition
was possible by u surgzical operation
performed by the doctor. His atten-
tion was directed to snakes from ob-
gerving that when n snake was killed
its tnil appears to live until the sun
It is
thought by many that this is owing to
the nerves, but the doctor was some-
what sceptical on this'point. Deing a
surgeon, he dissected several, and made
some interesting discoveries. He found
that in both the snand and garter snakes
the spinal columun extended liftle more
than half the length of the body.
Knowing that it was possible to graft
flesh, this led him to chloroform them
and try splicing thiem, making the
splice, of course, below the end of the
spinal column. I made four unsue-
cessful attempts, but succeeded in the
fifth. 'T'he graited snake he has now
is apparently in gool health, and the
jointed parts are perfectly knitted to-
gether. [Its body is of the sand snnke
and its tail is a garter snake's, —Fargo
(South Dakota) Argus.

Evidence Against Him,

“Why don’t you have me called at
6 o'clock ?” roared a commercial trav-
cler 1n one of our eity hotels, as he
faced the clerk and banged his iist
down on the register.

-1 did,” calmly replied the cleri.

“You did not, sir.”

I tell you 1 did.”

“*You did not, sir, and I ean prove
it.”

“All right, go
cen’t prove it.”

“Yes, L can.”

“Prove it, then.”

“Well, you did not have me cailed
£t 6 o’clock, beeause 1 did not leave
vord to be ealled at all,”” and the com-
mercial man grinvned and looked for
the clerk to Llush nnd apologize.

But he looked in wvain. A littlo
thing like that wouldn’t bother a ho-
tel clerk.—Bangor News,

nhead; but you

Pleasure Galley of a Roman Emperer,

Divers in the lake of Nemi, near
Albano, have found at the bottom of
the Inke, cighty feet from the shore,
the plensure galley in which the Fm-
peror Tiberius held his orgies. It

still seoms to be decorated with bronzes -

and mosaics. They have brought up
bronze heuds, a wolf and a lion, tar-
gets with inscriptions, and rings for
the docks.  Cardinal Colonun tried
without suceess to recover the galley
in the fifteenth century, nnd another
attcmpt was made at the begiuning of
this century, when some large bronze
mails were brought up. —New York
San.

——————e e e
A pPooh-Bal in Michigan,

"There does not appenr to he much
of a geramble for public oflicein Tawny
City, Mich., ns one man there holds
live nt the present time.  He is vil-
lage wmarshal, street commissioner,
truant oflicer, night watchman and
lnmplighter.  Chree of these ollices
poy him $10) a yvear each, and tho
other tvo 830 n year each,-which may
explnin why he is permitted to be such
a 'ocli-ial,

REV, DR, TALMAGE.

The Eminent Washington Divine's
Sunday Sermon.

Subject: “The Petty Annoyances of
Lite.?

Texr: “Th: Lord thy God will saond the
hornet.”—Dzautéronomy vii.. 20.

It seams as il the insectila world wera de-
terminel to extirpate the human race. It
bombards' the gratnflelds and the orcharls
and the vineyards. The Coloralo bectle,
the Nebraskn geasshopper, the New Jer:zey
locust,. the universal potato buyg seem to
cirry on the work whieh wis begun azesago
when the insects bazzal out of Noah'’s arx
as the ark was openzd.

In my text, th2 hornet lies ont on its mis-

“sion. It i3 a spoeies of wasp, swift o its

motion and violent in its sting. Its touch is
torture to man or beast. Wo have all szen
the cattle run ballowing un:der the cat of its
tancet. In boyhooid we uzed to stand eau-
tiously looking at the globular nest hung
from the tres braneh, and while wo wera
looking at the wonderiul covering we were
struck with something that sent us shrieking
away. The hornet goes in swarms. It has
captain3 ove: hunlrals, nnl twenty of
themn alightinz on on: man will praduzs
death.

The Persians attempted to conjuer a
Christian city, but the elephants and the
beasts upon which Persians rode were
nssaulted by the hornet, so that the whole
army was broken up and the besieged city
was rescued.  This burning anidl noxious in-
seet stungz out the Hittites aud the Canan-
nites from their country. What gleaming
sword and chariot of warcould not accom-
plish was done by the puncture of an inscet,
The Lord sent the hornet.

My friends, when we are assaulted by
great behemoths of trouble we bzcome
chivalrie, and we assault them. We geton
the high mettled steed of our coursige, nnd
wo makea cavalry chargo at them, and i?
God be with us we come out stronger and
beiter than when wewent in.  Dut, alas! for
theso inszetile annoyance of lite, these foes
too sma!l to shont, theze things without any
avolrdupois weight, tho gnate, and the
midges, and the flies, and thewasps. and
the hornets! In other words, it is the sma'l
stinging annoyances of our life which drive
us out aud use us up. I[n the best con-
ditioned life, for some grand and :Zorious
purpose, God hus sent the hornet.

1 remark, in the first place, that theso
small stinging annoyaunces may come in tho
shape of nervous organization. Peaple who
are prostrated under typhoid fevers or with
broken bones get plenty of sympathy, but
who pities anybody that is nervous?  The
doctors say, and the family say, and every-
body says, “‘Oh, she's only a little nerveous,
that’s ail '’ ‘The sound of n heavy foot, the
harsh clearing of a throat, a discard in
musie, n want of harmony between the
shawl and the glove on the sama person, a
curt answer, n passing slizht, the wind from
the east, any one of 10,000 annoyanees opens
the door for the hornet. The Izt is that
the vast rzajority of the people in this coun-
try are overworked, and their nerves are the
first to give out. A great multitude are un-
derthe strain of Leyden, who, when he was
told by his physician that il he did nat stop
working while he was in such poor phys-
feal health he would die, respon led, *Doe-
tor, whether I live or die, the whee! must
keep going ronnd.”  ‘Thess sensitive parsons
of whom [ speak have a bleeding sensitive-
ness, The flies love to hzht on auything
raw, and thesy people are like the Canaan-
ites spoken of in the text or in the context—
they have a very thin covering and are vul-
nerable at all points.  **And the Lord sent
the hornet.™

Again, the small insezt nunoyanzes may
come to us in the shape of Irienls and ae-
quiaintaness who are alwayssaying disazgree-
mblo thing:. Thers are some peopla you
cannot be with for an hour but you feal
cheereld and conforted. Thaen thoere ase
other people you cannot vo with for flve
minutes bafore you feel mizerable.  They do
not mean to disturd you, but they sting you
to the bone. They gather up all the yarn
which the goasips spin, and retail it. They
gather up all the alverse eriticisms about
vour person, about your business, about
vour home, about your chureh, anl they
make vour carthe funuel into which they
pour it. They laush heactily waen they tell
vou, as though it were a good joke, and you
laugh, too—outside.

These people are brouzht to our attention
in the l!ilmu. in the book of Ruth. Naomi
went forth beautiful and with the fluest of
worldly prospects, and into another land;
but, after awhile, she came buex widowed
and sick an:d poor.  What did her friends do
when she eame to the city? They all went
out, and, instead of giving her common
sensa con=otation, what did they do?  Real
the book of Ruth and {lnd out. They threw
up their han Is and said, “*Is this Nnomi?" as
much as to say, *Ilow awful bad you do
look!® When [ entered the ministry, I
looked very pale for years, and every year,
for four or five veuars, a hundrad times a
vear, [ wasasked il I had not the consump-
tion, and, passing through the room 1 would
sometimes henr people sigh and say, “A-ub,
not long for this world!™ I resolved in thoso
times that [ never, in any conversation,
would say anything depressing, and by the
help of God I have kept the resotution.
Thes2 pzople of whom I spea’k reap and
bind inthe great harvese fleld of diseourage-
meat. $Sohme day vou gt them with a hi-
larious “woad morninz,” anl they come
buzzing at you with soms depressing infoz-
mation. *-The Lard saat the hornel.”

When Ise:so many pzopie in tha world
who like to say dizagreeabls things and
write disagreeablzthingz, Leom2 aimost in
my weaker mom - nts to believe wiat 1 man
sail to me in Philadelphia onz Monday
morning. I went to pget the horss at
the livery stable, and the hostler. a p'ain
man. said to me, “Mr. Talmazge, [ saw that
vou preacheld to the youns men vesterlay”
Isaid, Yes” He said, “No us2, noy use;
man's a failure.”

The small inse2t annoyan=3s of liie some-
times come in the shape of local physieal
trouble, which does not amount 1o i posi-
tive prostration. but which botiers yon
when you want to feel the best.  Periaps it
iz a sick headache which has breenthzplague
of your iife, and you appoiot some oc-
easzion i mirth or socinbility or usefulness,
and when the clock strikes the heur youean-
not make your appearance. Perhaps the
trouble is butwesn tho ear aud the forehend,
in the shape of n neuralgic twinw., Novady
ean cee it or sympathize with it, but just at
the time when you waunt your intellect
clearest, aud your disposition brightest, yon
feel n sharp, keen, disconerrting thrust
*The Lord sent the bornet.”

Perhaps these small inseet annoyances will
coms in the shape of n domestic irritation.
The parlor and the Kitehen do not always
harmonize, To get goodservice and to keep
it is one of the greatest questions of the
country. Sometimes it may be the arco-
gancy and inconsiderateness of employes,
but whatever be the fact wo al admit there
are these inseet annoyanses winging their
way out from the culinury department. u
the gracs of God be not in the heart oi tho
housekeeper, sho eannot maintain her equi-
librium. ‘The men come home at night anld
hear the story of these annoyanzes, and say,
¢0h, these home troubles are very littio
things!" They aresmall, small a5 wasps,
but theysting.~ Martha's nerves were all un-
strung when she rushel in asking Christ to
secld Mary, and there are tens of thousands
of women who are dying, stung to death by
thesy pestiferous  domestic  annoyances.
“Ihe Lord sent the hornet.”

These small insect disturbanees may also
come in the shapo ol business irritations.
There ars men here who went tirough 1357
and the 2ith of September, 1869, withoat
losing their balanez, wiao are every day un-
horsed by littla annoyancss—a elerk’s ill
manners, or 1 blot of ink on a bill of lading,
or the extravagance of a partner who over-

draws hic account, or the underselling by |

o business rival, or the whispering of stora
conlldenees in the street, or the making ol

somao little had debt which was azaiost your
judement, just to please somebady eise,

It is not the panies that kill the merchanta.
Panies como only once in ten or twenty
vears. It {s the constant Jdin of thesy every-
day annoyances which is sending so many
of our baat merchants into nervousdyapopsin
and paralyais and the grave.  When our Na-
tional commeres fell fint on its fnce, these
men stood up and felt almost defant, but
their life is going away now uunder the
swarm  of thessy pestiferons s
“The Lord sont tha hornet.”

T hava notieadin tha history of some that
thelr annoyances aro multiplying and that
they huve a hundrel whoro they used to
have ten,  The naturalist tells us that a waip
sometimas hins a funtly of 23,003 wasp3, and
it dosssenm a3 §f every annoyanco of your
1lte brooded a million.” By the help of ‘God
[ want to ghow you the otherside. The

ANy

hornet isof ns us2? Oh, yes! The nataral-
Ists tell us they are very fmportant in the
world’s economy: they kill spiters, and they
clear the ntmosphere, an't ‘T raally believy
God sends the annovaneas of our life uni
t5 to kill the spiders of the soul and to clear
the atmosphere of our skies,

Theso annoyances ara s2nt on us, I thin',
to wake us up from our letharzy, Thereis
nothing that makes a man so livaly as a nest
or ‘“yellow jackets. and [ think that these
annoyances are intenled to persuade us of
the fact that this is not n world ior u: to
stop in. 1f wa halabalol everything that
was attractiva and soft and easy, what would
we want of hoavan? We think that the ho!-
low traas2nds the horne', or wo may think
tbat the devil sends thy horast. - T want to
correet vour opinion. “The Lord sent the
hornet.”

Then Ithink these annoyanceas com= oa us
to culture our patience. In tha gymnasium
voun finld upright, parallel bars--uovright
hars, witih holes over each other for pezsto
ba put ir. Then the cvmpast takes a pos n
each hand, an'l he bezins to climb one inch
at a time, or two inchez, anl getting his
strengsth cultureld reazhes after awhile the
coiline. And it s2eams to me that thess an-
noyvances in life ara a moral 2ymnasium,
each worriment a naxr with which we arve to
climb hicher aud higher in Christinan attain-
ment. We all lova t» s29 patienea, but it
caunot be enlturad in funr woather. Pationca
i3 a child of the siorm. If yon had evary-
thing desirable, anl thers was nothin'z mora
to get, what would you want with patienece?
The only time to enltara it {s when you ara
lied nbout and sie and half doa .

“0h,” van say, “if I onlyhal the cireum-
stanees of som» wall-to-10 man Uwould bho
patient, tos.” You might a3 well say, “Iit
wore not for this water, T would swim,” or,
»I could shoot this gun if it wera not for the
sharge.” When you stand chin deep in an-
noyaness is the time for you to swim out
towarl the groat heallands of Curistinn at-
tninmont, =0 as to know Christ aand the
nowor of His rasurceetion and to have fel-
towship with His suffecings.

Nothingz but the furniace will ever burn out
of usthe elinkar and the stae. I hava formed
this theory in recard to small annoyances
and vexations. 1t takes just so muzh troudble
to it us for useiulness and for heaven,  The
anly question is whetherwo shall take it in
the bulk or pulverized andl pgrann'atel.
Hero is one mwan who takes it in the
pulk., His baek is broken. or his eye-
sizht put out. or soma2 othirr awiul calamity
bafalls him, vhile the vast majority ol peo-
ple takethe thing oiecormeal.  Which way
would vou rather have it?  O{ coursa in
piecemeal.  Boiter havo five aching teeth
than one broken iaw; betler ten fly blisters
than an amputation: better twenty squnlls
than one evelone,  There may be a differ-
aneae of opinion as to allopathy anl howeo-
aathy, but in this matter of trouble I like
womeopathy doses—small pillets of annoy-
ine2 cither than soma knoek down dos» of
alamity.  Tusieal of the thunderbolt gives
us the hornei.  If vou have a bank, yon
wouldl a wreat deal rather that fifty men
would ecomn in with checks lezs than 100
than to hava two depositors come in the
ame dav each wanting his £10,030.  In this
tniter cass you eough and 'ook down to the
loor, and you look up at the ceiling befora
vou look into the snfe.  Now, my friends,
would vou not rather have these
zinall drafts ol annoyanee on your bank of
faith than soma all stagzerine demand upon
vour endurance? But remember that littleas
wall s great annoyances equally  require
vou to trust in Christ for susear and for de-
iivermnes from imuntience anl irritablilty,
“Thou wilt kezp him in porlect peaes whosn
mind is staid on Thee.”” In the villageof
Hamelin, tra lition sayz, thess wasan in-
vasion of rats, and these small -crentures a'-
moszt devourad the town and threatened the
lives of the population, and the story is that
2 pipereame ont one day and played a very
sweet tune. and all the vermin fol'owed
him—f{ollowel him to the banks of the
Weser. Then ho bledr a blasi, aad then
they dropped in and disappeared forever.
Of courze this is a fable. but I wish I could,
on the sweset flute of the gospel, draw forth
all the nibbling and burrowing annoyauces
of your life and play them down iutothe
depths forever.

How many tovches did Mr. Chureh give
to his pictura of “Cotopaxi™ or his **Heart
of the Andes?’ 1 suppose about 50.0C0
toushes. [ heartho eanvas saving:  “Why
do you keep me trembling with that pencil
salonz? . Why don’t you put it on in on2
dash?” N0, says Mr. Chureh, “T know
how to make a painting. Tt will take 50,000
of thesetouche="" Aand I want you, my
friends, to understand thag it is thes:2 10,00
annoyvances whicih under God are making
up the picture of your life to be hungat last
in the galieries of heaven, fii for angels to
look ait.  God knows how to make a pizi-
ure.

1 zointo a senlptor’s stulio and see him
shaping a statue, He has a chisel in one
hand and a mallet in the other, and he gives
a very wentle stroke—-click, elick, elick. 1
say, “Why don't you sirike harder?” *:0h,”
he replies, “that would shatter the statue!
I can’t do it that way. I must doit this
way.”  $o he works on, and after awhile the
features come oui, and everyboly that
enters the studio is charmed and faseinated.
Well, God has your soul under process of
development, and it is the little annoyances
and vesations of life that are chiseling ont
vour immeortal nature. It is eliek, click,
elick! I wonder why s)mz great providenes
do2s not come and with one stroke prepars
vox for heaven.  Ah, nd! God says that is
not the way. And so H) Kkeeps on by
strokes of little vexitions uantil at last you
shall be a glu:l spectacle for angals and for
men.

You koow that a larze foriune may be
spent in small ehange, aud a vast amouat of
moral charazier may o away in small de-
pletions, It is.thoy fittle troudles of lifo that
ara having more affzel uson you thaa great
on2s. A swara of loeasts will kill a grain-
tiel 1 300n2r than the incurssion of tiares or
four cattle.  You say, ¢ since [ 1t my child,
sinee [los: my properiy, U hava been adif-
ferent man.”  Buat yvou do nai recagnizy thy
arehitecture oi little annoyan:es that ars
hewing, digzine, eutting, shapinyg, splitling
ant interioining yous moral qanalities.  Rats
may sin< a ship.  One luciter mateh may
sead destrasiion throuzh a bloek of store-
Catherine de” Melicis got herdeath
from smalling a poisonous rase.  Columbus,
by stoppinyg an 1 asking fora nicee of breal
and a arink of water at & Franciscan con-
vent, was celd to tae discovery of i new
worid.  Aud there is an intimuate connection
hot ween tritlss and  immeasities, between
notitings and everychings.

Now, be caroful 1o tet nona of thosv aas
noyitnees g througa your soulunarraigaed.
Compel them to administer to your spiritual
wealth, Tho serateh of a sixpenny nail
sometimes produeas lockjaw, and the eliv of
o most intnitesnal annoyancs may damage
vou forever. Do not lel auy annoyan:e oo
perplesity come across your soul without its
making you better,

Our Coverament doss not think it belit-
tling to put ntaxon small arctielez. Thaein-
dividual taxes do not :mmount to much, but
in tue aggregare to millions and miltions of
Wollars,  Aud I would have you. O Christian
man. put a high tariff on every aanoyiiee
and vexation that comes through your soit.
This might not amount to muech in single
prases, but in the aggregate it would In-_'u
great ravenue of spiritual strength and satis
faction. A beo can suck honey even oui of
a nettie, an'l il you have the grace of God in
your heart you can get swestness out of that
which wonld otherwise irritate and annoy.

A returned missionary told me that a come
pany of avlventurers rowing up the Ganges
were stun:g to daath by tlies that infest that
resion n: cortain seasons. [ hava seen the
earih strewa with the earcasses of men slain
by inszec annoyanezs. ‘T only way to get
preparad for the great tronbles of life is to
conguer thase small troubles.  What woulld
you cay of a sollier who refus:1 toloat his
gun oF o gainto the conflict beeauss it was
only a skirmish, saying: I am not going
to expend my ammunition on a skirmisi,
W.it until thers comes a genesal engage-
ment, and then you will sey how courageous
f am and waat battling T wilt do.”" The
general would say to sueh a man, “If you
are not faithiul in a skirmish, you would be
notoing in o geneal engazemoent.” Anll
have to tetl you, O Caristinn men, if you
eannot apply the principles of Christ's re-
tigion on a smadl s2ate, vou will neves bo
able 1y apply them on a lacge seale,

1i[haimy way with yon, [waulid haveyou
poasess all poasible \vnrlch_\' prospesity.
woulld have you enrsh on a garden—u river
flowing through it, goraninms and shrubson
the sides ancl the geazs and flowers as beaa-
Liful as though the rainbow had fallen. 1
woull have you a houss, a splendil man-
ainn, an'l the hed shouald be covered withup-
hotatary dippo.d in the sotting sun. 1 would
have every hatl inyoue honguset with statues
el statiettes, an1thon U would have the
fonr quarters of the glo): poue in all thelr
Iuxuries on your table, nnd yon shonld hava
forks of silver aad knives of goll, tnlaid with

iien you should

din onds and wuetbysts,  Ti
eaglt one of you have the finest hor3es and

your pick of the equipases of the world.
Then I would have you live 1530 years, and
you should not haye a pain or ache uutil the
last breath,
“Not each ony ol us?" yvou say. Yea,
Each ons ot you. “Not to you- eavmies?”
Yes, The only differsnce £ would make with
them would bs that [ would put a littie ex-
tra gilt on their walls anf a littls extra em-
broidery on theiz slipp2ra. But, you say,
“Why does not God give us all thess
things?” A, I bethine myself, He s wiser,
It would ma%e fools and stugzards of usif
wa hal our way. No man puts his best
l)iclura in the portics or vestibule of his
ouse.  God ma:aut this world to be only thw
vestibule of heaven—that great gallery of
tho universo toward which we are aspiring.
We must not have it too oo 1 in this world,
or we woull want no heaven. )
Dolyearp wits con femaed to b2 burned to
death., The stake was plaated.  Ho was fas-
tenel to it.  ‘I'he fagots were placed around
him, the tires kindled, but history tells us
that the fla:nes bent outwar. like the canvas
of a ship in astout bre-z:, sothat the flames,
inste:id of destroying Polyvearp, wera only o
wall baetween him anl his enemies.  Taey
bhad actually to destroy him  with  the
poniard. ‘The flames would net touel him.
Well, my hearer, 1 want you to uaderstind
that by God's grace the flam+s of trial, in-
stead of ¢onsuminzg your sou!, are only go-
inz 2o be a wall of defense and a canopy of
blessing. Gotis going to fulfill to you the
bleszing anid the promise, as IHe did to Poly-
carp, “Waen thou walkest through the fire,
thou shalt not be burned.” Now you do not
understand.  You shall know hereafter,  In
lw;u'en you will b!ess God even for the hor-
net.

WORDS OF WISDUM,

Thes man who dies young will nof ba
obliged to die old.

1t is often a good thing thei men do
not practice what they preaci.

There is n great deal of common
eense in getting ecared in time.

The man who assiduously courts
trouble will in the cadbe married to it.

Ti is exceedingly bad husbandry to
“harrow’’ up the feelings of your wife.

When a woman is indiflerent to the
size of her feet, it is nsizn of old age.

Hindoa Fakirs,

Herr Kahn not longz nzo presented
a communication on this subjeet to
the Anthropologienl Soziety of Mu-
nich. IIe had the opportunity of per-
sonally observing two cases as to the
genuineness of which he had no doubt
whatever. One of the fakirs referre:t
to had been buried alive for six
weeks, the other for ten days. The
condition which the fakir Thas the
power of producing artiticially is in
all respeets identical with the catalep-
tic trance. The fakirs, who are all
hysterical subjeets of a very pro-
nounced type, put themselves througi
a regular course of trainivg before the
performance, waakening themselves
by semi-starvation, taking internally
varions vegetable eubstznees known
only to them, keeping their bodies
motionless in the same position for
several hours at a time, ete.

When the fakir hes by these means
sot himeelf into the proper condition
e has only to lie down in one of the
positions enjoined by the sacred books
and fix his eyes on theend of his noscto
fall into o state of trance. T'he fakirs
are also believed to use hasheesh for
the purpose of lessening the force of
respiration ; that brpnotic agent, as-
sociated with other vegetable sub-
stances nnd used in a special manner,
is believed Dby them to supply the
want both of nir and nourishment. At
the Dbeginning of the {rance the
fakir has hallucinations, hearing heav-
enly voices, seeing visions, ete. Grad-
ually, however, consciousness becowes
annulled, the body becomes rigid, ang,
as the fakirs themselves say, “‘the
spirit rejoins the coul of the world.”
—British Medical Jcurnal.

A Tough Goose.

The manager of a certain cotton
mill in Lancashire keepz some geeso
on a bit of square ground behind the
engine house. Tiast Thursday morn-
ing, about 6.3) o'clock, the engineer
went out and left the engine house
door open, and the geese walked ip.
One of them in some way got into the
fly-wheel, and when the enginestarted
and the flv-wheel commenced going
round at the rate of seventy-seven
revolutions n minute, goosey could
not get out again. When the engi-
neer went into the engine house agrin
he saw theunfortunate bird still going
round, but, thinking that it must be
already dead, did not stopthe engine.

Imagine his surprise, an honr and
a half atter, when be stopped the cn-
gine for breakinst, to see the gooze
wnlk out as if nothing had happened.
It was very dizzy, but in a few min-
utes it seemed to come round, and
started walking up and down and eat-
ing nlong with the others. It is liv-
ing yet, nud does not look nny the
worse for its ride, only that it is cov-
ered with black oil. The fly-whecl is
gixteen vards in circumference, and
goesaround nt therate of seventy-seven
revolutons per minute. The goose
was in ninety minutes, and so would
have gone round 6)30 times, or have
traveled sixty-three miles,

J. H. Clegg, of Milurow, near Roch-
dale, vouches for theaceuracy of these
facts.—London Weekly Tel

e.earam.

1ohbed a Staze With a Dozus Gun,

A stage robber lheld up the singe on
the Ager-Klamath Falls lire mnear
Keno, Oregon, with a bough of a tre<
one dny last week.  The District At
torney and a Deputy Sheriil were the
only passengers. A voice from o
cinmp of bushes by the roadside called
out “Hey, put up your hands,” and
glancing in the direction of the voice
the driver and passengers saw what
they took to be ths barrel of n rifio
sticking ont of the bush. They
promptly threw up their hands. Then,
following instructions, the driver
threw out the mail sacks and drovs
on. A few rods further on the Deputy
Sheritf jumped off, stole back, and
shot the robber. The man had nc
weapons and had pointed a stick of
wood at the stage. DBut experience
teaches people in that region not to
question appearances too closely when
they indicato firearms.—New York
Sun.

The Burzlar’s Mistake,

A burglar shows his ignorance when
ho cracks o safe in this age. Dusines:
men no longer leave large amounts of
monoy in their safes ovey night, but
use the safes for thu safe keeping oi
books and papers, valnable only to the

owner. A burglar might crack s
dozen snfes, and not find enongh

money to buy a new suits of clothes.
A good many merchants leave their
gnfes unlocked, nud keep n placard
hnnyg on them stating this fact for the
benefit of burglars, —Atchison (Kan.)

Qlobe,




