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A WISH.

_Another year for Jesus!

-+ "How cnn I ivish for you,

.'A greater joy or blessing, |

- . Afollow-worker true!

. Eternity with Jesus
< Islong enough forrest;
“Thank God that we aro spared to work
For him whom we love best!

. ————
ELECTRICITY AND THE TELE-
C ‘ PHONE:

BY JOHN 8, WHITE, LL.D.

“ Will not you and & dozén of your boys
who are most interested in scientific sub-
jects come to our office in Cortlandt street
next Thursday afternoon, to see what we
have done in perfecting .the long-distance
telephone ¥’ Such was the courteous in-
vitation which came from the manager, Mr.
Howlett, one day in March, and
youmaybesuretheinvitation was .

cables, bearing these varlous sounds with

all the force of nctual presence ; every in- '

tonation, every peculiarity in tho quality

of tone being conveyed with such wonder- |’

ful perfection that the listener at either
end of the wire could instantly call the
names of all his acquaintances irith whom

he spoke, many of whom he had not seen |

for months,
* Ask your son to wait a moment,” said
Mr. Howlett, **and I will introduce you
to a gentleman in Syracuse.” And taking
up another instrument, he called up some
one at the other end and handed me the
tube: R N . ' . X
 May I ask who you are " said L
“I am a stranger,” came back the re-
sponse, ‘‘who has been invited to take a
peep ab this wonderful instrument. for the
first time. I live in Cleveland, and my
name is Adans,”

‘only possible to extend a wire between us

“{travel on a railway train at the speed of

with almost an anuihilaion of space and

them nearly five hundred® miles apart :—~
‘“Why, Mr. White, is it possible that I
am talking with you in Boston 7
‘¢ Ty certainly is.” .
¢TI remember you ag a little fellow of
four years of age when you used to live in
Cloveland. ~ This is wonderful, isn't it "
And so the conversation went on, and 56
we chatted and talked that afternoon, a
dozen of us, with as many friends in Bos-
ton, with strangers in Albany and Buffulo ;
and so we came.to realize that if it were

and some other planet, like Venus, for
example, so far away that if one could

fifty miles an hour, day and night, he
would bo sixty years on the route, it would
be possible to hear and understand an in-
habitant of that planet at the other end,

and unsuspected for- thousands of years—
an unknown power, an unseen.-force ¥ As
a profession—not merely as s 'business for
the making of money—no ficld offers to-
day greater attractions than the study of
this-wonderful force and its applicatious.
No work is calling so loudly to tho joung
man of scientific grasp and persevering in-
dustry. Probably not a thousandth part
of the discoveries possible to the student of
the present century have yet been made.
Why, if sound can be thus miraculously re-
produced——for we can hggdly belicveit to be
carried or transmitted through such a dis-
tance—why, I say, cannot light, why can-
not pictures and forms be reproduced
through the intervention of this wonder-
working current? Indeed, I-believe the
day will come when you may not only thus
talk to your friends hundreds or thousands
of miles away, but the face and form, the
surroundings, the picture of the
room your friend is in, may be

promptly accepted. “‘Ask some
friends,” he said in the same
note—**gsome of your graduates

one irregular sounds thit come
over the wire unbidden, from
the butchers and bakers and
candlestick-makers who are en-
deavoring to talk at the same
mowment over some neighboring
wire to their customers, But
here is an instrument which has
been freed from all the irreg-
Alar ‘vibrations by the curious.
discovery that by placing upon =
the tympanum half a teaspoon- -
ful of pure carbon, in the form
.of fine grains, the Bsound is
strained, purified as it were,
coming to the ear, no matter
from what distance, with a vivid-
ness and resonant quality that
would seem possible only at a
distance of a few feet, Now if
you will sit down here a mo-
ment and speak into this tube—
speak, please, in your ordinary
tone of voice, but speak well
into the tube—T think you may
find somebody whom you know
two hundred and twenty-five
miles away in Boston.”

With a feeling akin to awe, a8
if I were in the presence of
some supernatural power, Itook
the suggested seat, the boys
crowding about me in sup-
pressed excitement, and called
into the tube, ‘* Halloo, who is
there ¥ ' .

““Halloo ! is thatyou, papa ¥
came from tho other end, as dis-
tinetly as if my boy was stand-
ing by my side.
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who are in Harvard, if you please : (.

—to meet you abt oyr Boston !(|

office at the other end of the ] &\ 5

wire.” This we did, and the q!}\ ); iy

appointed day and hour found o

us at the office, with Mr. How- (‘ s s h

lott ready to explain to us the . s YD)

working of the wonderful new by 30 S

‘‘transmitter.” - 'o#;(/ N L s
‘ Bverybody,” he said, ‘‘is 3 4 Y =2

familiar with the ordinary telé- LN " - 2

phone and its vagaries, and with ey g 7 e S

theefforts that a novice makesto - A AR M e

have himself understood, shout- \ F ~

ing wildly into the tube, and ex- RN e K T g ¢ e

pecting that the louder he shouts ¢ *" /g el

the more clearly he will be un- g/ . AN, 3 | RR

derstood ; and everybody, too, ¢, ?///// % -53,‘ =

is familiar with the thousand and N =T

accurately - reproduced before

you; and if to this you add the
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and retain impressions such that
you may recall at will the faco,
the words, the gestures of some
friend long dead perbaps, and
actually see him talking, and
hear the well-known tones of his
voice. -

What would it not mean to
mankind if all these wonders
had been perfected at the time
of the Christian era, and if to-
day in any of our churches we
could hear our Saviour pro-
nounce the familiar words of
His Sermon upon the Mount, if
we could see His expression and
His gestures, and hear the mur-
-mur of the multitudes about
him !—Harper’s Youug People.
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AY INDIGNANT MOTHER.
BY MYRA SPAFFORD,
. ‘““Bhe is very sick,” said Dr.
Robbie Proctor, in his grand-
Y father's hat and his uncle’s cont,
with Aunt Katie's glasses seated
astride his nose ; ““very sick,
indeed ”” and he Iaid his hand
with professional skill on the
kitten’s paw.  ““If you do not
follow my directions she will
die, and there’s no help for it.
She has the small-pox and
- 1 cholera and yellow-fever, all
mixed up together. It would
be hard for anybody but me to
tell you so mueh, but I can tell.”

0 dear, dear me,” said the
frightened little mother, ‘I
will be sure to follow your direc-
tions. To think that my child
should have so many sicknesses
allat once.”

“Yes, it is very sad ; and she
must have a pint of brandy every
ten minutes for the next fifty-
five hours, or she will die, cer-
tain, true, black and blue.”

Up rose the little mother, her
face all in a glow of indignation.
Gathering the precious child in
the skirt of her dress, with true
womanly dignity, she epoke in
freezing tones :

“*She never will, Dr. Robbie,
: and you need not think it. I
wonder at you for saying such

ey

¥
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words in my mother’s house,

**Yes. Is that really you,
Bliot {”

*Why, certainly. And I heard sowme-
body else speak to you in the room. It
was Graham Stokes, wasn’t it?”’

““Yes,” I replied. ‘“And I hear the
clock ticking in the room where you are.
And that is Fiske, of ’92, is it not, who
Inughed then ¥’ -

“It was, and no mistake. Hold your
watch up, and see if I can hear- that tick
too,” said Eliot.

and, to the amusement of us all, he was
able to tell- accurately the hour of my
watch, hearing it with perfect distinctness
through this marvellous wire which tra-
versed a thousand feet of house-tops and
miles of subways under the streets of the
city, stretching out upon its course through
Connecticut northward, beneath the waters
.of a dozen rivers, through as many separate

'

This I did, and then struck the repeater, |

¢ Why, how do fé)u do, Mr. Adams?

sasid I, ““ I have not scen you for nearly
thirteen years.”

*“Why, Mr. White, I am very glad to
see you, indeed. Where have you been
all this time, and how is your family
and your little boy, whom I remember
go well? Ho was four or five years old
when I saw you last,” Here was an idea
that was almost an inspiration. Catching
up the other tube, I called - through it
again, ** Eliot, are you there ”’

‘(Yes.” R - ,

“Well, I want to introduce you to an
old friend, Mr. Adams, of Cleveland, who
is at Syracuse this moment: ~ Mr.- Adams,
let mo make you acquainted with my son,
who is now in Boston.” And crossing the
wires in my hands, this conversation, as I
found & moment later, took place between

time, unless, as is ossibly the case, electri-
city travels with the exact speed of light
and even then there would need to inter-
vene only three minutes between the ques-
tion and the response.

And what can be this marvellous power
which ono moment &acts as the willing
servant of man, defying time and distance,
and bringing two friends hundreds of miles
apart practically into the same room to-

gether, and the next instant deals death |-

and destruction to everything tliat comes
in the way of its tremendous blow? To-
day. filling with light sotne mighty building
—light that comesat the turn of the hand,
the push of a button——and to-morrow de-
stroys that same building with one terrific
crash from heaven ; capable of being sum-
moned to do all the mechanical work of
some powerful nation, after lying dormant

when you know she never lets
a drop of brandy come into it,
and does not believe in using it for any-
thing ! The idea that I would let my
kitten play take brandy ! I'm ashamed of
you, Robbic Proctor, and don’t want to
have anything more to do with you.”

So saying, she walked across the room
and out at the door.

“WWell,” said Dr. Robbie, in great in-
dignation, “if you won't do as the doctor
says, how canyou expeet him to help you ?°
“T don't expeet it,” camo from the hall
in freezing tones. ‘‘I never will expect
help from a doctor who uses such dreadful
medicine as that.” '

There was a sound of clapping of hands
which ¢arhie from the library, and papa’s
voicosnid : : )

“ Threc cheers for the little mother who
has the ‘courage of ler convictions!”
—The Pansy. :
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