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.gou will get hunger
2 ounds, anfl death. How do you like 1t?”’
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/F THE LEFT HANDED

‘REV. DR. TALMAGE PREACHES FROM
A MOST PECULIAR TEXT.

A VERY 0ODD EXAMPLE CITED.

Quaint Conceits Induced by the Con-
sideration of the History of Ehud, the
Son of Gera—- Hew the Crippled Mam
Became a Saviour im the Land -The
Pool of Selfishness Cleared. .

Wasbington, Jan. 22.—Rev. Dr. Tal-
mage this morning preached from the
$ext, Juuges- lii, 13: ‘‘But when the
-ehildren of lsrael cried unto the Lord,
t$he Lord raised them up a deliverer,
Xhud, the sen of Gera, a Benjamite, a
sman left handed, and by him the children
@f Israel sent a present unto Eglon, the

ing of Moab.”’ He said:

Ebud was a ruler in Israel. He was
left handed, and whas was peculiar about

e tribe of Benjamin, to which he be-

ged, there were ia it 700 lefs handed

on, and yet 8o dexterous had they all
:oo e in the use ot the lsft hand that
she Bible says they could sling stones at
# hairpreath and not miss. Well, there
&:‘ a king by she name of Eglon, who

s ay eppressor of Israsl. He imposed

pon them a most eu tax. ELud,
She man of whem 1] ke, had &
‘divine commission to destroy that oppres-
.sor. He came pretending that he was go-
ing to pay the tax and asked to see King
Zglon. He was told he was in the sum-
gu house, the place to which the king

tired when 1t was t0o hot o sit in the
lace. This summer kouse was a place
=rnundod by flowers and tress amd
.gpringing fountalns and warbling birds.
End entered the summer house and said
%0 King Eglon that he had a secret
@rand with him. Immediately all the
ndants were waved out of the royal
ce. King Eglon rises uy to receive
Ebud, the left handed
, puts his left hand to his right side,
out & dagger and thrusts Eglon
ugh until the haft went im after the
de. Eglon falls, Ehud comes forth to
w & trumpet of liberty amid the
ountains of Ephraim, and a great host
$s marshaled, and proud - Moab submits
-§o the conqueror, and Israel is free. So,
-© Lord, let all thine enemties perish! So,
-© Lord, let all thy triends triumph !\
I Jesrn first from this subject the
power of left handed men. There are
. some men who by physisal organization
ve as much strength in their left hand
in their right hand, but there is some-
in the writing of this texs whioh
plies that Ehud had some defects in
right hand which ocompelled him to
bis lets. OB, the power of left hand-
mes! Genius is often self observams,
¢areful of itself, not given to much toil,
burning incense to its own aggrandise-
-gment, while many a man, with ne
patural endowments, actually defective in
- physical and mental organization, has an
.. garnestness fer the right, patient indus-
- §ry, an all oconsuming perseverancs,
- which achisve marvels for the kingdom
of CLrist. Though left handed, as Ehud
thcr can strike down a sin as great and
in >:rial as Eglon.

1 have seen men of wealth gathering
abou: them all their tremsures, snuffing
a! the cause of & world lying in wicked-
r ., roughly eedering Lazarus off their

.4 . icstep, sending their dogs, not to liok
‘his suzes, but %0 hound him off their

emises; catohing all the fpure rain of

od’s blessing into the stagnant, rop{,
{pog inbahited pool of thelr own selfish-
\ness—pight handed men, worse than use-
lua—thih many a man with large hears
and little purse has ous of his limited
pea made poverty leap for °joy and
v%s an influence that overspans thp

.grave and will swing round and round
$he throne of God world withous end.
Am:n,
Ah. me! It is high time that you lefy
hande. wnem, who have beemn longing for
‘this g ‘¢ thas eloguenoe and the other
:man > v calsh, should take your left hand
sgut ol »war ots. made all these
pailrce is¥ o set up all these cities?
Who siarted all these churches and
schouls and asylums? Who has done the
tuggic ¢ and running and pulling? Men
of no scnderful endowments, thousands
of thc 'n asknowledging themselves to be
Jeft L.nded, and yet they were earnest,
and yet they were determined, and yet
they wore triumphant.
Bus I do nat suppose that ud, the
firss time be took a sling In his left hand
u'd threw & stone at a hairbreadth and
‘n: mise, § suppose it was practice that
ve him the wonderful dexterity. Go
-forth tc your spheres of duly and be no$
disoourzged if, in your attempts,
you miss the mark. Ehud missed it. Take
another ltom‘,‘yut it ocarefully into the
sli swing i§ around your head, take
ﬁ:& #im, and the nexp $ime you will
mﬁ. tho osmter. The firss $ime a mason
gs bis trewel upon the brisk be does
: eipect §» pus up a perfect wall. The
time a earpenter semds the plane
er a board e drives s bit through a
Seam pe dess not expect te make perfect
execution. The first time a boy attempts
z rhyme he does not expect to chime a
Lalla Rookh,” or a ‘‘Lady of the
Lake.”’ De not be surprised it in your
first ¢fforts a$ doing gooa you are not
gely sucocessful. Understand tbhat
ulness is an ars, a science, a trade.
here was an oculiss performing a vuz
flicult oneration on the human eye.
young uu..0” 6571 by and said, ‘‘How
gasily ycu u. tlat; it don’tseem to cause
you any troutle at all.” ,‘“Ah,’” said the
old ocglist. ‘it is very easy now, but I
spoiled a Latful of eyes to learn that.”’
ﬁ not surprised if it takes some practice
fore we cun help men to moral eyesight
and bring them to a vision of the oross.
Left handed men, to the work! Take the
gospol for & sling and faith and repent-
ance for the smooth stone from the brook,
sake sure aim. God direct the weapon,
and great Goliashs will tumble befors

ou.
4 When Garibaldi was going out o battle

» he tcld bis troops what he wanted them

¢o do, and after be had described what
Be wazted them to do they said, ‘“‘Well,
neral, whkat are you going %o glve us
r all this?’ “Well,” he replied, ‘I
don’s kuow what else you will get, bus
and cold, and

.Hlis men stood before him for a litsle
“while ip silence and then they threw up

eir hands and crieu, ‘‘We are the men!

e are the men!"’ The Lord Jesus Christ
ealls you to his service. I do not mise

ou am easy time in this world. You may
Lvo persecutions, and trials, and mis-
pepresentations, but afterward there
eomes an eternal weight of glory and
you can bear the wounds, and the braisas,
ond the misrepresentations, if you have
ghe roward afterward. Have you nof
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snough enthusiasm to ory out, ‘‘We arve
¢he men! We are the men!"’

I learn also from this subject the danger
of worldly elevation. This Eglon was |
what the world called a great man. There
were hundreds of people who would have !
oonsidered it the greatest honor of their
life just to have him speak to them, yet, ‘
although he Is so high up in worldly !
position, he is not beyond the reach of ,
Ehud’s dagger. I see a great many people
trying to olimb up in sooial position,
baving an idea that shere is a safe place :
somewhere far above, not knowing that
the mountain of fame has a top like
Mount Blano, covered with perpetual
sSnow,

We laugh at the children of Shinar for
trying to build a tower that could reach
to the heavens, bus .I think if our eye-
sight were only good enough we could see
a Babel in many a dooryard. Ob, the
struggle is flerce! It 1s store against
store, house against house, street against
street, nation against nation. The goal
for which men are running is chairs and
chandeliers and mirrors and houses and
Jands and, presidential equipments, It
they get what they antiocipate, what have
they? Men are not safe from ocalumny
while they live, and, worse than thas,
they are not safe atter they are dead, for
1 bave seen swine root up graveyards.
One day a man goes up into publieity,
and the world does him honor, and people
olimb up into sycamore trees to watoh
him as he passes, and as he goes along
on the shoulders of the people there is a
waving of hats and a wild huzza. To-
morrow the same man is caught between
the jaws of the printing press and
mangled and bruised, and the very same
persons who applauded him before ury,
“Down with the traitor! down with
him!”’

. Belshazzar sits at the feast, the mighty
men of Babylon sitting all around him.
Wit sparkles like the wine and the wine
like the wit. Music rolls up among the
chandeliers; the chandeliers flash down
on the decanters. The breath of hanging
gardens floats in on the night air. The
voice of reveliy floats out. Amid wreaths
and tapestry and folded banners a finger
writes. The march of a host is heard on
the stairs. Laughter catches in the throat.
A thousand hearts stop beating. The blow
is struck. The blood on the floor is richer
hued than the wine on the table. The
kingiom has departed. Belshazzar was
no worse perhaps than hundreds of peo-
ple in Babylon, but his position slew
him. Oh, be content with just such a
position as God has placed you in! I¢
may not be said of us, ‘‘He was a great
general,”’ or “‘He wus an honored ohief-
tain,”” 'or ‘‘He was mighty in worldly
attainments,’’ but this thing may be said
of you and of me, ‘‘He was a good oiti-
zen, a faithful Christian, a friond of
Jesus.”” And that in the last day wiil be
the highest of all enlogiums.

I learn further from this subject thas
death comes to the summer house. Eglon
did not expeot to die in that fine place.
Ainid all the flower leaves that drifted
like summer snow into tbe window, in
the tinkle and dash of the fountains, im
the sound of a thousand leaves fluting on
one tree branch, in the cool breeze that
came ap to shake feverish trouble out ot
the king’s loocks—there was nothiag that
spake of death, but thers he died' In the
wintsr, when the snow is a shroud, and
when the wind is a dirge, it is easy to
think of our mortality, bus when the
weather is pleasant and all our surround-
ings are agreeable, how difficuls it is for
us to appreciate the truth that we are
mortal! And yet my text Seaches that
death does sometimes come to the sum-
mer house. He is blind and cannot see
the leaves. He is deaf and cannot bear
the fountains. Oh, if death would ask us
for victims we could point him to bund-
reds of people who would rejoive to have
him come. Push back the door of that
hovel. Look at that little ohild—cold,
and sick, and hungry. It has never heard
the name of God but in blasphemny. Par-
ent intoxicated, staggering around its
straw bed. Ob, death, there is a mark
for thee! Up with it into the light! Be-
fors those little feet stumble on life’s
pathway give them ress.

Here is an aged man. He has done
his work. He has done it gloriously.
The companions of hiz youth all gons,
his children dead, he longs to be at
rest, and wearily the days and the
nights pass. He says, ‘‘Come, Lord
Jesus, come quickly.’”” Oh, death, there
is a mark for thee! Take from him the
staff and give him the scepter! Up with
him into the light, where eyes never
grow dim, and the hair whitens not
through the long years of eternity. Ah!
Death will not do that. Death turns back
from the atraw bed and from the  aged
man ready for the skies and comes to
the summer houss. What doest thou
here, thou bony, ghastly monster, amid
this waving grass and under this sun-
light sifting through the tree branches?
Children are at play. How quickly their
feet go and their locks soss in the wind.
Father and mother stand at the side of
the room looking on, enjoying their glee.
It does not seem possible that the wolf
should ever break into that fold and
carry off a lamb. Msanwhile an old
archer stands looking through rthe
thicket. He points hia arrow at the
brightest of the group—he is a sure
marksman—the bow beuds, the arrow
speeds! Hush uow. The auick feet have
stopped and the locks toss no more In
the wind. Laughter has gone out of the
hall. Death in the summer house!

Here is a father in midlife. His com-
ing home at night is the signal for
mirth. The children rush to the door,
and there are books on the evening
stand, and the hours pass away on glad
feet. There is nothing wanting 1n that
home. Religion is there and sacrifice on
the altar morning and night. You look:
in that household and say: ‘I cannot
think of anything happier. I do not
really believe the world is so sad a piace
as some people describe it to ba."”” The
gcene changes. Father is sick. The doors
must be kept shut. The deathwatch
chirps dolefully en the hearth. The chil-

e

dron whisper and walk softly whare onge
they  romnped. Passing the bouse late at
night, you see the quick glancing of
lights from roum to room. It is.all over!
Death in she summer housa!

Here 13 an aged mother—aged, bug not
infirm. You think you will have the joy
of caring for her wants a good while yes.
As she goes from house to house, to chil-
dren and grandchildren, her coming is a
dropping of sunlight in the dwelling.
Your ohildren see her ooming through
the lane, and they ory, ‘“Grandmother’s
come!"’ Care for you bas marked up her
face with many a deep wrinkle, and her
back stoops with carrying your burdens.
Some day she is very quiet. She says she
is not sick, but something tells you you
will not much longer have a mother. She
will sit with you no mozre at the $able
nor a$ the hearth. Her soul goes cut se
gently you do mnot exaotly kmow the
momens of its going. Fold the hands

llm have dene S0 many kindnosees for
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you right over the heart that has bead
with love toward you since before you
were born. Let the pilgrim rest. She is
weary. Death in the summer house!
Gather about us what we will of com-
fort and luxury. When the pale messen-
ger comes, he does nos stop to look a$
she architecture ot the house before he
ocomes in, nor, entering, does he wait to
examine the picturés we have gathered
on the wall, or, bending over your pillow,

he does not stop to see whether there is |

color in the cheek or gentleness in the
eye or intelligence 1n the brow. But what
of that? Must we stand forever mourning
among the graves of our dead? No! Nol
The peopls in Bengal bring cages of birds
to the graves of their dead, and then
they open the cages, and the birds go
singing heavenward. So I would bring to
the graves of your dead all bright
thoughts and ‘ congratulations and bid
them sing of victory and redemption. I
gtamp on the bottom of the grave, and i¢
breaks through into the light and the
glory of heaven. The ancients used to
think that the s‘raits entering the Red
Sea were very dangerous places, and they
suppcsed that every ship tbhat wen$
through those straits would be destroyed,
and they were in she habit of putting on
weeds of mourning for those who bad
gone on that voyage, as though they
were actually dead. Do you know what
they called those straits? They called
them the ‘‘Gate of Tears.”” I stand a$
the gate through. which many of your
loved ones bave gone, and I want $o tell
you that all are not shipwrecked tha$
bave gone through those straits into the
great ocean stretching out beyond. The’
sound that comes from the other shore
on still nights when we are wrapped in
prayer makes me think that the departed
are not dead. We are the dead—we who
toil, we who weep, we who sin—we are
the dead. How my heart aches for human
sorrow—this sound of breaking hearts
that I hear all about me, this last look
of faces that never will brighten again,
this last kiss of lips that never will speak
again, this widowhood and orphanage!
Oh, when will the day of sorrow be gone!
After the sharpest winter the spring
dismounts from the shoulder of a
southern gale and puts its warm hand
upon the earth, and in its palm there
ocomes the grass, and there come the
flowers, and God reads over the poetry
of bird and brook and bloom and pro-
nounces it very good. What, my friends,
if every winter had not its spring, and
every night its day, and every gloom its
glow, and every bitter mow its sweet
hereafter! If you have been on the sea,
you know, as the ship passes in the
night, there is a phosphorescent track
left behind it, and as the -waters roll up
they toss with unimaginable splendor.
‘Well, across this great ocean of human
trouble Jesus walks. Oh, that in the
phosphorescent track of his feet we
might all follow and be fllumined!
There was a gentleman in a rail oar
who saw in that sawe car three pasgen-
gers of very different circumstances. The
first was a maniac. He was carefully
guarded by bhis attendants. His mind,
like a ship dismasted, was beating
against a dark, desolate coast, from
which no help could come. The train
stdpped and the man was taken out into
the asylum to waste away perhaps
through years of gloom. The second
passenger was a culprit. The outraged
law had seized on him. As the cars jolted
the chains rattlel. On his face were
orime, depravity and despair. The train
halted. and he was taken out to the peni-
tentiary, to which he had been condemn-
od. There was the third passenger, under
far different circumstances. She was a
bride. Every hour was gay as a marriage
bell. Life glittered and beckoned. Her
companion was taking her to his father’s
house. The train halted. The old man
was there to welcome her to her new
home, and his white locks snowed down
upon her as he sealed his word with a
father's kiss. Quickly we fly toward
eternity. We will soon be there. Some
leave this life condemned oculprits, and
they refuse a pardon. Oh, may it be with
us that, leaving this fleeting life for the
next, we may find our Father ready to
greet us to our new home with him for-
ever! That will be a marriage banquet!
Father’s welcome! Father’'s bosom!
Father’'s kiss! Heaven! Heaven!

POPE PIUS IX'S REIGN.

Held the Pontificate for the Longest
Period on Record.

Pius IX., who reigned as Pope for 83
years, from 1846 to 1878, when bhe was
sucoeeded by the present Pope Leo XIII.,
held the pontificate the longest period on
record. Only eleven popes out of 268
who have held the pontiticate have done
so for upwards of 20 years. In order of
their length of tenure, they are as fol-

Jows:

.In office. Elected.
T b GRS 32 years 1846
Pius VI.. i 808 1776
Adrisn I...........: 28 778
Plas VIL. ........... 93¢ 1800
8%, Sylvester I.,,.... 23 * 814
Alexander III....... 22 * 1159
Bt kso 1l .......c.: 81" 440
Leo III...... seseeeao 21 795
Urhan VIL........ .2[ * 1623
Clement XE......... - 1700
Leo XIII, (the present Pope) 1878

The present Pope was 67 years of age
when elected to the office, and the pres-
ent year saw the anniversary of his firs¢
mass, the 56th year of his episcopal con-
secration, and the &8th annmiversary of
his birth. During his pontificate he has
already seen 131 cardinals die, and of the
eouncil which elected him in 1878 there
are only two survivors—Cardinal Martel,
born in 1806, and Cardinal Canassa,
born in 1809.

Mother Forgets Her Baby.

A stylishly dressed woman, apparently
absent-minded, created a commotion on
a Halstead street electric car yesterday
afternoon by suddenly springing to her
feet and shouting:

‘“Q, O, stop the oar,
I've forgotten the baby.”’

The other passengers tittered and .the
oconauctor looked puzzled, but he rang
the bell and the car stopped. A block
away the passengers saw a man hurrying
toward the car at full speed carrying a
child in his arms and waving one hand
exocitedly to the conductor. When the

Me. Conductor!

. man arrived the anxious woman with a

ory of joy sook from him the tiny child,
and, with a look of deep embarrassment,

_ pe-entered the car and took her seat,

while the eyes of every passenger rested
on her and the baby.

The woman lived on the North Side,
but she bad been visiting friends in
Twelfth street. In going to fhe ocar she
was aceonipanied by the man, who oar-
pied she baby, and during the busy pro-
oeedings of saying good-bye, wisbing a
happy New Year, and other things, the
woman forgot about her baby until the
ear had gone almost a block.—Chicage
Tribune.

_Express.
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SHIPS SAVED AT SEA.

WHAT IS MEANT BY “SALVAGE” AND
HOW IT IS PAID.

There Is No Law That Signals of Dis-
tress at Sea Must Be Heeded—Pub-
lic Opinion Alone Enforces Re-
sponses to Calls For Help.

Salvage on ships saved at sea by oth-
ers in the majority of cases is paid by the
underwriters, althongh the big steam-
ship companies insure themselves. The
insurance companies think that a board
of arbitration can more satisfactorily
adjust salvage claims than can the
courts. The word salvage, as defined by
that celebrated admiralty authority,
Roscoe, is ‘‘the reward which is earned ;
by those who have voluntarily saved or ;
assisted in saving a ship or boat or their
apparel or any sort thereof or the lives
of persons at sea or a ship, cargo or any
part thereof, from peril or a wreck
from total loss.’’ The last part of the
definition is a trifle puzzling.

In discussing the merits of salvage
cases it must be remembered that there
is no obligation, written or implied,
upon the master or crew of any vessel
to heed signals of distress. Public opin-
ion alone enforces the idea that ‘‘a call
for belp at sea must be obeyed.’’ The
laws of salvage are merely framed to
encourage the saving of life and proper-
ty on the deep. There is avarice in the
mariner as in landsmen, and the laws
are made to overcome and curb these
mercenary ambitions. For that reason
a master and his crew cannot expect
salvage for saving their own vessel. It
is the natural assumption in law, as
well as in fact, that they must do
everything they can to preserve their
charge and under an.agreement with
the owners keep it from danger when-
ever possible. :

In salvage one of the first laws is that
the peril must be actual. The bargain
made in time of danger by the master
or agent of the imperiled craft with an-
other volunteering aid need not of neces-
sity hold in court, and generally does
not. Asa rule the bargain is exorbitant
and made at a time when the victim
would be willing to guarantee the pay-
ment ‘of millions for proffered assist-
ance. This point has been decided hun-
dreds of times, the courts taking the
stand that the peril made an exor-
bitant bargain necessary.

As a general thing, the salvage award
is equal to about one-third the value in
the case of sailing craft and from
one-third ¢o one-half in the case of
steamers. The owners of the salving l
craft, whose money was wasted by de- |
lay, wear and- tear, are of course en- |

|

titled to the bigger piece of the plum.
The master of the salvor gets about
twice the sum that his mate receives,
and the mate is paid something like
double the amount of each sailor. }

Should the latter have been a mem- }
ber of a lifeboat crew used in running ;
hawsers or in going aboard as a prize !
crew he and his mates are entitled to |
an extra compensation. Naval officers
cannot claim salvage when the work :
accomplished is in the direct line of
their duty.

In the case of a abandoned vessel
there isa peculiar law as aﬂppliad to
ownership. No matter where the dere-
{ict be found and towed or assisted in
by a prize crew or otherwise the court !
holds that she is still the property of
her original owners, although abandon- |
ed by her crew, their agents, and that .
no effort has been made by them to re-
cover her. It sounds peculiar to the
average mariner, but it’s the law.

To make a successful salvage claim it
is necessary that the property must be |
actually saved and saved by those claim- |
ing to be salvors. In other words, the |
salvage services must be rendered by [
persons not bound by contract to render '
them. If the mariner or other encoun- ;
ters the danger or misfortune or dam- |
age which might possibly expose the |
ship to destruction unless assistance is |
rendered and doesall he can to save the f
vessel, and his services tend in some de- |

i
|
¢
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gree to save or preserve her, compensa- |
tion will be-awarded him, although the
vessel is mainly preserved by other
means.

The longest time that any one steam- |
er has been at sea with disabled ma- !
chinery before reaching port was 77 }
days. This was the United States cor- ;
vette Iroquois in 1890. She was bound !
to Samoa from Honolulu, and bad only ?
seven days’ rations left when port was
reached. In 1897 the steamer Indralema |
was towed into St. Thomas after hav-
ing been at sea for 47 days. The Glas- §
gow steamer Strathness, after drifting 3
32 days out of the range of steamers,
was towed into St. Michael’s in Janu- {
ary, 1897, by the Britich steamer Han-
nah M. Bell. Another - Strath, .the
Strathnevis, drifted helplessly on the :
Pacific for two months and over in
1895, and was finally towed into Puget
sound. The Disptach in 1864 was out .
61 days with crippled machinery, and
four years ago the British oruiser Ca-
lypso broke down 2,000 niiles from port :
and sailed in unaided, much to the de- |
light of the dwindling band of naval
experts who maintain that every war- .
ship ought to be provided with ample |
sail power.

The owners of those ships that were .
obliged to drift for weeks, and in sev- :
eral cases for months, would not have
found fault with the question of salvage
bad a helping hand come along—as
least there would have been no com-
plaint just then.—New York Mail and

Werk of Helpmates.

® was driving through. one of the best
farming districts in western Ontario a
fow years ago. I expressed my admira-
tien. :

““Yes,” gaid my companion, who
knew the country thoreughly, ‘‘mearly
all the farmers aronnd here have second
wives.”’

““Why?' was my surprised inquiry.

“QOh,” he answered, ‘‘they killed
their first wives making the farml'—
Perth Expositor.
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SHE GOT HIM BACK.

How the Dog’s Mistreas Retaimed Her
Pet Spaniel.

When Mrs. Marie Nevinas Blaine was
married to Dr. W. T. Bull, her pet
spaniel, Lion, was banished. After the
couple had been married a year Mra
Bull persuaded her husband to let Lion
return for a week, promising to keep
him in the stable.

Three days of Lion’s visit had passed
when as Dr. Bull was taking off his
overcoat in his office there came a rap at
the inner door. It was so faint that a$
first he did not notice it. Then when it
was repeated he said, ‘“Come in.’”’ ' No
one came, but the rapping went on. He

~opened the door, and there stood Lion.

He had been knocking the door with &
little wooden box he held in his mouth,
addressed to Dr. Bull. The doctor took
the box, and Lion, too polite to intrude,
turned and walked in a dignified man-
ner back up stairs. The doctor opened
the box and read the tiny note contain-
ed therein, smiled and threw it in the
scrapbaskat.

The next day Lion knocked and lef$
another note. The third time he came
there wus a reply for him. The dootor
said, “‘Lion, wait.”” He took the box,
abstraoted the note, put one of his own
in itas place, and handing the box back
to the dog gave him a pat and sent him
up stairs. Here is a copy of Lion’s notes
and the »eply they finally elicited:

Drar DocTor—I am enjoying my visit to my
mistress very much. It was very kind of you
$o invite me here, and I have tried to behave
the best I know how. It will be hard to leave
my mistress again. I wish you would like me
a little bit. LioxN.

The letter which Lion carried back
to his mistress read:

Liox—You are such a respectable, well bred
fellow that your visit is extended indefinitely.
W.T.B.

==Boston Journal.

MOIST WEATHER.

A Description of a Spell of Humidity
on the Wabash. |

“Talking about rainy weather,”’ said
the westerner, ‘‘I remember once out
in Indianapolis meeting a farmer who
took the most cheerful view of damp-
ness of anybody I eversaw. Iasked him
if they had had much rain down on the
Wabash that spring.

¢ ¢Well, it has been a little damp,’ he
answered. ‘The day before I left home
I bhad to hang up 24 of my ducks. They
had- got so water soaked that they
couldn’t swim any longer.- I planted
my corn in two feet of water, and I
don’t expeot over 30 bushels to the acre.
My wheat is looking pretty well, bus

! the sturgeon and catfish have damaged

it considerably.  Thers was about 15
minutes’ sunshine one day, and I
thought I would plant my potatoes, so
I loaded, them on a scow and anchored
the scow in three feet of water, when it
began to rain again.

‘¢ ¢I wanted to go down on the bottom
lands next the Wabash to see if the
grass was growing for my hay crop, but
my wife said that as we didn’t haveany

; diving bell she’d rather I wouldn’t. I

should feel kind of disconraged with all

{ the rain, but I've spent my odd hours

of leisure time—and the even ones, too,
on account of staying in out of the wet
~—building us an ark. If it will only
rain another week or two until I get

- her ready to sail, I’'m going to take my
| family out to Missouri by water for &

trip to visit our folks that moved off
out there because they didn’t know
enough to stay in a place where they

| were oomfortable.’’’ — Boston Tran-

soript.

His Concern.

A ocommercial traveler on his trip
called npon a well known chemist. He
was nervous as he put his hand in his
pocket and handed out a card.

T represent that concern,’ said the
young man.

““You are fortunate,’ replied the
chemist.

The commercial traveler was encour-
aged and said:

«T think so, sir, and the chemist who
trades with us is even more so. My firm
has the finest line of cosmetics in the
country.”’

I sheuldn’s have thoaght it,”’* slow-

! ly responded the man of medicines.

“Her complexion looks natural.”’
And he handed back the photograph
which the young man had given him

i by mistake. He took it and left without

waiting to make any farewell remarks.
—~London Sketoh.

Weorship of the Tiger.
The carcass of the tiger was ocarried
¢o. the adjacent village, where a hen
was decapitated in front of it by the

i Gonds as an offering to the tiger god,

while all the women assembled and did
obeisance to the monster, bringing also
their children, and placing each a emall
goin on the tiger’s body or in fronmt of
its jaws; for these primitive people
look on the tiger as their god, and small
marvel seeing what a wondrous crea-
ture he is, with matohless symmetry
of form and mighty strength, before
which man seems an insignificant pup-
pet.—*‘Tropics and Snows,”’ by Burton.

Why She Was Sad.

It was in a little out of the way place.
in the country, and as the recent arrival
passed some asked who she was.

“She is a society woman who has
been wishing for the last ten years thas
she coald get away from the trials and
anxieties and bores and superficiality of
society,’’ was the answer.

“But why is she so sad?”

«“Becausa at last she has got away
from them."’

The seeds of the Philippine beam from
the coast near Manila so closely resem-
ble the quartz pebbles, among whioh
they fall, in shaps, size and coler, lue-
ter, hardiness amd stratification as te
be almost indistinguishable.

The firss fzold coin called a sovere!
was coined An the reign of Henry
The preseras sovereign, as ourrent at 88
shillings, was first issued in 1819,
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“CROSSED” MONEY ORDERS.

snfrsudrds Employed In England In
Makéng Small Remittances.

Americans who are buying books in
small quantities or are remitting dues
to the treasurers of English societies of
which they happen to be:members occa-
gionally receive & printed or written re-
quest to use a ‘‘crossed’’ order when
sending money. At first they are likely
to be mystified by the phrase. Even if
inquiry is made at the postoffice ia this
country it is quite possible that no sat-
isfactory explanation will be obtainable.
The remitting party will ascertain,
though, that American postoffices do no¢
issue ‘‘orossed’’ orders.

The term- in question refers to two
lines drawn with a pen from th» top to
the bottom of a postal order on its face
near the middle and an inch or two
apart. That treatment of a money order
will prevent payment of it to any one
but a banker, and if, as is sometimes
done, the name of some particular bank
is written in the space between the
lines the order will be paid only to thas
institution. It i8 not necessary fo use
any words in addition to the name of
the bank. No explicit prohibition is re-
quired. The mere crossing of the order
is a well understood signal to the Brit-
ish postal authorities, for, while the
custom is comparatively unfamiliar to
people on this side of the Atlantic, it e
common enocagh in the United King-
dom.

When an American remits money ia
this manner, he crosses his order him-
self, but in several foreign countries the
postoffice does not give the order to the
sender, but transmits it directly to the
paying office. The person who remits
merely sends notice to the right person
to go to the postoffice and apply for che
money. Where this usage prevails th
postoffice issues a crossed order becausr
the sender cannot cross the order hir
self. Such is the practice, for instan®
in Germany, Belgium, Austria adod
Italy. i .

NO STOVES IN KOREA.

Instead Flues Are Laid Under the
Floors, Which Are Thus Heated.
Stoves are not used to any extent by

the native Koreans. The Korean meth-

od of heating is excellently adapted to
their resources and eonditions. In build-
ing their houses they lay down a sys-
tem of flues where the floor iz to be.
hese flues begin at a fireplace, which

19 usually placed in an outer shed or

connecting closed alleyway.

From this fireplace the flues extend
in a more or less curved direction, like
the ribs of a round fan, to & trench at
the rear of the room, which in turn
opens into & ehimney, which is usually
placed some distance from the house.
Flat flagstones are then placed carefully
over these flues, and the whole is ce-
mented over and finally covered with &
thick oil paper, for which the country
is noted. This paper keeps smoke from
entering the room, and a little straw or
brushwood, used in the fireplace for
cooking the rice, serves to heat the
stone floor and gives an agreeable:
warmth, which lasts till the time of the
next meal.

Two heatings daily tend to give the
people & mice warm floor, upon which
they sit in the daytime and leep at
night. By leaving their shoes at the
door the inmates preserve the paper
floor, which from constant polishing
takes on a rich brown color.—New
York Press.

| Maori Women.

The Maori women of Australasia have
their rights—flourisbing ones. General-
ly they have little voice or choice in the
selection of their first husbands, but
they may, and frequently do, change:
them. A woman may trade bherhusband’
without so much asa comment from
the public, without the slightest smudge
on her good name, and it is nothing té
hisdisoredit either. Oourtship isalways-
brief and does mot often preface mar-
riage. The Maoris, however, love to re-
peat oriental love tales and sing love-
songs. Maori widows not infrequently
commit suicide on the graves of their
husbands and are honored for doing so,
as in Ohina: Divorce is simple; it needs
no revenue, employs no officers. He
tnrns her out of doors, and beth are free
to remarry. This is all. Girls are often.
betrothed irrevocably from infanoy.

Protection.

Nephew (from the city)—Why de:
you have those lightning rods on yous-
house and barn, Uncle Josh? Don’t you:
know the theory that they afford pro-
tection has long since been exploded?

Uncle Josh—Waal, I kin tell you
they dew act as perteckters, the'ry.or
no the'’ry.

Nephew—Do you mean to tell me-
you believe they protect you from light-
ning? . .

Uncle Josh—Mebby not, young: un,
mebby not, but they perteckt me frum.
them pesky lightnin rod peddlers.—
Chicago News.

Feeding Hotel Help.

The first work done in the Waldorf:-
Astoria, New York, each day is the
preparation of breakfast for 1,200 em-
ployees. The last of these meals is
served usually before the earliest rising
guest sleepily orders his eggs and cof-
fee, thinking himself almosi a hero.t®
be breakfasting at such an hour,

Swindled.

Mrs. Smarte says. her hasband is the
worst man thos ever was to go shop-
ping. He'’s almost sure to get swindled
every time. ‘‘Why,’’ she says, “it was
only t’other day that he bought a flute,
and when it came home, if you’ll be-
lieve it, ’twas full of holea **—Boston
Transcript.

In Extromis.
Husband—My darling, when [ am
gone, haw will you ever be able to pay
the doogor’s bill?
Wife—Don’t worry abous thas, deas.
If the worst comes o the wozst, 3 will
magry the doctor.—Medical Resord. |




