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wait there until there is a train for the place you want to

h Mr. Barlow also was great upon seeing all the sights in 
Baedeker and all the pictures that were marked with stars. 
I will not, however, go on with this sad story. People may 
travel together with comfort if they will not criticise one 
Another and if each will allow the other to do exactly as he 
pleases.— IK. Robertson Nicoll.

parties to the trade. One day the boy was seen tugging 
through town an enormous fish that almost dragged on the 
ground. It was two inches over a yard long. Colonel Tal­
bot, a gentleman who knew the young fisherman very well, 
hailed him and complimented him on his success.

“ A noble fish, Tom ! I want to buy it.”
“ It’s sold to Mr. Kerster,” said the boy, without stopping. 
“That can t be. He hasn’t seen it. Say, I’ll give you a 

dollar for it.”
“ I tell you it’s sold. 'Tisu't mine."
“ What’s Kerster going to give you for it V*
“ Fifty cents ! ” shouted Tom, still keeping on his way.

TN 1892 Philip D. Armour was on one of his annual trips The colonel called after him : “ I’ll give you a dollar and aI to the German mineral waters. At Carlsbad he met the quarter.”
moneyed men of Europe, and he put together all the Tom turned a moment with an indignant look and rep

hints that he got from this one and that one, and out of these “If you get any of this pike you’ll have to get it of Mr.
hints he evolved a theory. He packed his grip and started Kerster.” .... .
for home and the day he landed in New York he telegraphed Mr. Kerster was astonished. “ Fifty cents isn t enough 
for the heads of his departments to meet him. for that fish,” he said. “ I shall have to give you a dollar.

« How s business 1 ” he asked, cheerfully, as he sat down in “ No, sir ; it’s yours at fifty cents,” insisted Tom. 1 H
the midst of the powwow and within range of twenty tele- not take any more. You’ve lieen kind enough to pay me for
graph machines. , some that were pretty short.”

“Never better; making money hand over fist," said the
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Ready for the Storm.

lied

m^Cut things down to the very edge,” said the old man, in Satan's Pretext.
. ery business-like way "There’s a storm h™»1"». H“l ™tHEN the devil wants to successfully engineer through

get hands on^flo ip tlT the Z W society sn.ne cushun or law which ^ristians generally
get hamis ^ ia worth. Get every dollar condemn, he always hitches up with .ta pretexti that

—Z~ V J A TL tell me «lout it ” has the semblance of benevolence and grace. Thus a charitytom.y .nanW ev^T theh heartolr tlmo'd man was ball ” is a dance for the alleged heneht of the poor but h,

did eMCtly “ "e *aid' They Pr" cipants.’^

dtrected. “ Don t be afraid. Get every dollar yon can, ^ Detrdt „p/r(a tried to get /|aw through the lato legisla-

h.s preparations were hardly completed before crash „ativ„ JF[lipinot. Thus the hitter portions of perdi-
OoeCo“the hrst things to happen in the desperate Bnancial tion are always sugar-coated. No tolling when »r how the 
une OI me nrsn 8 ri" Chicago One next stealthy scheme may come up. Everything has to lie«traits was a run on the t> ggest banks  ̂ U watched. The devil will "take our Sabbath day entirely if we

“ strÆïrjMïS ="trvtv7bu.iZm.nh^,0.Tt3r hcsZ .ud toetosh was would not destroy if he could.-.,,.*,„„ (Mi. AS - 

enough to stagger any set of bank officials. Ogden Armour,
«on of the old man, was a director in the bank.

Mr. Armour mingled with the crowd on the sidewalk in 
front of tho tiank, going first to one and then to another, 
pledging hie own credit for the deposits. He never left the A
place until the closing hour, and by that time the run had guests was going from one pel
stopped He went back to his office and issued a call for a ing a few words with each. His brother who was
rnoMtog of Chicago business men the next morning. Then ready to go home, said impatiently, You act as though this
he cabled to London and bought half a million dollars in gold were the last chance you would ever have to «peak to these
on his own account. He ate a little luncheon and drove out people. You will see all of them to-morrow. Maybe I will
to Armour Institute that afternoon as usual. He watched was the rejoinder “but this is at least the last chance that I
the classes at drill, and then he inquired, placidly : “ Is any- will have for making use of this hour, and I want to make

" nt ■. „ ’ the most of it.” How many of us have ever thought of this I
The true Christian who is enriched with Cod’s promises, If the days, the hours, and even the minutes, of our lives are

and has stored away in the treasure vaults of his soul, the to be accounted for in the great judgment, surely it is need-
securities of Cod, can face the storms of the world with a ful that we give consideration to that which we put into 

■ . v0.rf jihfft Banks every portion of time. Remember that each day is also a•quiet heart. Louts Ali.rS Banks. ,Mf ^ce tu m„ke that day’s record right in the sight of
God.—Lookout.

The Last Chance.
T the close of an evening’s entertainment, one of the 

rson to another, exchang-

I
Stonewall Jackson's Fidelity. Worry.

AN ônimfrero w,:Bmyt.rwSa jn ™y=‘rt™j,h, z
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customers, v B ike a foot or more put together By the grace of God, I will never fret ; I repine

made in good at nothing ; I am discontented with nothing. And to have 
persons at my car, fretting and murmuring at everything, is 
like tearing the flesh off mv bones. I see God sitting upon 

and ruling all things well.—John Wesley.

agreed to give him fifty cents for every p 
in length which he caught. The contract was 
faith, and, as the sequel proves, faithfully kept.

As time went on, a good many twelve inch pike were 
•delivered at the market with mutual satisfaction to both Ins throne,


