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THE DUTY OF PARENTS.
REV. DR. TALM;G—E TALKS OF DIS-
CIPLINE AND INSTRUCTION.

fneficiency and Tmperfecilon of Parenty
Themselves— Early Exhibitions of Sin.
fulness im the Child Temptations of
Yoeung Pcople—The Dr. Appeals to
Parenis ta Live Right Lives and Show a

Geod Example to their Children.

A despaich from Washington says:—
Rev. Dr. Talmage preached from the
following text: “Seeing that his life
As bound up in the lad's life.”—Gen.
xliv. 80.

These words were spoken by Judah
as descriptive of the temderness and
the affection which Jacob felt to-
wards Benjamin, the youngest son of
that patriarchal family; but they are
words just as appropriate to hundreds
of parents in this house—‘since his life
is bound up in the lad’'s life.” I
have known parents that seemed to
have but little interest in their chil-
dren. A father says: “My son must
look out for himself. If he comes up
well, all right; if he turns out badly,
I cannot help it. 1 am not responsible
for his behaviour. He must take the
same risk in life that I took.” As
well might the shepherd throw alamb
into a den of lions and then say: “Lit-
tle lamb, look out for yourself!” It
Is generally the case that even the
beast looks after its young. I bhave
gone through the woods on a summer’s
day, and I have heard a great outcry
in a bird’s nest, and I have climbed up
to see what was the matter; I found
out that the birds were starving, and
that the mother-bird had gone off, not
to eome back again. But that is an
exception. It is generally the case
that the old bird will pick your eyes
out rather than let you come nigh its
brood. The lion will rend you in
twain if you approach toonearly the
whelps. The fowl in the barnyard,
elumsy-footed and heavy-winged, flies
fiercely at you, if you come too near
the little group, and God intended ev-
ery father and mother to be the pro-
tection and the help of the child. Jesus
comes into every dwelling, .and says
to the father or mother: “You have
been looking after this child’s body
and mind; the time has come when
you ought to be looking after its im-
mortal soul.” I stand before hundreds
of people with whom the question
morning, noon, and night is, “What is
to become of this child? What will
be its history? Will it choose paths
of virtue or vicel Will it accept
Ohrist or reject himl Where will it
spend eternity?” I read of a vessel
that foundered. The boats
launched; many of the passengers
were struggling in the water. A moth-
er with one hand beat the wave, and
with the other hand lifted up her lit-
tle child towards the life-boat, crying:
“S8ave my childl Save my child.”

were

® The impassioned outery of that mother

is.the prayer of hundreds of Christian
people who sit listening this morning
while I speak. I propose to show some
of the causes of parental anxiety, and
then how that anxiety may be allevi-
ated.

1 find the {first cause of parental
anxiety in the inefficiency and im-
perfection of parents themselves. We
have a slight hope, a!l of us, that cur
onildren may escape our faults. We
hide our imperfections and think they
will steer clear of them Alas, there
is & poor prospect of that. There is
more probability that they will choose
our vices than choose our virtues.
There is someihing like sacredness in
parental imperfections when the child
looks upon them. The folly of the
parents is not so repulsive when the
child looks at it. He says: “father
Indulges in it; mother indulges in it;
it can’'t be so bad.” Your boy, ten
years of age, goes up a back street
smoking his cigar—an old-stump that
he found in the street—and a neigh-
bour accosts him and says: “What are
you doing this for? What would your
father say if he knew it? The boy
says: “Oh, father does that himself |
There is not one of us this morning
that would deliberately choose that his
ohildren should in all things follow his
example, and it is the consciousness
of imperfection on our part as par-
ents, that makes us most anxious for
our children. _

We are also distressed on account of
the unwisdom of our discipline and in-
struction. It requires a great deal of
ingenuity to build a house or fashion a
ship; but more ingenuity to build the
temple of a child's character, and
launch it on the great ocean of time
and eternity. Where there is one par-
ent that seems qualified for the work,
there seem to be twenty parents who
miserably fail. Here is a father who
says: "My clild shall know nothing
but religion ; he shall hear nothing but
religion; he shall see nothing but re-
ligion. The boy is aroused at six
o'clock in the morning to recite the
ten commandments. He is awakened
off the sofa on Sunday night to see
how much he knows of the Westmin-
ster .catechism. It is religion morn-
ing, noon, and night. Passages ot
Beripture are plastered on the bed-room
wall. He looks for the day of the
month in a religious almanack. Every
minister that comes to the house 13
told to take the boy aside and talk
to him, and tell him what a great sin-
ner he is. After a while the boy comes
to that period of life when he is too
old for chastisement, and too young
to know and feel the force of moral
principle. Father and mother are sit-
ting up for the boy to come home. It
Is nine o'clock at night—ten o'clock—
it is twelve o'clock—it is half-past
twelve o’clock, 2nd they hear the night

k( jinzle in the doer. They say he
is cominz. George goes very softly

through the hall, hoping to get up-
sfairs hefore he is accosted. The fa-
ther says: “ George, where have you
been ™ ' Been out!' Yes, he has been
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out, and he has been down, and he
is on the broad road to destruction for
this life and the life to come. Father
says: ‘ There is no use in the ten com-
mandments; the catechism seems to
me to be an utter failure.” Ah, my
[riend, you make a very great mistake.
You stuffed that child with religion
until he could not digest it; you made
that which is a joy in many house-
holds, an abhorrence in yours. A man
in mid-life said to me: “ I can't become
a Christian. In my father’s house I
got such a prejudice against religion,
I don’t want any of it. My father was
one of the best men that ever lived,
but he had such severe notions about
things, and he jammed religion down
my throat until I don't want any of
it, gir.” There have been some who have
erred in that direction.

There are households where mother
pulls one way and father pulls the
other. Father says: “ My som, [told
you the first time I caught you in a
falsehood that I would chastise you
for it, and now I am going to do
it.” Mother says: “ Don't; let him off
this time.” In some families it is all
scolding and fretfulness with the child;
from Monday morning to Saturday
night, it is that style of culture. The
boy is picked at, and picked at, and
picked at. Now, you might better give
one sound chastisement and have done
with it, than to indulge in the perpet-
ual scolding and fretfulness. There is
more health in one good thunderstorm,
than in three or four days of cold
drizzle,

Here is a parent who says: “I will
not err on the side that parent has
erred, in being too strict with his chil-
dren. I will let mine do as they please.
If they want to come im to prayers
they cam; if they want to stay out
they can; if they want to play at cards
they can; they car do anything they
please, there shall be no hindrance.
Go it! Here are tickets for the opera
and theatre, son; take your 1r|‘eud'sI
with you; do whatever you desire.
One day, a gentleman comes in from
the bank to his father's office, and
says: “ They want to see you over at
the bank 2 minute. Father goes 1n-
to the bank. The cashier says: “1Is
that your chequef?’ Father looks at
it, and says: “ No, I never gave that
cheque; I never cross a ‘I" in that
way; it is not my cheque; that's for-
gery; send for the police!” " Ah,
says the cashier, “ don't be so quick;
your son did that!” The fact was that
the Loy had been oul in dissipating
cireles, and ten and fifty dollars went
in that direction, and he had been
treated, and he had to treat othe_res,
and the boy felt he must have five
hundred dollars to keep himself inthat
circle. That night, the father sits up
for the son to come home. It is one
o'clock before he comes into the hall.
He comes in very much ilushed, his
eye glaring and his breath offensive.
Father says, “ My son, how can you
do se? I have given you everything
you wanted, and everything to make
you comfortable and happy, and now
[ find in my old age that you are a
spendthrift, a libertine, and a drunk-
ard!” The son says: ‘‘ Now, father,
what's the use of your talking in that
way ! You told me I might have a good
time, and to go it. I have been act-
ing on your suggestion, that's all.”
And so one parent errs on one side
and another parent errs on the other,
and how to strike a happy medium be-
tween severity and too great leniency,
and train our sons and daughters for
usefulness on earth and bliss in heav-
en, is a question which agitates ev-
ery Christian household in my congre-
gation. Where 8o many good men and
women have failed, it is strange that
we should sometimes doubt the pro-
priety of our theory and the accuracy
of our kind of government.

Anxisty on the part of parents arises
from a consciousness that’ there are so
many temptations thrown all around
our young people. It may be almost
impossible to take a castle by siege—
straightforward siege—but suppose in
the night there is a traitor
and he goes down and draws the bolt,
and swings open the great door, and
then t he castle falls immediately. That
is the trouble with the hearts of the
young : they have foes without and
foes within. There are a great many
who try to make our young people be-
liecve that it is a sign of weakness to
be pure. The man will toss his head
and take drumatic attitudes, and tell
of his own indiscretions, and ask the
young man if he would not like to do
the same. And they call him verdant,
and they say he is green and unsophis-

the puritanical straight-jacket.
tell hi
mother
“I will show you all about town. Come
with me.

¥
don’t want to be odd, nor can I afford
to sacrifice these friends. and I'll go
and see for mysei From the gales
of hell thare goes a shout of victory.
Farewell to all innocence—farewell to
all early restruints favourable to that
innocence which, once gone, never
comes back. I heard one of {he best |
men | ever knew, seventy-five years of |
age, say: “Sir God has forgiven me|
for all the sins of my lifetime, [ know
that ; but there is one sin I committed |
at twenty years of nge, that 1 never|
will forgive myself for. It sometimes |
comes over me overwhelmingly, and it |
absolutely blots out my hope of hea-

ven.” Young man, hear it. How
many traps there are set for our
young people. pPihat is what makes

parents so anxious. Here are tempia-|
tions for every form of dissipation and
every stage of it. The young man
when he [irst goes into dissipation 1s
very particular where he goes. It
must be a fashionible hotel. He could |
not be tempted into these corner nuis-|
ances with red-stained glass, and a|
mug of beer painted on the sign-board. |
You ask the young man to go into|
that place, and he would say: “Do|
you mean to insult me?' No, it must|
be a marble-floored bar-room. There
must be no lustful pictures behind the |
counter; there must be no drunkard
hiccuping while he takes his glass. Tt
must be a place where elegant m-m]n.'
men come in and click their cut glass]|
and drink to the announcement of |
flattering sentiment.  But the young|
man cannot always find that kind of|
a place, yet he has a thirst, and it]
must be gratified. The down grade is
steeper now, and he is almost at the
bottom, Here they sit in an oyster
cellar, around a card-table, wheezing,
bloated, and bloodshot; with cards so
greazy, you can hardly tell who has

the best hand. But never mind, they
are only playing for drink; shuffle

*‘the night of apology.”

within, |

m
ticated, and wonder how he can bearlf‘"‘ turning back from that
They | that night, that there was an
he ought to break from his|voice within him, saying: Don't go in!
wpron strings, and they say, don’t go in!”

You ought to see the world. | clagses.

It won't hurt you. Do as you p!eaaa,’women of my

but it will be the making of you.” Aft-|the Bible olasses.

er a while th: young man says: "[’thlng better than the Bible class, and
i

away! shuffile awayl The landlord.
stands in his shirt sleeves. with ' his
hands on his hips, watching the game,
and waiting for another call to fill up
the glasses. It is the hot breath of
eternal woe that flushes that _yolm{
man's cheek. In the jets of gaslight
see the shooting out of the fiery ton-
gue of the worm that mever dies. The
clock strikes twelve; it is the tolling
of tha bell of eternity at the burial
of a soul. (Two hours pass on, and
they are all sound asleep in their
chairs. Landlord says: ‘Come, now,
wake ur : it's time to shut up!” They
look up and say: “What?’ “It’s time
to shut up.” Push them out into the
air. They are going home. Let ths
wife crouch in the co ner, and the
children hide under the bed. They are
going home! What is the history of
that young man® He began his dissipa-
tion “at the fashionible hotel, and
completed his damnation im the worst
grog shop in the slums.

I sha.l devote the rest of my remarks
to a.leviation of parental anxiety. Let
me say to you as parents, that a great
deal of that anxiety will be lifted if
you wiil begin early with your ch}ld—
ren. Tom Payne said: “The first
fi/e years of my life I became'an 1n-

fidel.” A vessel goes out to sea ;
it' has been five days out ; &
storm comes om it ; it springs &

leak; the helm will not work; every-
thing is out of order. What is the
matter? lhe ship is not seeaiorthy,
and never was. It is a poor time to
|find it out' now. Under the fury of
the storm, the vessel goes down, with
two hundred and fifty passengers, to a
watery grave. The time to make the
ship seaworthy was in the dry dock,
before it started. Alas for us, if we
wait until our children get out into
the world before we try to bring upon
them the infiuence of Christ's reli-
|gion. I tell you the dry dock of the
Christian home is the place where we
'are to fit them for u-efuiness and for
(heaven. In this world, under the
storm of vice and temptation, it will
be too late. In the domestic circle you
|decide whether your child shall be
| truthful or false—whether is shall be
generous or penurious. You can tell
by the way a child divides an apple
| just what its future history will be.
| You ought to oversee the process. If
{the chila tuke nine-tenths of the ap-
ple, giving the other tenth Lo his sister,
if he should live to be one hundred, he
will be grasping and want the big-
| gest piece of everything. I stood ina
| house in one of the suburban vil-
El:_lgca, not leng ago, and I saw a beau-
tiful tree, and I said to the owner:
i'f'l'hut is a fine tree; but what a cur-
|1ous crook there is in it.” “Yes,’ said
he; I plunted that tree, and when it
|was a year old I went to the city
i.m.l worked as a mechanic for a year
jor two, und when [ came back Ifound
they had allowed something to stand
against the tree, and =o it has always
had that crook.” And so I thought it
wAs with the influznce upon children.
It you allow anything to stand in the
way of moial influence against a child
on this side or that side, {0 the latest
day of its life on earth, and throuzh
all eternity it will show the pressure.
No wonder Lord Byron was bad. Do
you know his mother said to him,when
she saw him one day limping across
the floor with his un:ound foot: “Get
out of my way, you lame brat!” What
ohince for a boy like that?

I'wo young men come to the door of
sin. They con:ult whether they will
80 in. The one young man goes in and
the other retreats. Oh! you say, the
last had better resolution No, that
was not it. The first young man had
no early good influences; the last had
been piously trained, and when he
8tood at the door of sin discussing the
matter, he looked around as if to &ee
8ome one, and he felt an invisible hand
on his shoulder, saying: “Don't go in!
Whose hand was it!f A mother’s hand,
fifteen years ago gone to dust.
gentleman was telling me of the fact
that some years ago there were two
young men who stopped at the door
of a certain Theatre in Washington.
{ The question was whether they should
|80 in. That night there was to be a
| very immoral play enacted in that
| Theatre. One man went in; theother
‘ft(lyed out. The young man who went
| in went on from sin to sin and through
aorowd ofiniquity and died in a hos-
| pital of delirium tremens. The other
young man, who retreated, chose
| Christ, went into the Gospel, and is
now one of the most eminent ministers
{of Christ in this country. And the

an who retreated gave as his reason
Theatre
early

And for that reason, my
friends, I believe so much in Bible
I wish all the young men and
congregation were in
But there is some-

that is the Sunday-school class. I
like it becuause it takes children at an
earlier point; and the infant class 1
like still better, because it takes chil-
dren before they begin to walk or to
talk straight, and puts them on the
road to heaven. You cannot hegin too
early. You stand on the bank of a
river floating by. You can't stop that
river, but you trave' days and days
towards the source of it, and you find
after a while where it comes down,
dropping from the rock, and with your
knife make a course in this or that
direction for the dropping to take, and
you decide the course of the river. You
stand and see your children's charac-
ter to long on with great impetuosity
ni passion, and you canrot affect
them. Go up towards the source where
the character first starts, and decide
that it shall take the right direction
and it will follow the path you give
it.

Jut 1 svant you to remember, oh,
father, oh mother, that it is what you
do that is going to affect your children,
and not what you say. You tell your
children to become Christians while
you are not, and they will not. Do you
think Noah’s family would have gone
into the ark if he had not gone in.
They would say; No, there is nothing
about the boat that is right; father
has not gone in.” You cannot push
children into the kingdom of God ; you
have got to pull them in? Let it be n
eheerful place, the brightest room in
your house. not wear your chil-
dren’s knees out with long prayers.
Have the whole exercise spirited. If
you havef a melodeon, or an brgan, or a
piano in the house, have it open. Then
lead in prayers. If you cannot make

prayer of your own, take “Matthew
Henry's Prayers,” or “the Episcopal
Prayer-bock,”—none betier ithin that,
Kneel down with your little ones morn-

God. Do you think they will ever get
over it? After you are under the sod
& good many years, there will be some
powerful temptation around that son,
but the memory of father and mother
at morning and evening prayers will
have its effects upon him; it will bring
him back from the path of sin and
death. Jaig

But T want you to make a slr.xct
mark, a sharp plain line, between in-
socent hilarity on the part of your
children and a vicious proclivity. Do
not think your boys will go to ruin
because they make a racket. A glum,
unresponsive child makes the worst
form of a villain. Children, when they
are healthy, always make a racket, I
want you, at the very first sign of de-
pravily in the child to correct it, Do
not laugh bepause it is smart; lf.yo.u
do, you will live to ery because it is
malicious. Do not talk of your chil-
! dren’s frailties lightly in their pre-
sence thinking they do not understand
you; they ‘do understand. Do not talk
disparagingly of y ur child, making hm
feel that he is a reprobate. Do not say
| to your little one: “You're the worst
child I ever knew.” If you do he will
be the worst man you ever knew.

Are your children safe for heaven?
You can Rell better than any one else.
I put to you the question: Are your
children safe for heaven? I heard of
a mother who, when the house was
a-fire, in the exciiement of, the occasion,
got out many of the valuable things—
many choice articles of furniture—
but did not think to ask muntil too late:
“Is my child safe?’ It was too late
then. The flames had encircled all;
the child was gone! Oh, my dear
friend, when the sea and land shall
burn its final conflagration, will your
children be safe?

I wonder if what I have said this
morning has not struck a chord in some
one in the audience who had, a good
father and mother, but who is mot yet
a Christian? Is that your history ? Do
you know why you came here this
morning? God sent you to have that
memory revived. Your dear Christi'n
mother, how she loved you! You ie-
member when you were sick how kind-
ly she attended you; the night Wwas not
too long and you never asked her to
turn the pillow but she did it! You’'ne
member her prayers also; you remem-
ber how some of you—I do, not know
where the man is in the audience—how
some +=mne nere broke his mother’'s
heart. You remember her sorrow ov-
er your waywardness; you remember

door-sill where you played ; the tones of
her voice. Why, you can think back
now. Th ugh they were borne long
ago in the air, they come
through your soul to-day, calling you
by the first name. “You are not “Mr.”
to her; it is just your plain first name.

will be answered? Do you not think

amid ail the throngs of heaven,
gladdest of .them would be
Christian parents
waiting for your redemption.
of God shoul the (idings, the lost has
come back again; the dead is, alive.
Riog all the bLells of heavem at the
jubilee; ring! ring!
“Though parents may in covenant he,
And have their heavens in view;
They are not happy till they' see
Their children happy too.

et o
PERTAINING TO THE KITCHEN.
Interesting and ¢ |:r—:u. Ntems in the Cus
uary Art,

Marvellous-economy is practised by
the poor of Italy, in looking after the
wants of the inner man. Coffee-
grounds from the wealthy man's kit-
chen are dried and resold to the poor.
In a similar way oil is twice,

pings after each successive frying be-
ing gathered from the pan and sold
to the poor.

that continental bakers are in
to make their bread and pastry nice
and light. The quantity of soap used

and fritters, it is much larger than
in bread. ‘I'ne soap Is dissolved in
water, oil added, and the mixture, aft-
er being well whipped, is added to the
flour.

dangercus acid is formed by the chemi-
cal action of the air upon the solder
of the cans. It is this acid, indeed,
which I» responsible for much of the
prejudice against canned food. Many
of the reported mrccidents have

ness,

absolute privation has been the means
of making known to the world is Iri
moss. Ths poor inhabitants of the Irish
coast were driven to its use hy the
pangs of hunger. When boiled it pro-
duces a thick nourishing and not un-
palatable jelly. It is most beneficial
for diseases of the throat and lungs.
Kitchen utensils made of aluminum
are light, clean and durable. They are

tinning or enamelling within or
out,
than iron, as

with-

they retain the heat bet-
ter. Portable canteens, basins, cups,
plates, salt-cellars, trays and {oast-
racks are also made of this white and
shining metal, which is coming rapidly
inio general use.

Horse-flesh, ass-flesh, and mule-flesh
are now eaten in such large quaniities
in France that the regular butchers

ting uncasy. In the dingy ressnurants
frequented by the lower orders of
Rome, Florence and Naples they go
one better. There a dish composed of
the harmless wood serpent's flesh is
regarded as something of a dainty.
.
LOVE FINDS A WAY.
Billson—Whose pocket-book is
you are advertising for?
»Jimson—Mine, of course.

that

Get out 'Pocket-book containing a
roll of bills andalarge number of
checks and securities. Finder can

keep money if ke will return papers.
Get out! You don't see u roll of bills
or a check once a year.

N-o .but Beriha Bullion’s father
takes the paper T advertised the loss
in, and he’ll see that advertisement
Seep .
Humphl Where did you pet the
money to pay for that big ad?
Bertha loaned it to me, bless the

ing and night, and commend (hem to

| cure, ;23.:.

also free from poison, and require no,

Further, they cook more quickly |

FALL FUN.

biting sketch—It's the best
"f:.!’ elxh‘i"r gid. She, sympatheti-
oally—Oh, well, you mustn’t let that
discourage you!

The Real Ordeal—I hear he refused
to take chloroform when he was oper-
ated on. Yes, said he’d rather take it
when he paid his bill. ;

Superfluous—What would you doif
[ sbould try to kiss you? She—Call
for help. That would be entirely un-
necessary, I wouldn’t need help.

Hicks—Just saw Hogley. Had
been to the doctor's. Doctor tells
him he is looking himself again. Wicks
—Is he really as bad as that? Poor
fellow |

Information Wanted—Will you have
some of the sugar-cured hamf{ asked
the landlady. What was it cured of
asked the new boarder suspiciously.

Mrs. Nagleigh—I suppose you are
satisfied now that you made a mis-
take when you married me. Mr.
Nagleigh—I made the mistake all
right, but I'm not satisfied.

One of the Old Sort.—Mr. Dukane—
I understand that the Dowager Em-
press of China is a reactionist. Mr.
Gaawell—She is. She declares that no
one shall call her a new woman.

And remember, Bridget, there are
two things I must insist upon; truth-
fulness and obedience. Yis, mum,

 and when you tell me to tell the ladies

you're out, when you're in, which
shall it be, mum '

A Dolt—Mrs. Putt—I had to get rid
of my cook. Mrs. Bye—Indeed? Mrs.
Putt—Yes; she used one of my golf
sticks for kindling wood, and tl}ero
were three of Henry's walking-sticks
right at hand.

And Branches Out.—Papa,- asked

darling.

the old place where she did youso many myself, but I would like to be
kindnesses; the chairs, the table, the | to do it.

Sammy, who wase laboriously spelling
out an item in the paper, what does
|a “‘great manufacturing plant” grow
from? From the root of all evil, my
son,” answered Mr. Tarbox.

From His Point of View.—Did you
see the story of that fellow with only
| 8800 who succeeded in failing for
$80,000?¢ Sure. What do you think
of it? Well, I wouldn't like to do it
able

Embarrassing—You know in our

lcountry. said the eminent Chinaman,

|

that God sent you in to-day to have| .
that memory Ofy her rﬂ.:i‘.e[i" 1 yuu!hgu.re in the background? asked the
should come to Christ this morning, | German Emperor, That, answered the
the | artist, is supposed to be your Ma jesty
your |on top of a mountain commanding the
who are in glory, | world.

ringing | it is considered the height of courtesy

! to present a man with a burlal cas-
\kat. Yes, answered the young Em-
| peror, but these relations of mine are

Is not this the time when her prayers | becoming altogether too polite.

A Thoughtless Painter—What is this

Nonsenss. Paint it out. The

Angels | mountain is a very good idea; but

the idea of putting me in the back-
jground under any circumstances is

preposterous !
My dear, said Mrs. Richleigh to her
daughter the other evening after

young Woodby had departed, how in
the world did your hair become so dis-
arranged? Why, mamma, replied the
quick-witted miss, I guess it must be
from shaking my head so much when
Mr. Woodby was trying to coax me to
say yes. And the mother suddenly
remembered that she had once been n
girl herself.

GREATEST HORSEWOMAN.
The Baroness Von Rahden, who is

{

varies. In fancy articles, like waffles

|
Canped fruit should be emptied im-|
medialely after opening. Often a most |

been
traced to this form of kitchen careless-|

One of the many useful things which |

who deal in beef and mutton are get-ia

at present astonishing all London with

and | her remarkable equestrian feats, is the
sometimes three times used, the drip-|

only child of a Russian vanker, and
was born at her father's country house
near Riga 25 years ago, From child-

Epicures may be interested to kmow hood she evinced a great love for

b € ] 5 the horses, and as the years rolled on she
habit of mixing soap with their dough e

ame an expert rider.

When (he Baroness was 18 years of
age financial difficulties overtook her
father, and pressure was used by her
family to induoce her to marry a weal-
thy but somewhat ancient suitor. Rath-
er than submit, the high-spirited girl
determined to take her future in her
own hands, and secured an engage-
ment to ride in the circus at Moscow,
much to the chagrin of her rtelations,
commencing her professional career in
1891.

I'he Baroness, who has a wonderful
influence over horses, soon distinguish-
ed herself, in the profession of her
adoption, by completely subjugating
a most vicious horse that had been
bought by the Director of the hippo-
drome out of a racing stable after the
brute had killed a groom.

The Baroness owes her introduction
to her husband to an accident. About
four months after the incident men-
tioned, the Baroness was performing
in St. Pelersburg and had arrived at
her sensational finale on Czardas,
where she makes the horse rear up and
walk on his hind legs, she throwing
herself right back until her head near-
ly touches the horse's tail, when the
animal over-balanced himself and fell

backward. The Baron Oscar Von Rah
den, aid-de-camp to his uncle, the Gvo
ernor of Siberia, leaped into the ring
with several ather gentlemen, the Bar-
on being the first to assist the fallen
artist. They were married four mont hs
Inter. Although the Baroness has been
the cause of no less than six duels and

ne tragic death she is entirely free
from blame in the matter, having lived
most exemplary life, and never has
the breath of scandal smirched her foir
fame.

The Baron died Iast Oectober, at
Brunswick, of heart disease, accelerat-
ed, doubtless, by the years of nervous
tension which culminaied in the shock-
ing tragedy at Clermont-Ferrand in |
August, 1894, when the Baron shot an |
infatuated Danish nobleman who had
persistently pursued the Baroness for |
two years, with his undesirable atton- |
tions, and with whom the Baron had al-
ready fought two duels.

WORSE THAN SERMONS

Remember, said the good man, (hat
there are sermons in stones.

Not in those that you run 1gainst
with your bike, retorted the cynie, and

the argument, was necessarily, at an
end.

He—Oh, Miss FEthel, how ecan T ever
tell you my love? She, wearily — You
might try the long-distance telephone,

+He + = +* : 4 d‘j

HEALTH.

HOW TO MANICURE.

Get & small bowl or finger glass and
dissolve therein a small piece of pure
soap in some hot water. Then soak
the finger tips for five minutes, wipe
dry and then with a knife or an ivory
manicure implement gently loosen the
layer of skin around the root of the
nail so that it can be trimmed off with
cuticle scissors, especially curved scis-
sors for the nail, and press the skin
well back to distinctly show the half
moon or “onyx.” This may not be pos-
sible at once, when the nails have been
neglected, Still, two or three mani-
cure treatments will show a marked
improvement. With the ivory imple~
ment remove any dirt from under the
nails. Trim them oval shape with
cutisle scissors, rub down any uneven-
ness with prepared toilet emery paper,
then apply the nail powder, with &
chamois polisher. Rinse the nails im
warm water, wipe well and rub the
nails again with polisher or with the
palm of the hand, and do this after
washing, which will serve to keep them
polished, for a week. If the nails are
brittle and dry, rub a little vaseline
over them each night. Perfect cleamli-
ness is the greatest adjunct to beauty,
but, for all that, do not wash your
hands too often. Washed seldom but
thoroughly they will keep in a far mic-
er condition than if they are comtinu~
ously being “‘rinsed,” as it were, which
simlpy serves to grind the dirt into
Lt_:e pores. When gloves are worn at
night, be careful that they are per-
fectly clean inside, otherwise the grime
and dirt are absorbed by the over-heat-
ed glands and the effect is opposite
from what waa desired.

~

FOR A PERFECT NE(K.

A perfect neck is not often seen. The
shoulders may be well rounded and the
skin white and fine, and yet ugly hol-
lows and distinct shadows of collar
bones completely spoil the contour.

This can alk be remedied, and that
easily.

Let any girl who has such a neck try
the effects of gymnastics fifteen min~
utes every night and morning for &
month.

The result will surprise her.

Stand with the toes turned out well
hold the knees rigid and keep the
shoulders still.

Now, with the neck of your dress and
all bands loosened, be very deliberate
and slow in all the movements, as trou-~
ble is likely to result in the way of
“stitches” and strains.

Let the hands hang at the sides.

Now drop the head as low upon the
neck as possible, as limply as you can,
without moving any part of the body
below the meck.

Revolve the head slowly, keeping it
drooped as low as possible.

At the first symptoms of weariness
of vertigo rest until relieved ; then re-
peat the movement, turning the head as
slowly as possible.

This will do more to strengthen the
undeveloped muscles of the neck, re«
duce large, ugly cords, and give the
head a free, graceful poise than bhoxes
of skin food, although cocoa butter
slowly and patiently massaged into the
flesh before and after the exercise will
help it wonderfully in the good results,

The back of the neck and the upper
part of the shoulders will become es-
pecially beautified, and the *“salt cel-
lars” will rapidly disappear.

BRUISES.

The appearance of a simple bruise is
familiar to everyone. The swelling
and discoloration are caused by the
rupture of small blood-vessals beneath
the skin, and the consequent escape of
the blood and serum. The best ap-
plication is cold in some form. A
handkerchief or old plece of linen is
dipped in cold water, or in equal parts
of alcohol and water, and applied to
the part. This must be renewed suf-
ficiently often to maintain its coldness;
or an ice-bag may be used, the ice
chopped very fine and enclosed in &
piece of muslin or linen, or in a rub-
ber ice-bag. Equally good applica-
tions are extract of witch hazel, and
laudanum and water applied in the
same way. These rewedies should be
used as long as any tenderness is pres-
ent, when they may be di:zcontinued,
and, in their stead, the part rubbed
once or twice daily with spirits or soap
liniment. When the head is the seat
of injury, a physician should be con-
sulted, as sometimes serious conse-
quences result from a blow on this
part of the body; particularly is this
true when paleness or vomiting follow
the accident.

o e

HIS HEAD.

A passenger or a Cunard steamship
had an experiencs wnich led her to
believe that a seaman is not apt to
waste many thoughts on her person-
al troubles.

The sailor who brought her to this
opinion had a fall which resulled in a
bad cut on the head, the second day
oul. She was soiioitous in her inquir-
ies as to his welfare when she saw the
captain  that night, and would un-
doubtedly have continued her sympa-
hy had not @ rough sea called to mind
her own sufferings

Four days later, when she emerged,
white and weak, from her stateroom,
she suddenly remembered the poor
sailor. In the course of the day she saw
him, with a strip of plaster on Lis fore-
head.

“How is your head ?" she nsked kind-
ly, as he passed by her, hent

on some
duty.

“ West by south. ma'am’ was the re-
ply, delive I with respectful but has-
ty clearnesg and he was gone,

Looking into the Fulure —I guess 1
might as well qui ool papa, said
the boy. Why, my son? On, there
in't any use going, except to he able
to help my little boy when I grow up,
ind if they have changed o
doing things since you w S0
that you can't help me no : ly
I'm just wasting m ti getting
ready to help my littin y He pot
Lthe help he wunted, buf it was u v
hing 1} lidn't hoa vl 1 :
had to say ghout newfangled schonl-
books after he had gone (o bed
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