For Duty's Sake,

- (111313 Jean Blawett, Blenheim, Ont.)
annah Brown is her nsme to-day—
It used to be Hannah Stover, i
An' years ago she'd a brother Tom ;
As like a8 two heads of clover.
‘We sat last night when the sun went down,
’I:ma chores for the day were ended ;
An argu d for am hour or more,
An’the point whicn [ contended
Was this—She married long ago,
(We were girls, you see, together,
A?\ s'ot\‘-{]e talk Ufl our own affairs
n e neighbors, an’ shiftsin t
But I—I "aint beeu married at all R T
I"or I've always beld it a fester,
To be tied 10 one for good and all,
. And beaps o' worse with tho better,
[-9 | said, “Hannah, your mistake,

That has brouzht yo heaps of trouble
“’l}: lvaving the gafe old single irack, g
I'o walk—and to work—in the double.

Y;u'ru liading r0o—no wonder that;
For who could keep young and x
‘With six rompng ymn)xgaw?s n.ho\‘xlte”y'
An’ a husband rank contrary ?
But she siwui led so—so foolish like,
A.u‘ -‘ho_ sat so quiet by me,
An’ eaid in her sl w and easy way,
‘' Yes, Jane, I've lots to try me.
Buat A good provider is Jonhn, you know,
4n’' he labors late an’ early ;
Is it any wouderthe years that pass
h‘bould leave him a trifle surly ?
An’ the children with their pretty ways,
An’ faces su sweot and shining,
If true it is married life's a cloud,
It has surely a silvor lining
I pity you,Jane, each day of my life,
Atluue in your and sorrow,
An some of my bright things 1'd lend,
. !f you'd but eare to borrow."”
'Lllmuks, Hannah,” I said, sarcastic like,
] ‘Keep your joys, if joys you ficd them ;
T'll take my clouds as big as you please,
But no lining /ike that behind them,"
Bannanh went on smiling just the same;
You nerexr can poke sense down her,
Bhe really believes she is hapoy now
“‘Wn.h thasnoise and turmoil round her
‘Well, never mind, Jans, she said at last,
‘ Let's talk of something smoother;
I eame over now to tell you about
Poor Tom, may unhappy brother,
A widower now for more'n a year,
‘With little ones to care for,
Av’ Tom no hand to manage at all,
W ()r'to know the why and the wherefore "
He'll come out all x¥ight,” I answered brisk ;
3 1 was sorry, but wouldu't show it,
Cauge years ago he was fond of me,
Though the whole world didun't know it.

Woell, Hannah went home by the garden gate,
An' I sat nlove by the embers—
New ain't it queer what & woman forgets,
An' then all at onea remembers
My pots and pans were astining bright,
The floor was white an’ sanded,
But my mind went galioping off in the past,
Till by-and-bye 1 landed
At a day when [ wore a lilac frock,
Witu a sash and wide lace collar,
An’' Toma—such a bashful, awkward Tom—
Satd I beat the other gir:s holler.
I was awful pert in my ways with Tom,
But [ guess 'twas more'n fancy
That I rued it a little aftor all
When ho married Cousin Nancy.
A cricket down by the wide brick hearth
Kept up & sweet low humwming;
But I woke up guickly, for up the path
I saw there wus svlieona coming.
* * * L . .
Now, if I hadn’t had foolish thoughts,
If that cricket hacdn't been singing,
T'd never have sa.d * Cowe in !" iike that,
With hands outstretched and clinging.
Haunah'll laugh, I know, for I've always held
That my heart was cold a8 December,
An’ 1 tell you an honestly happy old maid
No foolishness ought to remember,

A widower, too! au’ a house upside down !
Four youngsters to worry an' fret me!
What, what could I 84y to & man like Tom,
Who coulda't an' wouldn't forget me ?

My duty, I'.n sure, is plain to the eye,
(Tom's youngestis just a beauty),

An'ls y, come what will—good or bad—
I'ranot going to shirk such a duty,

“LAST CENTURY LOVERS™:

A Tale of the American
Revolution.

CHAPTER VIL

(he snow was no longer falling. The
air, motionless and orisp, vibrated only
with the crisp tread of their feet and the
cawine of a wavering line of crows. The
mounoicue of the twilight deepened over
the white desert, across which shone
oooasionel gleams from some isolated
bouses. 'The mantle of clouds, part of the
disgnise with which the world was clothed,
disparsicg, showed roseate visiag revealing
inner azare deep3, where a silver moon-
boat floated with one star in its wake.

They waiked on briskly and silently,
gomething of the strangeness of the strange,
new world, whence all familiar landmarks
were blotted out, drawing them together in
the gathiering shadows. Onoe a short mov-
ing waggon, piled with ficewood, oreaked
paet, 80 near that they could see the vapor
of the horses' breath. There was closer
communion in this silence than either of
shem knew, aud as the eolitude and dusk
increased, they each became to the other
the one reaiity in the effaced and isolated
land.

« Tom,”’ said Betsy, ‘‘does it not seem
ptrange to you for juss us ¥wo to be walking
on and on sogether 2 "'

« It peems very good.
way were longer."

“ I will try to tell you what 1 mean. It
gesms to me that it will bs like this when
a person has just died ; we will wander
through such shadeson and on—whither ?"’

His grasp on her hand tightened.

« 1 will not wonder or worry whither, o
that we be together. Child, what odd
fancies are these to visit thy sweet mind ?
I fear when yon speak thus—you seem too
far away from mea.”

« Something tells me that sometime we
gha!l be togesher. We will be dead bat not
Ionely, for you will bs by me as we go on-
ward ; and you sre very strong and kind,
and a good friend to me, Tom.”

He started to ssy eomething, but her
rapt mood and voice deterred him

“ Sirangs fancies come to me ; but the
dreams are the strangest of all; and at
times the dreams and fancies seem one, and
I fear——."

«You have been too much alone. You
will let ma take care of you now, my
angel |

Hia ardor recalled her to herself.

¢ At this moment you may ; yes. Else I
would not reach howe to-night ; like the
old woman who could not get over the
atile.”

They had reached the bridge, where &
doep drift of enow had massed. Below,
in the dim fringe of wilicw bordering the
jce-bound stream, & party of village youthe
kad gathered for skating, collected around
a brush fire, lighting luridly the smoky
gloom. - R

Tom did not wait to avail himself of the

rmission. He lifs2d her slender form in

arms, lingering unnecessarily over
the sask, before he deposited her over the

I wonld thas the

o I. would that it had been as wide and
deep a8 the river,” he said, with trembling

kitten was revelation of strength that
oaused Betty an inoressed respect. Bhe
looked at him furtively, and ran on apace
in the dark.
“ Tom, didn't you tell me you wrote poe-
try?"
“I don't think so. I don's remember
ever telling yoa ; but I have been guilty of
gome attempt of the kind sinoe I left the
university."
“ Madrigals to Miss Ramsay and ‘sonnets
to her eyebrow,’ ¢h ? "
“ Not I—the mincing fins lady ! I never
writ a poem to a Jady in my life—except—
Wait a bit, Betty, not so fast.’ He
hurried on and caught up wish her. “What
a will o'-the wiep thou art!"
“ Without its fire ? "’
“You? Why, you are an icebarg. The
will-o'.the-wisp has light but no warmth.
I saw you by the brightness of your
eyes——.""
They were now in front of the honse.
*“Oh, Tom, thank you for the neatly
;ermed compliment in veres that came to-
ay.”
“ Why, how did you kvow I writit? "’
He heard a mockiog little laugh. ** What
an srrant witch thou art, thongh it does
not take much cleverness to dupe such a
dullard as 1.”
The parlor was dsrk, save for two lighted
candies and a bright fire, before which
Betty seated herself, nofastening her wrap
Tom leaned over the back of her chair,
watching the warm light play in the reddish
ripples of her bair.
““ Bab must be with Aunt Clem,” said
Betty, holding out her hands to the flame.
“Tom, how glad I was to see you this
evening when you came in. I felt like cry-
ing, ‘Ho ! a Rozier to the rescus !’ as we
used when we cuacted the old ballads.”
She coula not see his face, bus his voice
was very low.
“Thou dear little gizl, haltf dead with
ennui,” laying his hand lightly on her hair.
She shrank from the touch.

pleaded.

thou not see that I adore thee? Wils thou
net love me ?

“I do—oh, Tom! I care so much for
vou, but t is different from the love I bear
Bab.”

He obeyed her msndate then, sitting
near her, and gazing earnestly into her
face, flushed and startled.

“«“Bab! I vow that thou art either the
most arrant coqaette or the most engaging
piece of simplicity I ever saw. I want you
to love me, not as you love Bab, or anyone
else—sa your husband, my engel. Ob,
hang it ! if I have to explain, you do indeed
not care for me.”

“ Do not be angry. You see, I have been
very happy before; why should I care to
change ? And I do nos like you when you
speak thus masterfully. I will not listen.”
She raised her hands as if to put them to
her ears, but, seeing the unhappiness on his
face, ross and said :

¢ Maybe, after a while, when I know you
better, and we are older and mors reason-
able, I may——."

“ Ah, cruel one!” he sighed ; * age knows
no pleasures.”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees,
running hia fingers through the brown
curls on his dejected head. Betty moved
gently to the harpischord, and, touching
a few ohords, sang with satrical intonation
an old song :

“ A poor roul sat sighing 'neath a sycamore tree,
Sing willow, willow, willow !

With his hand on his bosom, his heac'on his knee,
O willow, willow, willow!

Sing, O the green willow shall be my garland."”
Tom drew a long breath and looked at
her, at the graceful carves of her figare,
and the lighs glowing on her half aversed
tace, which was langhing, as he could see
by one teil-tale dimple.

« How oan you mock at me," he cried,
“and goad me to madness, when I love
youso ? "

She did not reply, but a moment after-
ward began to sing to a quaint little air the
following veorses :

What is this love ?
How should I know ?
Onece, as a clond passed o'er the sky,
1 said : 'Tis love that is passing by.
(1t was not 80.)

What is th's love ?
I long to know ;
A falling star shot through the night,
1 said : 'Tis the wings of love, alight,
(It was not so.)

What is this love ?
I fear to know ;
Onee, as & thorn pierced in my breast,
1 felt love's sorrow without its rest.
(It hurt me so.)

What is this love ?
Ah! I shall know ;
Dark as che cloud, swift as the!star,
Like the thorn it wounds and leaves a SCar.
(Heigho ! heigho 1)
She followed this with other baliads, fill-
ing the dusky, quiet room with her sweet
voice, which sank into Tom’'s heart and
thrilled him with an unrestful calm which
he would fain have had last forever.
What happiness to be with her alone, to
mark the riso and fall of her enowy ker-
chief !

Betty arose and came to the fireplace.

« Tom, is there anything that touches
the heart sooner than thess old songa? Do
you mind, when we were children, how we
pored over the chronicles of the koighis,
and wished to imitate them ? I knighted
you, and you swore t0 be ever true to God,
your lady, and your povereign.”

« Yes, and i'faith, the memory of that
youthful vow hse clung to me, and kept
me from mach folly. You have ever been
my good angel ; and many & time, when I
hava beenin England with a crowd of mad
fellows—such as you, thank God ! in your
innocence have never known—has the
thonght of yon restrained me in the midst
of some wild scene. Ohildizh oath though
it wag, it binds me in honor closer to my
king and to you."”

«1 wonder whether you remember the
old bsllads we learned together, and the
poor dumpy old Wistherington in ‘ Chevy
Chase,” that fought on his stumps - Jd

« Ah, but what is finer, and what I liked
best, was the Battle of Otterbourne and the
death of Douglas :

« My wound is deep. I fain would sleep.
Take thou the vanguard of the three,

And bury me 'neath the bracken bush
*That grows on yonder lily lea.'

there is something—a je ne sais quoi."

cuckoo.”

thus secure, shut out from the surrounding
whose changing moods played on her
mobile face ; but the importunate fellow
was not satisfied, snd, from time $o time,
deep sigh, or gazed too fervently.

glibly :

even better still:—the nursery rhymes.
Where do you find anything grander, save

of knowledge. There is historical informa-
tion abous King Arthar whioh is recorded

pecks of barley-meal to make a bag-pud-

ding.’
‘The north wicd doth blow.’

shere still ?’
what gibberish I oan talk,"”
“'Gad!
Bireet lost in you!

Bess.! All the same person, but how diff-

erent ! "

and the horses waiting in the cold.”
fetch him home.
locked before the blaze.

‘ Remember Pope's

TWENTY STORIES HIGH.

waste of nighs ite the lovel irl P
gns, uppos ey B |, 1e Masonic Temple at Chicago Will
Cleave the Skies.

The largest building on earth will soon
made & movement o impatience, heaved a | be built for the greatess secre organizatiin
in the world—the Masonio Fraternity at
To check these rapsures Betty continued | Chicago. Speaking of the gigantio under-
taking, Norman 8 Gassette, who has done
«Bus there is another colleotion I love | much to advance the project, is quoted in
the Chicago Herald as saylng:

The grand structure will have halls and
Shakspeare? One may gsther a vast deal |and corridors on the various floors named
as are the streets and avenucs of a city.
The reason of this is to do away with all
There will be sixteen
streets in the temple. They will be named
Then the sensibility in the lines, | after men who have been prominent in
The foundation will be of steel
Each floor will be like & epan
They will be
with red-hot bolts, g0

1 nc other chroniole, how * he stole three |idea of altitude.

The lover of | Masorry.
nataral history finds the rare phenomenon | rails.
of a pig without a wig, and the informant is [of a cantalever bridge.
even 80 acocurate as to mention where they | drawn
are found, ‘On the road to Bonner.' Is|that there oan absolutely be no vibraticn.
there not profound logic in the deduotion, | The atmospheric pressure has been fig
in the omse of the old woman who lived [ured in an exaggerated way.
under a hill, that ¢ if she’s not gone she lives | velocity of the wind.
Pehaw ! as Miss Stacy eays, | temple wiil be built 80 a8 te resist euccess-
fally the wind as a velooisy of 135 miles
Suach a wind would level all the

To particularize the

Betty, what a critic has Grub | an hour.
I protess you still fulfil | ordinary business blccks of the city. The
the nursery rhyme with which I used vo | highest wind known in Chicago was but
tease you; * Lizzie, Elizabeth, Betsey, and [42 miles an hour.
she people on each floor has been over-
estimated. We have provided to sustain
« Elizabeth, as hostess, ia glad to see you, |a weight of as many people a3 could be
but Betsey thinks you had better go, and | packed in solid as ssrdines on every foot of
Bess pertly tells you not to keep Peregrine | space
exaggerate
The noise of the sleigh-bells cutside | fire-proofing.
warned Tom that Peregrine had come to | strong as the lower. They will so depend
He arose reluctantly, |upon each other as to be of unitorm
Buils on this principle it could

The weight of the

We have also
d the weight of the beams and of
The upper floor will be as

on every floor.

throwing on hia coas, and looking down at | strength.
her as she set with taper, rosy fingers |be safely made 40 stories high on that
foundation. 'The only objection wonld be
* Good-night, oruel child !’ he gaid. * I]it would require too much room for eleva-

wonderif the sime will ever come when —"' [tors. We now will have 14 elevators,

tenth beatitude: |8 foot cars, all arrangedia a circls. That's
‘Blessed is he that expeoteth listle, for he | raore elevators than there are in any other

«Sit down there and talk to me,” she |shall never be dissppointed.’ "
He made a low tow, and moved without

« Child, wiit thon drive me mad ? Canst | & word toward the door.

building in the city. The supsrstructure
and foundation are alike solid.
nally the four sides of the temple will be
Even the alley sides will

A STORY OF THE DAY,

Something About Sir David Wilkle, the
Scotch Paiuter,

Of all the artists that Scotland b

duced Bir David Wilkie is probnb?; P:y?.
greatest and best-known. Bpecimeng of
his work may be geen in many of the
principal galleries in Europe, and hig
paintings are everywhere highly prized,
He was born on the 18th of November

1785, and it is said that he could dray
before he could read, and paint before he
could spell. As the age of 14 he began the
study of painting at the Trustees' Academ

in Edinburg. He applied himself with
extraordinary patience and perseverange
to his art, haunting the fields, villages
fairs, and market-places, and transierriné
whatever struck his fenoy into hig
gketoch-book. The result of this labop
goon became appareut, aud by the time
he was 19 years of sus he was a por.
trait anud genre psinter of established
reputstion in Scotland. The first important
pioture which he exccuted was * Pitleggia
Fair,” in which he introdaced about 140
figures, iceluding manv porirsits of hig
neighbors and family. He soid 1s for aboug
$125—hardly an adequate return for the
immense amount of work he had put intg
it. It may be, however, that it wasin.
tringically worth no more, thouzh Wilkie
in his maturer years eaid vhat is contained
more subject and entertainm:nt than any
other three pictures he hao produced He
continued his laborious carter to the end
being as indefatigable as Reyuolds or Dora:
Thers is & vast difference of ssyle in hig
paintings, some being of the Dutch and
some of the Italian s8chools, the former
being remarkable for detailed handling and
delicate touch, while the latter are ricnin
tone &nd large in effect. He ecsayed a
great variety of subjects, but it is generally
agreed that he wss at his bext in genre
painting. Wilkie died on a voyage home
from Jerusalem, June 1, 1841, and his body
was consigned 10 the deepin the Bay of

Exter- | Gibraltar.

Dr. Talmage’s Christmas Uheer,

« Betty, there are aro tears in thine eyes !
You are right ; there is nothing like them ;

“Yen, as Miss Btacy says—a a jenny

Tom had shown dangerous symptoms of | g ¢ beg pardon’ shoul

Bear with me a while
change.

I do not think it can be hate.

startled deer, ssid :
“ Not 80, I beg you—Iam free yoi.
do you look at me so fiercely if you love me?

loving ? "'

With the iris large and dark, they eeemed
to look off, seing nothing.

tell what glimpse of hidden things passed

unapproachable, awing her lover's passion
to silence ?

He lifted her hand gently to his lips, and
the memory of Betty standing in the fire-
light, stamped on his heart, was present
with him through the cold and night, as the
sleigh sped over the snow toward Lord’s

Gitt.
CHAPTER VIIL

When Betty awokethat May morning,

crowing of a cock, answered by a far-away

echo 1n the village. !
symbols of life began to intrade into her

birds snd the lowing of cows going to pas-
the diaphanous white of the window-cur-
realiza that she day was Buaday and the

wrapper, and went down through she quiet

house into the garden.
The sun had not yet peered over thelevel

and she tintless sky and water were veiled

with a sofs mist.
The earth waited, calm and pure, the

garden was allin white; forit was the tiwe
of white bloom—of bridal-wreath, snow-
ballg, lilac, dogwood, and magnolia. The
haze clung to the budding tree-tops, and
softened the earth to a dream of peace and
promige for the future, which seemed $0
enter Betty's hesars, bringing a happiness
that lasted and fuifilled its rission through-
out that crowning day of her life.
She leaned down to the grass, where each
tiny spear was gilvered with flew, and, fill-
ing her palms with the moisture, bathed
her face; for Mammy had told her that
dew was better than any of Mies Btacy's
compounds for removing freckles ; and, for
some reason unknown to herself, Betty had
begun to take great interest in her personal
appearance and to feel & desire to appear
beautifal.
As she walked between the box-bushes,
on which the dew-drops hung sparkling,
osught in filigree spider-webs, she perceived
vhe subtle perfume of the lilies-of-the.valley,
and, stooping to separate the long, pale
leaves, saw the siny bells, that seemed to
tremble with their own overpowering fra-
granoe. .
God seemed very nesr that morning.
She became like part of the nature un-
folding arcund her, interpenetrated by the
aweetness of the flowers as she bent over
them with dreamful eyes. She picked vhe
lilies and placed them on her white throat.
Then, passing another flower-bed, where
the early yellow rose, the only one yet in
bloom, scented the air, a branch scratched
her arm, bare to the elbow. FPushing it
agside, she saw that it was a spray of the
daily rose, on which one blushing bud was
bareting through ite filaments of green.
« You little dear !  she said ; and, press-
ing her lips to its velvety tenderness, she
felt a gentle thrill.
« Ah,” thought Betty,* I must be grow-

ing, tco.”
(To be Continued.)

Not Consistent,
Harper's Bazar : Hicks—How do youlike
your new neighbors, the Woe'-ley's?
irs. Hioks—She seems a kindly soul:
but she has no taste about her dress.
Hioks—-Whas did you find to critioige ?
Mrs. Hicks—Theidea of 8 womanappear-
ing ia a coffee.colored tea gown

Some people think an ingipid smirk and
d be sufficient ex-

“ Wait,"” shesaid ; ** I wasunkind to thee. | exactly alike.
God knows I fear | be a duplioate of ths Siate and Randolph
It will appear exactly the

But, Tom, I told an untruth”— | street sides.
no mastter from what

the color saurged over her face—* I said | same,
that I hated you when you were masterful ; | viewed. The general appearance of the
Tt frightens | temple will be that of a gigantic monu-
mae, bus, Tom—I think I like thee best, 50.” | mens. The lower five stories,
Beside himeelf, he bent over to take her | cotta, forming the base, then rising in
in his arms, but she drew away, and stand- | smooth-faced brick, will gleam the shaft,

ing ereot, with quickly taken breath, like a | while the freezaor top comes out in terra

cotta. It is to be, you see, monumental.
Why | I have received applications for cuts of the
temple from sll parts of Europe aud our
Osher Magonio associations| . o 400" and glorious.

What is i% all—what does it mean, this | own country.
want to know of the style of architecture

Suddenly the expression that he had|and all about the work.

often before noticed came into her eyes. | taken weeks ago. 0
thas has excited so much comment. 1t will

be the grandest structure in this city,

Thus they stood for one moment in long- | famed for its great buildings.
passtime, and during that moment who can will be completed and occupied on May
1st, 1892, an even year before the World's

before the pure vision of the girl who was | F'air opens.

snite.

ghe heard through the open window the |silver.

Then other sounds and | china.
semi-conacioneness, the sleepy piping of | fancy work.
tare. Sha opened her eyes slowly to 8ee | one hat.

tsin shadowed by a branch of ivy, and to | pockets.
month was May. She arose, put on a |white toilettes.
stationery.
sweep of the eastern horizon. The garden | and flowers.
gowna.

coming of ber bridegroom, and for this tha | and ribbon.

All the stock was
I krow of no building

The temple

Crisp Christimas Shop Notes.
Shopping bags of suede kid.
Wrappers of polka-dotted flannel.
Striped and plaided crepe de Chine,
Neck ruches ot finely quilled orepe lisse.
Cape skin gloves for men’s winter wear.
Genuine Irish frieze for rough-wear

Pocket pin-cushions of velvet, rimmed in
Fanoy gilt pieces of Bevres and Dresden
Straw-colored linen for hand-painted
As many as fifteen ostrich tips to trim
Work bags of striped silk having inside
Faint pink suede gloves to wear with
Antique blue band psper for fashionable
Fliat orownless hats of velvet, feathers
Heavy dark gray cheviot for bad weather
Key baskets of silver wire, quilted satin

Chatelaine house bags of brocade mounted
in silver.
Many bath robes and smcking jacketsfor
holiday gifts.
Skirt patterns of embroidered flannel put
up in fancy boxes.
Yokes and flaring collars in one piece of
silk cord embroidery.
Card cases of lizard and elephant skins
mounted in silver.
Cashmere dresses with velvet yokes and
belts, for emall boys.
Damask linen luncheon sets ornamented
with drawn work.
Kilt sunits of v hite serge with China silk
blouse for small boys.
Reddish purple cashmere for tea-gowns,
having pink China silk fronts.
Ton cloth and brown velvet applique
jackets trimmea with blae fox fur.—
Fconomist

A Christmas Dinner Menu.

The following excellent menu for a
Christmas dinner of twelve persone, with
a margin for extra guests, is contributed by
an anthority to the Christmas Ladies' Home
Journal :

Boned Turkey,
A la mode Venison,
Mashed Potato,
Cauliflower,
Stewed Tomatoes,
Guava Jelly,
Celery,

Stuffed Ham,
Stewed Oysters,
Stewed Turnips,
Winter Squash,
Candied Potatoes,
Btewed Cranberries,
Mango Pickle.

DESSERT:
Mold Custard,

Lemon Pudding,
Lemon Jelly,

Plum Pudding,

Oranges, Bananes, Malaga Grapes,
Dried Ginger, €alted Almonds,
Olives, Nuts,
Coffee.

ghe l:vl‘mrl;rire(l It.
Mra. Bloobumper—Maria, I think that
goung man of yours is too forward. You

must git on him.
Maria—I often do, ma, and he seems to

like is.

The United States Treasury Department
yesterday purchased $1,840,900 worth of
bonds.

Antonio de Navarro, the husband of
Mary Anderson, has jast come intoa legaoy
of $350,000, left him by the late Franois

In these holidays let all the comfortable
olagses exchapge the Liamentatiors of Jere-
minh for the exultans Penims of David—
*Praise ye the Lord, let everything thas
hath breath praise the Lord,’ and we will
bave a different ssate of things iu thig
country. I wish there mighst be a con-
gpiracy formed—I would like to belong to
it—a conapiracy made up that all the
merchants and editurs and ministers of
religion agree that they would kave faith in
God and talk cheerfully, and there would
be a revival of business imm-diate and
Stop singing
Naomi and old Windom, sud give us
Mount Pisgah and Corouation. Merry
Christmas! The land is full of
prophets, and 1 have as mauch
right to prophesy as any one. I
prophesy that we are coming toward the
grandest temporal prosperity we have ever
witnessed in thig country. Mechanics are
going to have larger wages ; capitalists are
going to have larger dividends; the factor-
ies that are now oclosed are golng to rum
day and night to meet demands ; stores are
going to be crowded with customers jost-
ling each other and impatient to get waited
on. Amid the rapid strides of business,
attorneys will be oalled in to interpref
legalities, and merchanis overworked will
want medical attendance, and the churchea
are going to be abundans with men and
women anxious to consecrate their gains to
the Lord. You prophesy midnighi! I
prophesy midnoon You pitch your tent
toward universal bankruptey ; 1 pitch my
tent toward national opulence.—Rev. T.
DeWitt Talmage, in Christmas Ladies' Home
Journal.

“The Door of Hope.”
A new home has been opened for fallen
women at 102 East Bixty first street in New
York City called * The Door of Hope." Its
establishment, it is said, is due to the
prayers of Mrs. E. M. Whittemore. It is
to be a temporary home for unfortunates
who wish to turn from the path that inevit-
abiy ends in a degradation and death more
terrible than mind of man can paint. Here
the inmates will receive religious education
and industrial training tha’ they may be
fitted to live honorable lives. In speaking
to a New York reporter, Mrs. Whistemore
gaid : ** I was divinely healed six years sgo
of a spinal trouble that had rendered me
helpless for a large part of twelve years."
After her recovery she determined to labor
among her uofortunate sisters. The house
she has opened was sendered her rent free
by ths Rev. A. B. Simpeon (formerly pas-
tor of Knox Church, Hamilton, Ont.) and
the furniture is mossly donated by Miss
Jennie Ordway, a redeemed girl. These
homes are needfnl, and it is refreshing t0
note that earnest hearts are thus engaged
in a holy cause.— Boston American Spectator.

Manners of Men,

If you wonld think well of men don't
watch them ; only listen to them.

After a man is rich he does not call them
quaila : he calls them * birds.”

Don’t measare a man by what he pro-
mises ; measure him by what he does.

You never really know a man's disposition
until you have eaten a delayed breakiast
with him.

The people who don’t like us don’t know
us. Those who don’t like our neighbors
know them too well. 3

Men are always brave enough to admin-
ister undeserved praise, but few of them
are fearless enough to bestow merited
oriticiem. z

He who $alks too much makes two mis-
takes ; reveals his ignorance and faile t0
loarn wisdom from the lips of others.

Going Too Far,

Proprietor of cigar store—I like enter-
prise, Jim, but you're carryin’ things &
little too far.

Asgistant—How's that ?

Proprietor—Why, that sign you've gob
up. ** Real Imported Havana Cigars Ma
While You Wait.” It won's hardly do.

The unfortunate young pugilist Lsnnor
whose role in Duncan B. Harrieon's com-
pany, was to stand and be whipped by John
L. Bullivan, has tendered his resignation
The pugilist, he says, was 80 elated ova:
the applause of the audience that he deal
his blows in & fashion ltogether #00

Dykers, of New York.

John Rockefeller, who is now said
be worth nearly if not quite $100,000,000,
had only $2,000 in the world twenty years
ago. That sum now represents his income
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Charles Btevenson hss given up his
attempt 0 be a bueiness man, and hag gone
| back to the stage to sappor$ his wife, Kate
Olaxton, in the * Two Orpbans.”
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