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THE THUNDERBOLT.

[A poem which appeared in a Turonto
newgpaper, prophetic of the South
African war.)

Ivery nation in civilization
Will tremble in domes and walls;

Th' encradled babe will wrtow and cry,

The nursing mnthor will sob  nd sigh,

And the verfest coward will .are to die
When the big black thunderbolt falls!

The chief will ask far his heran plume,
His people will hear his calls,

His men will anthem a savage rune,

They'll beat thetr tom<toms *acath the

, moon,
Antl the conches they will roar at noon
When the big black thunderbolt falls!

They'lt fright the flelds with <their
sounding shields
A sound that the soul appals,
They'll tlle thefr teeth, they will 11l
their balty,
And the k psg, the voks,
veld. .y
Wil all! black with their naked pelts
When the big black thunderbolt falls!

the vales and

Their sicnal flames will brand their
names
On the front of the mountain walls,
The venging tribes will gathor fast,
Thelr battl sones will rile the blast,
And civilization ol stand aghast
W hen the big biack thunderbolt falls?

The carth shall hvar with a throb of
fear
The rush of the aireling yell,
In after years old men wall tell
How tht;lmnou- ath centary, pralsed so
Well,
TWas chained by the neck to the jambd
of bell
When the bl black thunderbolt fell!

A BLUE AND GOLD VALENTINE.

Across the sKky so softly blue
Iy throun the golden lght,
That tells the day supremely reigna,
And tanishel Is the night
Acrass thy life may golden glcams
Of light be ever thrown
Athwart an azu  =ky of truth.
That thott mayest claim thineown.

Dear friend, in carth’s uncertain sky
Ofttimes there s no gold;

Nor alwars do we zee the blue,
For carthly skieg grow cold.

There i an azure sky of truth
Al bright with Gaoi's sunshine,
A 1 would wirh it unto thee,
For ayc, my Valentine.
May Mixrie COoOX.

SKATING SONG.

The alr is crisp and the night s still,
And the moen ltKe a bonllre lights the
hitl,
And I'm auvay to the skating.
1 Jong tn {cel the grip of the steol
And the new iee ringing under my heel,
As 1 dart away with a fiylng wheel
Where the merry crew are walting,

We're off, we're off forthedistant shore,

WWith the lake like a mirror stretched
Yelore,

And the mcon's broad path to gulde

us.
TWhat Joy e 1

=Ky,
Like a‘u{:ck of birds when the hawk s
nig
Qur );:}m}',ts so light and our hopes so
rh.
And the laved one close beslde us!

We'sing and shout as we akim along.
Our sirnkes In time with the merry song
And the sllvery laughter ringing.
O sweet romance of the moonlight spin,
When the =xtars are bright and the
clouds are thin!
Tas there cver a sport, boys, could be-

v 'neath the star-gemmed

gin
TWith the skater's magle winging?
JaMES BTOXMAN,

TO CURE A COLD IN OXNE DAY
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets.
Druesists refund money if it fails to cure.
L“;\‘. Grovc'ssigoaturcison cach box, 3c.

HOW LONG?

O mighty God that rulest men,

This dreadful fight hath ever been
War to the knite!

Man in his purple and his gold,

Man in his rags-and dirt and cold
Fighting for lfe.

Envy and wealth and pride and hate;

The sullen poor, the sordid great—
When shall it cease?

When shall the sturved forget the full

Or ceave to writhe beneath his rule,
And glve us peace?

When shall the naked, meek pass by

The over-clad, nor cast his eye
With strong desire?

When shall the frozen sleep to die,

Or hy the hedge of Dives lle,
Nor crave his fire?

When shail the worm that pride has

spurned

And to the dust has careless turned,
Not turn axain?

When hall the brulsed le c¢alm and

meek,

The smitten turn his other cheek,
Tao ease his pain?

\When shall the low forget to hate

His neighbor of the high ecstate
Who frowns above?

Naked in prison, galled with chains,

A stranger, thirating, torn with pains,
When shall he tove?

Let him that hath, to him that lacks

Give free. nor curse him for a tax
Who lives in need.

The =lck restore, the broken bind.

The erring guide, the lost one find,
The hungry feed.

Hast money. glve. hast art, then use,

Hast power, protect, and not abuse;
Hast neither. pray.

From brother man, whate'er his need,

What hi« desert, take thou na heed,
Turn not away,

AWhat if he has on thee no clalm,

What If thou never heard his name—
Yet §8 he man!

And he c. n Jove and he can hate,

Pralse, suXer, 1abor, pray and wait,
As we all ean.

Then give him food and give him fire,

And satfafy his heart's gesire;
Yea, give him love.

Then shall come peace ‘twixt him and

thee.
And thix fair carth once more shall be
Like heaven above.

THE ETERNAL MYETERY.

Not much before midnight in on Eng-
lish town whose black streets: varmed
with poverty and piety, 2 man in & soft
felt hat and white tie was hurrying
home over a bridge that epanneda dark,
crowded river. Suddenly he felt a tug
at his long, dblack coat-taril. He turns
impatiently and sces a  breathless,
roughly-clad, rugged-featured man.

“What ix {t? What do you want?”

My wife's dying,” jerked the man.

*I'tn not the doctor.”

“No, sir. 1 know:; he's there and only
grives her 10 minutes to live. Come
with me at once. please.”

“Why, what good can I do?"

“You're a clergyman.”

The wearer of the.white tle looked
embarrassed. “Yes,” he stammered, “in
. way, but not the sort of clergyman
your wife wants.”

“Come with me, ror God's sak. u't
lct us waste time.”

But still the clergyman hesitated.
“You are making a mistake: I am not
a Christian clergyman, 1 am a Jewlsh
minister.”

“That dofA’t matter: don't g0 away
after I've been chasing you for five
ininutes. I saw your rig-out—I beg par-
don, your coat and hat In the distance
just as I came out of the house. Oh,
for pity’c sake walk dack with me at
oncel”

“Why don't you go 10 your own clere
gyman?”

“I've got nene. I don’t belleve {mnoth.
lnx. m)nlt But you know what women
are?

1 wouldn't know what to say, and I
;?é‘!f’"" bring my tongue to say it it

*“Oh, but you believe in something?"
peraisted the man, piteoualy.

*H—m! But not the something that
your wife believes In.”

He found himeself In a gloomy garret
at last, lighted by an ofl lamp. A bag-
gard woman lay with shut eyes on an
{ron bed. her chiliing hands ‘\cluvlnc
the hands of the “converted'” kids, =
hoy of 10 and a girl of seven, who stood
blubdering in thelr night attire. The
doctor leaned against -the head or the
bed. the ungainly shadows of the group
sprawling across the blank wall. He
had donc all he could without hope of

I payment to ease the poor woman's last
moments. ‘The husband looked at him
In frantic {nterrogation.

“You are not too late,”
doctor.

“Thank God!' answered the atheist,
“Betsy, old girl, here {s the clergyman.”

The cioud seemed to pass off the blind
face and a wave of wan sunlight to
traverse it.  Slowly the cyes opcned;
the hands withdrew from the children's
clasp, and the paims met for prayer.

“Christ—Jesus,” began the lips me.
chanieally. The minister responded
with the Hebrew death-bed contession:

*1 acknowledge unto thee, O Lord, my
God, and the God of my fathers, that
buth my curc and my death are in thy
hands.”

Agd he rcad, the dying lips moved,
mumbling the words after him How
often had those white lips prayed that
the stiff-necked Jews might find grace
and be saved from damnation. The
atheist stood by reverently, torn bycon-
fiicting emotions, glad the poor foolish
creature had her wish, and on thorns
lest she should live long enough to dis-
cover the deception,

“Make known to me the path of life,
In thy presence is fullness of joy. At
thy right hand are plecasures forevers
more.”

“Yes, 1 am comtng—Jesus,' she mur-
mured.

He read on: “Thou, who art the
Father of the fatherless and the Judge
of the widow, protect my beloved kin.
dred with whose soul my own is Knit."”

The tps still echioed him atlmost (m-
perceptibly, the departing spirit lulled
into pecace by the prayer of the unbe-
It ver. The minister continued:

“Into thy hand 1 cammmend my spirit.
Thou hast redeemcd me, O Lord, God
of truth. Amen and amen.”

And In that last amen, with a final
gleam of blessedness Nittthg across her
sightless face, the poor Christian toiler
breathed out her life of pain, holding
the Jew's hand. There was a moment
of xolemnn sllence, the three men bacom-
Ing as the 1ittle children in the presence
nr"xho cternrl mystery.—[Isracl Zang-
w

answered the

An ald_servant of John Randolph of
Roanake grew to assume such alrs of
praprietarship that hiy muster resolved
to get rid of him, and summoning him
into his presence said with impressive
rolemnity, “FEphraim, you and I vill
have to part.” For a moment the ald
negro eYed him with dumb astonish.
ment: ther, suddenly finding volce,
“lord  Mars John” he exclaimed,
“whar is you gwine to?"

“Mamma,” =aid little Rexsie, Jjust
after attending rervices at church, “are
people who sit in the middle alsles
wickeder than those at the side?” “Cer-
tainly not. dear. Why?" “Because the
preacher only preached to them.”

What have you in the
Grocer: Well, we

Customer:
shape of oranges?
have baschalls.

Both Cold and Ilcat,

inrefrigerating rooms and ovens, are
used in testing

ELGIN '

Ruby Jeweled Watches,

and thcg are required to stand both
heat and cold without varying in their
time telling before they ate placed

&n thcmarkct. All ‘jewelers scll
Ask yours why it is the
best walch.

Aumnmmmomufw"

T Nt T,

BLOIN NATIONAL WATCH OO, Bigha, 38,

COES Exom O 31 S
CRAZY WORK st

THE WOR!.D’S WASHER
g N0, MONEY (N

’ ald till yoa're ut
oa "”v"u‘i ou;. Clothe
whi/e a8 snow. Nootnnlllo u

Ipay treight. Circularsfres.

P, “.l. BOB&

udw-uuh') oy

33 aDaySu

hnhmumrlu‘whmm"nn o
Mmuu. $oud us your addrens and we wiil
e g
o ever s work, sbeolubely
lm’uﬂ T o B DETRAT, icx.
—a

.Mlc{edl ‘:nn)a 1 wm gindly inform say oce
i:OOAlNl S or
audanum 2
WIN, P. . noz':mz,um&ccuf'numm F

, IS CURABLE

4 Writeber Froo Besk of

Kntte, Flaster or
ruum’,IMlmm,mw.atu.m-tu

——

If you are troudled with piles tn any

fon 1 write fora FREE saniple bog of

!n(ﬂllblo Pile ‘l‘nblm. and ,ou
Heuthe da that 3

ASTHM R

“Love Charm"s3:ene

1 L) 10 papularsongs for 10
1naltier. Addrers EX HUPFLY (., Lok 3530 4 COTIS 10"

N B
s AT ST

nnmmn in 10
npm “ T,
A 5, Lobanen, OX

DYFE E?‘-!_gl‘:“:}bﬁ%ﬁ"&fﬁk‘-}uﬂ

ot 38 .'« o,

a«o-mnn. CYSHING & CO.,FOXCRO AIRE.
- . Now Semgle S of Somins
M gsuul;ﬁm:uv u-uuuq
"th‘ !ptu.-ummu

Y 4
rolht sl oqu‘lll M“

.3'157?.' ""n'.n';&""x e

oaﬁlﬂmc Ribies Pams ted
mlmhmullbnns.%w!m:

ATCHES, Jewelry, Spectacles and
w lowest wholeulo ‘eu. L. Qtuo.z:&'te’gii“
botn 8t., Chieago, 111

PILE

Addrees J. K.

G. Uber & Co., 123

Learn Shorthand—Successtully taugh . MnA
eralo toe. Temut-cglonsbu. I ‘%tu:t;v"o ?r?al
l&m Tethune’s C School, Box 3,

1000 Eapnsava comamnis

MIKJ l‘l.
YOUR FUTURE LIEB St cvishias i e
T 8, .‘h.........‘:,‘u.‘.‘:i."
[ )
FROF BINFAIW, BEOFAD, BU4.

L ADIES WANTED (22 7 smmiincer o

1 muuhourwhlle
loamning, n.r.m\u.ge’m.u.. Brookisyn,

$BPAIDES, 100 g mmple o W

CALIFORNIA

CGREAT
ROCK ISLAND




