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Boys and Qirls.

My Bed Is a Boat.
My bed is like a little boat;
Nurse helps me in when I embark;

Ehe girds me in my sailor's coat
And starts me in the dark.

At night I go on board and say
Good-night to all my friends on
shore;

§ shut my eyes and sail away,
And see and hear no more.

And sometimes things to bed 1 take,
As prudent sailors have to @o—

Perhaps a slice of wedding ocuke,
Perhaps e toy or two.

All night across the dark we steer;
But when the day returms at last,
fafe in my room. beside tne pler,
1 find my vessel fast.
—“A Ch#ld's Garden of Verse.”

<
I.eonard Bradley and the Wolves.

I have learned a little more about
¢ ad generations from the attic than
from the many-branched Family Tree
banging in the wide haill, under the
original grant of land signed by Cecil
Calvert, Lord Baltimore. The kst
time I undertook the attic I was armed
with a bunch of keys (wardens to the

nicre valuable heirlooms) and accom- |

ponied by grandmamma. For grand-
mmamma  delights in talking “old
times” to one who loves to listen.
Therefore, when grandmamma Was
scated upon a little, Jow chalr, with
& very high back, belonging, no doubt,
0 a spinning-wheel and a chimney-
corner, I proceeded to look at the con-
tents of a brown hair trunk.

“What an extraordinary garment!”
I said, holding up to view a coat with
the talls torn or chewed direotly Off.
“It looks as if it went with a pow-
dered queuwe and Kknee-breeches &

with all his might.
“‘This may stir them in 1§
and show that something is wrong!

of the men, leaning from the window,
‘they smell the blood yet!’

“ ‘Tarow out the game and keep
them oft the door” cried Leonard
Bradley. So, while he pulled the bell-
rcpe, his friends carried upward the
game, which they had piled within the
door, and cast it out of the window,
piece by piece, into the pack below.
There were but four pieces in all, and
these were fallen upon and ravenously
devoured. But the portion of the
hungry wolves which had gotten none
toere upon the school house door in a
fury, evidently scenting the blood
which had crossed its threshold.

upon their knees, and Leonard Brad-
ley dropped the vell-rope.

might come.’

“‘If there were but more game to
throw out! cried one of the men.

“And agailn there was the sound of
cracking timber. Then, suddenly,
Bradley seized the coil of bell-rope
and sprang upo® the window ledge.
In a twinkling, before his friends
dreamed of his intention, he was out-
{ side, hanging over the heads of the
| howling wolves.
%e called back.
i 1Hes.

Maybe I can keep them off—"
“Then there was a howl. Two black

| anywhere it is needed it is there. To

i
{

1}

i is the ripe fruit of experience. Draw

.

ley, at a sound from below. He seized
the bell-rope and commenced to rmg;

i
the villagq

« il soon be too late,’ sald one!

““Then there came a sudden sound of |
cracking timbers. The two men fell'

i . Freeman, of London.
| “‘The door is giving way! he sald.

‘If there was a little more time help; mental, and a speculative point of

Age in the Ministry.

Age is at a premium in -all pro-
fessions except the clerical. In the
sick chamber and the courtroom €xX-
peﬂenge counts for something; in the
pulpit®it counts for nothing. Yet if

treat sin-sick souls requires more skill
than to treat diseased bodies, and skill

the “dead line’’ where you will, at
40, 45 or 50, it can undoubtedly b€
demonstra;teﬁ that where ministers
have been favored with the opportun- {
ity by the grace of the churches, the
most of them have accomplished their
best work and achieved the grandes,t, !
results after the extremest “deqd line
limit has been passed.—Christian In-
telligencer. i

fiie Dreams ﬂlﬂlﬂ“ﬁ ?

Some Weird, Unauthoriticated Nar-
ratives in Evidence.

How Dream Stories Change When K¢’
told Even After a Few Hours
Lapse. p

A curious and interesting article on |
the subject of dreams appears in the
The writer dis- |
cusses dreams from a scientific,a senti- |

view. An attempt is made to describe

| the process of dreaming in the follow-

ing words:
“Imagine an organ, which it was

| essential should keep playing contin-

‘The door is giving! |
‘Y both have fam- !
g i tion of the human brain.
ar instrument, if listened to when the |

{ fcrms leaped into the air, and there |
| was a sharp ery from Leonard Bradley !

| and a pistol shot. The foremost wolf
| fell back dead, and a volley of shot

‘right and left.
in‘a panic towards the mountain, fol-
! Jowed by a rain of bullets and shot.

! “The bell had rung

They dashed backward |

, giving forth a weird music, occasion-
. ally issuing chords rarely heard, and
| poured into the pack., scattering them |

the alarmed | that of playing

buckles, and all that sort of thing. But | neighbors thither, and the first shot |

why are there no coat-tails?”

“That coat belonged to your great-
treat-uncle, Leonard Bradley, on your
mother’'s side. The Bradley things are
in the trunks, and the Herberts in the
chests e

“But the coat-tails?” I sald, closing
the trunk and spreading the garment
upon it. I settled myself beside it, and
grandmamma smiled at me.

“It’ll not take long to tell, for it
didn’t take long to happen. I am very
proud of those lost coat-tails. It hap-
pened this way—and I've heard , my
futher tell about it so often that I can
close my eyes and see it. Your gr¥at;
great-uncle, Leonard Bradley, was a
amous huntsman in his day, and used
» make excursions into the heart of
12 mountains near which he lived,
~d bring back game, and plenty of

1
t
the

y

y was so wild and lonely then, and
little settlement so near the foot
the mountain, that for years the

128
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t
1ae

of

sheep-pens were not safe at night from |
I heard many !

a howling bear or wolf.
a story, as a child,
which inhabited those mountains and
r«ver showed themselves by light of
aay.,

“One eveiing Leonard Bradley, who

quite a young
with two of hi
nting expedition in the mountaims.
\ ‘town meeting’ had been called for
1at evening, and was to be held in
he school house. The school house
£tooqd some distance from the group of
Tou=egs which formed the settlement,
it having ben built near the foot of
the mountain, because the village
secemed to be growing in that direc-
tion. It was a biiterly coid evening,
and the ground was cowered with
snow. The huntsmen, who had not
brooght back much game, determined
to stop at the school house and await
the several townsmen, who, with
themselves, would form the meeting
of the principal men of the viliage.
One of Leonard Bradley's friends had
shot a bear’s cub shortly before dusk.
&nd, returning, had grown tired, and
dragged it after him over the snow
to the door of the school house. ,The
third man of the party was the school-
master, who, having a duplicate key
of the door, let them in, and they pro-
ceeded to build a
the meeting to be held later.

‘“They sat around it, getting warm
end chatting, and by and by one said:

“ ‘The wind is rising. Hear it com-
ing down the mountain!

“‘Yes,” said another, “tis like a hu-
man volce. It wil. be bitterly cold to
g0 home in.’

“ ‘Harken?
stddenly.

went, and in that moment ithe
nd’'s voice took a strange and texri-
note. Nearer and more loud it
ne. Nearer and more terrible.
he men sprang to their feet with
blanched faces. Then a prolonged and
fedrful sound swept down the moun-
iain througn the night, and wrapped
thom round with a terrible nearness.

“ “Wolves!” said TLeonard Bradley.
‘They are starved out and have fol-
lowed our track.
been blood dropped from the game!

“An instant of listening showed that
he was right. The wind-like
that, at a distance, seemed to come
from one throat, broke suddenly from
a multitude, and in a moment later
a frenzied pack of wolves hurled itself,
dashing and leaping, upon the door of
the little school house.

“ “The mark of the cub’s blood,’ said
Iconard Bradley, briefily. ‘How many
charges have you?

““Two,” said one man, examining his
gun. ‘One,” said the other, looking at
Fis. ‘None,' said Leonard Bradley,
srapping his flintlock, ‘and the door
is not over strong.’

“Between the
they could see the howling
black against the snow, making vain
dashes upon the door sill, over which

of the creatures

"
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said Leomnard

the body of the cub had been drawn. |
ominously as they !

The door shook
thurled themselves against it.

““We cannot shoot from here’ said
one of the men. Then Leonard Brad-
ley leaped up a low flight of steps to
& little landing, where hung the bell-
rone, the long end of which lay coiled
upon the floor. On this landing was
also a window, and to this window the
three men pressed.

“Far off they could see ‘a gleam of
lght here and there from the houses
in the seftlement. The
risen, and all around them was a
world of snow,
the mountain in the background, and
bentath was a pamnting, ravenous- pack
of wolves—how many they did not
dare conjeoture.
in the snow had fairly
beasts.
and leaping upon the
school bouse.

“One of the men fired from the win-
dcw, and a huge wolf sprang upward
and dropped back dead. A second shot
entered the pack and infuriated the
apimals all the more. The third mias-
e” fire.

“‘That is all, and the door will mot
bold much longer, geid Leonard Bead~

frenzied the

door of thc

elts besides. That part of the coun- |

man, returned, ait |
friends from &

fire pfeparatory to |

Bradiey, |
Then they sat silent for a |

There must have

sound .

chinks of a shutter
forms, |

moon had |

with the darkness of |

The tracks of blood'

They were howling like mad, !

had caught the wolf which leaped up-
ward after Leonard Bradley.

|  “Thev picked Leonard Bradley up,
{umeonscious but really unhurt. It wes
'found., however. that his coat-tails

| sapposed dual nature of human exist-
| ence.
i thing supermatural about it

| had been seized and torn off by the !

|fanes of the wolf.

| «And this is the coat,” said Grand-
{ mamma. stroking the garment which
{1ay on the trunk. *“Leonard Bra,dleyfs
:m'ot:her kept it, and afterwards his
i diers do not always fight with a sword,
‘and all the heroes are not written
ldown in history.”—The Outlook.

Little Plato Smith.

Boye has measles, and men has poli-
tics.

T'd rather take a bath than wear a
new bpair of pants t° school

Pa says laziness is a crime, but ma
builds the kitchen fire.

Roys get most 0o
' *fore school calls in th’ mormning.
| When I want pa t' say “yes,” I get
ma t’ say ‘no.”

Pa says t' never get excited; but
when, our ichimnegy burnt| o¥ he
!scraped a lot o’ skin ox his legs tryin’
| t* get on the roof ’thout a ladder.

s 2
Bobby’s Compogzition on Parents.

!  Parents are things which boys have
:to look after them.
. have parents. Parents consist of Pas
| and Mas. Pas talk a good deal about
| what they are going to do, but mostly
it’s Mas that make you mind. Some-
| times it is different, though.
| there was a boy came home from col-
i lege on vacation. is parents lived on
'a farm. There was work to be done
lon the farm. Work on a farm always
| has to be done early in the morning.
| This boy didn’t get up. His sister goes
| to the stairway and calls: “Willie, ’tis
| a beautiful morning. Rise and list to
lthe lark.” The boy didn’t say any-

| Scriptures where God made

| tain men, there is no authentic record

-ife. for i ang that, after all, sol- | : %
. | happenings of this kind. On this point
 the writer says:

' which a dream is said to have aided
| in the discovery of a murder at
' Red Barn.
{ John
| assassination of Mr. Percival in
their sicknesses !

‘ing been shown to be all but destitute

ination it would be ranost unphilosopnhi-
! cal to found a theory on the
: dence of a chance.
! the widespread prevalence
- sense that we have
| times as many tales of dreams coming
Most girls also .

| whether dreams have any prophetic
Once |

| professor, Herr Teufelsdrock, when he

| fact that upward of

{ thing. Then his Ma calls: “William, it |

iis time to get up.
Igettlng cold.”
{not

Your breakfast is
The boy kept right on
saying anything. Then his Pa

! puts his head in the stairway and says'

! he:
i boy.

“Bil!”’ “Coming,
I know a boy that hasn’t got
any parents. He goes in swimming
{ whenever he pleases. But I am going to
stick to my parents. However, I don’t
‘ tell them so, 'cause they might get it
linto their heads that I couldn’tfget
| along without them.
ime: “Pareats are a nuisance; they
{aren’t what they’re cracked up to be.”
| Bays I to him:

12

sir!” says the

’em handy to have. Parents have their
failings, of course, like all of us, but
{en the whole I approve of ’em.” Once

Says this boy to !

4 ‘ 2 . called, come true,
| are,
“Just the same, I find'

i & man says to me: “Bobby, do you love !

| yvour parents?’ “Well,” says I,

“I'm
| not a-quarreling with ’‘em.”

i doctrine of probabilities many thous-! stalks six or seven feet in height, and |

I not as the scnibes, the British medical
Once a |

| bey at boarding school went to calling |

his Pa the Governor,

il(-wan(\e cut down one-half. His Pa

!said he ought to have waited till he

| was going to college. Much more

! might be written about parents, show-

will leave the

I Harper’'s Round Table.

i s

Cultivate Repose,

i If there is anything girls should ocul-
tivate,
low your feet to swing and your brows
to pucker, but compel face and feet to
mind your will, and will to be calm and
tramquil on the outside, if not beneath
the surface. A result of this will be
that the looking quiet, and moving
gently, and holding yourself in con-

it is repose. Simply do not al- '

and got his al- |

(ing their habits and so forth, but IE
task to abler pens.—

< i weird
lPickings From the Intellect Ofi Such stories are those of Lord Lyttle-
| ton forecasting his death at Pitt Place

ually,so that when the orgaanist ceased

touching the keys they would be au- i Such is the song and its threnody,

tcmatically moved at random. You !

would find therein a correct illustra-
From such

master was absent, there would be a
succession of tones, perhaps at times

possibly now and then a charming air.
So in sleep. Or take another mausical
jllustration. The difference betwwen
thinking and dreaming is similar to
a violin with a bow
or using it as an Aeollan harp.”

It is contended that the phemnomena
of dreams afford no evidence of the

Neither, it is said, is there any-

Aside
in the
usel of
dreams to convey His messages to cer-

from the Tecorded Iinstances

of dreams being used as agencies for
ccmmunication from the unseen world,
this notwithstanding many alleged

“In passing we may note some of_the
unauthenticated narratives
which have somehow gained currency.

by a dream. Or Maria Martin, in
the
Mr.
the
the
iiouse of Commons. The legends are
gingularly tenacicus of life, and are

repeated again and again affer hav-

Or the strange tale of
William, of Redruth, and

of truth. Could any of these narra-
tives bear the test of thorough exam-

oinci-
It is an evidehce of
of good
not a hundred

true as have found acceptance among
a certain class, and are related by cer-
tain authors.” i

Coming to the Interesting question
power, the writer says:

“Some very egerious stories are un-
doubtedly told on very good authority
of what is called fulfillment of dreams.
How can it be otherwise? The famous

lJooked out of his garret window in
Weisnitchwo, down upon the town, at
the midnight hour, reflected upon the
five hundred
thousand two-legged animals without
feathers were lying round about in
horizontal positions, their heads all in
nightcaps and full of the foolishest
dreams. It would indeed be a miracle
if no event happened the next day that
would correspond to one of the dfeams
in those five hundred thousand brains.
If you dream but three dreams a
night you have had one thousand
every year you have Ilved, and as
most of these relate to ordinary life

i Such is the song of the sea.

i But, I will not yield to my grieving,

many must by chance have, what is
Consider this. There |
say, fifteen hundred millions of .
persons in the world. Each of these!
has dreams, some one, soimne a §core or |
more, each of the 865 nights in the|
vear. Five hundred thousand million |
dreams every year at least! On the;

ands must truly represent coming
events. Ewvery person has at least ten
thousand nights every 30 years. Sup-|
pcee an individual in good health,
waking only once each morning,formed
the habit of remembering his last
sleeping presentation. Say the chances
are a thousand to one against the
waking dream coming true. Then the
chances are that he will have ten re-|
markable dreams in thirty years. Con-

| sider the probabilities as less, and add

the experience of acquaintances, then !

! each one might know of many coinci- !

trol will bring about a restful condi- '

tion of mind. You will feel better and
be less nervous if you put down the
! expression of nervousness.—Harper's
Round Table.

«a

| Army Saved by a Musical Kite. { the story retold later on in the day.

Kites like the American boy uses
are never seen in China, although Chi-
! nese boys are wonderful kite-makers.
The designens there prefer to make
their kites in the shape of flowers and
birds and fish, or anything e¢lse that

dences of dreams and subsequent'
events. So that the fact that out of
the countless number of dreams
dreamed, now and then*one strangely
and even vividly forecasts an event,
need be no mystery. The less so when !
the power of the imagination over the |
memory is taken into account.
‘“‘Representation with many persons
is a growing thing; the plain green

| bladé soon develops into a fine plant
| with abundance of flowers unseen be-

fore. Skillfully draw out a dream-
teller. Get him to relate his vision on
meeting him in the morning. Have

Note carefully the difference between

| the narrative at breakfast and at din-

! ner time.

You will find it budding in-

| to new forms and colors. Nqw intro-

| Quee

can be found in or under the earth. '

Many of them are extremely beautiful, | told in the newspaper, or some singu-

a credit to the artistic tastes of the
people. On some of them musical
strings are so arranged that they give
out sounds of melody as they fly aloft.
The first ones so constructed are said
to have been instrumental in saving
an army when in dire distress. The
general commanding this unfortunate
force being hemmed in by the enemy,
 regsorted to the stratagem of flying in
the dead of night a number of kites
with musical strings, so arranged as

| words, “Beware of Han.” Like the By-
rians at the noise of the chariot
wheels, the enemy took flight at the
sound and were destroyed—horse, foot
and dragoons.

i

TOO TRUE.
Reporter—What 4o you find to be
the easiest thing to rum in? Tights?
Athlste—Oh, no: AS, -

| it is about to be united as a very re-

| some additions which improve the re-
| semblance.

‘fon, and the dreamer,
to give forth sounds resembling the |

' no one shall ever persuade him that

into conversation some/ circum-
stances you have just heard of—say, a
death in the family, or some murder

lar discovery which .amight in,-a faint
way correspond with the visiy See
how the remembrance alters even
while you talk. By tea time that
dream has lost the feature which did
not coincide with the fact to which
markable forecast, and .has gained
By supper time it has de-
veloped into a very satisfactory vis-
with perfect |
good faith, deciares that henceforth
there is no truth in dreams, and grows
prowd with the consciousness that he
is the subject of functions which do
not belong to ordinary mortals, and
is the true suocessor of the patnarc_h
Joseph and the prophet Daniel—a veri-
table Zaphnath Paanaeh. We are all
pleased to feel ourselves in some small

i perfect image of a dove.
{ mistake it for anything else, for no

- server who saw it in its native home

i try, and one of the most amusing of

pcint a little superior to our !ellow*ld

Wi 16 P

Song of the Sea.

song of the sea was an ancient:
song :
the days when the earth was
young, i
waves were gossiping
long
Ere mortals had found a tongue; ,
The heart of the waves with wra.thi
was wrung
Or soothed to a siren strain,
As they tossed the primitive isles
among
Or slept in the open main.
Such was the song of its changes free,
Such was the song of the sea.

The
In

The loud and

The song of the sea took a human
tone
In the days of the coming of man;
A mournfuller meaning swelled her
moan, l
And fiercer her riots ran;
Because that her stately voice began
To speak of our human woes; ;
With musi¢c mighty to grasp and span .
Life’s tale and its passion-throes.
Such was the song as it grew to be,
Such was the song of the sea.

The

song of the
sound
the human years unioiled;
the notes were noarse with
dcomed and drowned,
Or choked with a shipwreck’s gold;
Till it seemed no dirge above the!
mould {
So sorry a story said
As the midnight cry of the waters old
Calling above their dead. ?

sea was a hungry

As

For the |

The song of the sea is a wondrous lay, |
For it mirrors human life;
It is grave and great as the judgment
day, i
1t is torn with the thought. of strife;
Yet under the stars it is smooth a,ndi
rife
With love-light everywhere, '
When the sky has taken the deep to,
wife i
And their wedding day is fair—
Such is the ocean’s mystery
Such is the song of the sea.

—Richard Burton.

i

s : 1
Stow and Eure. i

In forty years of steady work, sol
Eastern travelers say, !
The Chinese make a porcelain cup of
Oriental clay— {
In Bagdad they form easily a hun-
dred in a day; i
But princes seek and prize the one—
the other’s thrown away. i

The chicken walks from out its shell
and goes its food to find,

While helpless lies for months and
years the child of human kind,

‘Which yet by gradual gnowth o’ertops !
all else in strength and mind.

O slow of thought! remember this—be
thankful and resigned.

—Saadi, translated by James Freeman
Clarke,

-
A Birthday.

My boy’s first birthday in heaven,
Ah! how do they count a year

In that fair apgd blessed country
So strange t® tme, yet so dear?

Do the angels guess at my longing,
And gather the heavenly flowers

| story

. on receipt of my card, sent word that

| waist—some badge of office, I suppose.

| scare-fame, interpreted, as I knew no
| Dutch (or “Natal” as it is called out

| lastical affairs of Europe;
| even anticipate me on many matters
i wthich I had thought I would certainly

| speaking well of the Trnansvaal,

To mark with their fadeless beauty
My thought of eanth’s flying hours?

Last year there were loving tokens,
And birthday wishes from all; |

Toeday thou hast what we wished thee, |
And so, whate’er may befall,

Earth’s sorrow and paln cannot harm

{hea, !

And tears are for us alone;

Remembering this in our grieving
Our heart-ache less poignant

grown.,

has

My boy’s first binthday in heaven,
And I cannot clasp him toeday;
The bitter first time, since a baby
In my close folded arms he lay.

Though my heart is so lonely and
sad:

When my boy has a birthday in heaven
Shall I not for his sake be glad?

—G. P. Dubois, in the Interior.

A FLORAL WONDER.

The Holy Ghost Flower, Which Grows in
Panama.

The Holy Ghost flower, or Filor del
Espiritu Santo, is found in the region
of the Isthmus of Panama It seems to |
thrive in low, marshy spots, and |
springs up from decayed logs or from
crevices in the rocks. The larger and
older bulbs frequently semd up leaf

from these which are joined, broad |
lanceolated leaves are thrown out #n
pairs. The plant is an annual, and in
June, July and August the flower |
stalks start up from the base of the
bulbs, devoting all their energies to
the formaition of the buds. The buds
are arranged on the stalk much like
those of the hyacinth, the usual num-*|
ber for a well grown stalk to bear be- !
ing from twelve to fifteen. The leaves
are very pale green in color, as though
in harmony with the delicate purity
of the blossom. The blessom is of al-
abaster whiteness, muck like the old-
style English pulpit. This, of itself,
is strikingly curious, but it fades into
significance when one looks into the
center of that strange blossom, for
there, nestling in its very heant, is the
No one could

thuman skill could fashion its shape
more perfectly, no artist could adorn |
it with more elegant tints, and no per-
fumer could endow it with more'deli-
cate fragrance. Right in the cup of '
the blossom, with the snow-white can-
opy about it, rests this wondrous im- !
age,its delicately molded wings droop- !
ing, half-extended at its side, its gold ,
tinted Head bent slightly forward, and |
its tiny, crimson-tipped bill almost |
touching its snowy breast. Am ob-

says: ‘“Just as the figure of the dove
itself is there, beyond dispute, so does
an expression pervade the immage, an
expression that even the most care- |
less cannot fail to notice, the incarna- |
tion of humility and spiritual purity.” |

Anecdote of Msatthew Arnold. !

The publication of the letters of |
Matthew Arnold has brought out many
little anecdotes of his stay in this coun-

these comes from Minnesota.While Mr.
Arnold was lecturing in a large city in |
that State he was the guest of a Uni-
tarian clergyman of large hospitality
and small means. He and his wife put
their rooms in readiness for the hon-
ored guest, and when Mr. Arnold was
about to retire the host ushered him
into a bedroom conneoting with a !
dressing room and bathroom. The lec- |
turer was delighted. ‘‘How very cosy!”
be  exclaimed., “I'll just put oud my

| spirits,

| death in the teapot, death in the wine,

| ball, bathing, and what not.
! demnation of the oyster was & heavy !
| blow,
| pudiate the principle of early rising.

! sire to get up with the la

. wish I could, but ali the
! evidence seems to point to the early
' riser, or, let me say, the short sleeper,

| birds, having no artificial light, must

' light,

| type of man

i great deal of the labor is done by

i tend. This being so, all the 24 hours

| pather than a short one will assuredly

' be at a disadvantage in the struggle
| for life.
| true, therefore,

|

boots and take my bath and go to

bed.” Here was a allfemma. In- tha.t"f"

republican household there was: no
maid who would ‘degrade _hgrself: by
blacking a pair-of boots. So the host

lingered in the passage way until the |-
cessation of splashing in the bath and

a suitable period of subsequent quiet
convinced him that his, guest was safe
in bed; and then, tiptoeing up in his
stocking feet, he abstracted the boois,
carried them to the lower regions gave
them a vigorous polishing, and noise-

(»*] am no prize-fighter,”
' laundryman, “but if anyone gives ma

lessly replaced them outside the Eng-
lishman’'s door. Of course, the lat-
ter never suspeoted the truth, but the
was too good to keep, and the |
clergyman tells it to this day with
keen enjoyment.

The Boer Presiazat.

A Man of Deep Pisty, btrr;ng Prejudices,
and Temperate Habits.

-

The first time I met the President,
says a correspondent, was when I was
on a church union mission, which in-
cluded the Tmansvaal. He was at the
time engaged in the Volksraad, but,

he would see me presently, and I was
conducted to his private room. It was‘
not long before he appeared, with a
kind of a sash or decoration nound his
His secretary, Dr. Leyds,

of recent

there), while the President is suppos-
ed to know no English. I was positive-
ly amazed to find how thoroughly au
fait Oom Paul was with the eccles-

he could

have to explain. He was most courte-
ous, and interested in the work
I had on hand, and we parted in a
very friendly and informal way. Omnce
I was outside 1 fixed my eyes as
searchingly as I could on Dr. Leyds,
who had accompanied me, and asked: |
“Dioes President Kruger really know
no English?”’ With a meaning look |
he said, “If you are praising him or |
he
knows no English; but if you are
speaking ill of him, or saying any-
thing against the Transvaal, he knows ]
every word you say!”’ The President
is a man of deep piety, of the hyper- |
Calvinistic mold, and so deeply is it
engrained in him that not only does |
it lead to his ‘tholding forth” in the |
little conventicle ‘he attends, but even |
leads him into some curious actions. |
One of these has made no smail stir |
in Johanncsburg. The Jews there built
a handsome synagogue—I was told |
that it cost $250,000—and President
Kruger was asked to open it. He did
so, with a kind of sermon, in whieh |
he recounted the whole history of the |
Chosen People, from the time they
came out of Egypt, all of which was
in the best taste, and very gratifying
to the large Hebrew audience. His |
closing words, however, gave them the
shivers. “And so I oconsecrate this
building to the worship of the Tri-
une God!” It has led to a serious split
among the children of Abraham o.ut;
there, for, while some have been sen-
sible enough to say it was only a
slip, others maintain that the build-
ing has been desecrated, amnd they
have built another synagogue close
beside the first, havin aken great- |
er precautions for a rig £ stant with |
it. Kruger is the most abstemious
mian I have ever met. In all his life
he has never tasted tea, coffee, wine,
or even mild lager; his only
liguid is milk; he says he has never
been weaned! The vigor and astute-
ness of the old man should make
this fact be of great-.market value to
all temperance societies.—The New

e
-t

Such as are thy habitval thoughts, such
also will be the character of thy mind; for the
soul is dyed by the thoughts. Dye it, then,
with a continuous series of such thoughts as
these: for instance, that where a man can live
there he can also live well, DBut he must live
in a palace; well, then, he can also live well
in a palace.—Marcus Anioninus.

| ase.

The Barly Rising Precept.
Whatever may be your fad, it is |
certain sooner or later to receive the |
approval and support of the medical !
journals. From time to time they
have discovered death in the milk jug,

beer, tobacco, cycling, cricket, foot-

The com- |
and now we are asked to re-
Speaking as one having authority and

Journal makes bold to say that the
early rising theory is a mistake, that
the vital forces do not come fully inw
play untii midday, and tnat the de-
so far
from being a sign of strength of char- |
acter and vigor of body, denote ad-
vancing age.

Such a doctrine is nothing short of
revolutionary. It not only throws cold
water upon the claims of the early
risers, but by a parity of reasoning !
it extols that mumerous class, the lazy
lie-abed, who, we are now given to
understand, are the salt of the earth. |
Frankly speaking, whiie inciined to re- !
joice at the snub administered to the |
early risers, I am unable to agree |
with the British Medical Journal. 1
scientific

as the coming mah.

Primitive man, like monkeys and

have gone to bed at nightfall, to |

sleep until sunrise; there was nothing
i Down to the last |

else for him to do.
century civilization exhibited
change in this respect,

little |
all modes of

i antificial lighting being so poor that

there was no inducement for anybody
to turn night into day. The electric |
however, may conceivably
enough make many independent of the
light of day for the carrying on of
business. In such an event the fittest

can keep awake Ilongest, and get
through the most work in 24 hours.
I believe that the philosophy of “early
to bed and early to rise” ¥s a survival
of the old conditions. “Work while yet

the night cometh when no man can
work.”

end of the nineteenth century. A very
night and the practice is sure to ex-

in faot, being now available for work,
the man_ who wants a long sleep

If the DParwinian theory is
he will tend to die
out—i. e.,, to be replaced by a more
active organization adapted to the new
oonditions.—Pall Mall Budget,

| treated,

| ture’s

| other elements
{ might follow.

will surely be he who |

| selves on the surface.
| reach down to the heart of our planet-

i ary sphere and bring up a few samples
{of whatever
it is day,” says another authority, “for

i on the birth and death o®

said the

cuffs I'N proceed to do ’em up.”
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New Girl—What does your papa like
for his breakfast?
Little Mabel—He always likes most
anything we hasn’t got.

‘ el B

Mrs. Shopper—Why, all these toys
are old.

Shopkeeper—Yes, madam; but then
you know most of the babies are new.

, i i1
Spencer—Did you feel any pain at all
when you went to that painless dem-
tist’'s? ’
Ferguson—Only when he presented
his bill. TR

When the self-made and purse-proud
Jones sald, ‘I began life without a
cent in my.K pocket,”” the impecuynious
Smith sighed and answered, “I didn’s
even have a pocket!” .

i ‘

iR

Papa—Jack, what are you crying
abbut?

Jack—The conjurer at the circus to-
day took filve pigeons out of my hat,
and kept them for himself.

i Wil

Guide (as the birds start up)—Shoot!
Shoot!

Amateur Sportsman (nervously)—
Why—er—aw—there’s so many binrds
they confuse me, and I don’'t know
which one to shoot at.—Exchange.

floodls ol

Josiah—William said he’d send us a
telegram as soon as he reached New
York.

Mandy—Land sakes! I reckon I'll
have to learn to talk through it. too.
Do you ring the bell or say hello first?

R ||

Mr. Noopop—My baby cries all night.
I don’t know what to do with it.

Mr. Knowitt—I'll tell you what I dbd.
As soon as our baby commenced to
cry, I used to turn on all the gas.
That fooled him. He thought it was
broad daylight and went to sleep.

{1 |

What was the greatest difficulty you
encountered in your journey to the
Arctic regions?”’ asked a lady of an
explorer.

“Getting home again, madam,” was®
ithe prompt reply.—Commerciai Bullet-
n.

ol
“Did not the sight of the boundless
blpe sea, bearing on its bosom white-
winged fleets of commerce, fill you
with emotion?”
‘“Yes,” replied the traveler, “at first
it did, but after a while it didn’t fill

| me with anything; it sorter emptied

me.”
I it
“How is your /father coming on?”
asked Col. Yerger of a darky he used

1
"

| to own before the warn

‘“He am dead.”
“He must have reached an advanced

"

“He did dat, for a fac’. He was

{ libin’ up to de berry day ob his deff.”

-l N
The Judge tells how Mr. Doolin me’

Mr. Casey, and about the conversation
they had.

“I heard ye were on a shtrike,” said

! Mr. Doolin.

“TI was that,” answered Mr. Casey.
“A shtrike for what, Casey?”
“For shorter hours.”
“An’ did ye get ’em?”
“Sure we did that! It’s not wurrkin’
am, now!”

e G |

Bobby is attending to his piano les-
sons very faithfully of late,” said that
youth’s uncle.

“Yes,” returned his mother, “I don’t
ha\'e, any trouble with him about that
now.”’

:‘Huw did you manage it?”

‘Some of the neighbors complained
of the noise his exercises made, and

I‘to!d him about it. Now he thinks
it's fun to practice.”

T
4

Science Bafied.

Argon, the mysterious,
stituent separated
sphere by

inert con-
the atmo-
and Prof.

from
Lord Rayleigh

' Ramsay, still remains a puzzle to men

of science. It is stubbornly mute to

| eévery question they address to it. The

same attitude is maintained by the

! gas which was found in a rare earth
, by Ramsay about two months back.

Both gases have been detected in vari-
| ous

Lin

natural springs, for instance,
the thermal waters of Bath, and
Hellum is now found to exist in small

as,

' quantities as a component of various

minerals knowmn to have a deep-seat-
ed origin in the crust of the earth.
Lord Rayleigh recounted the latest
about argon at the Royal Institution
last week, but there really very
iittle news to tell. Both gases have
been weighed and tested in every pos-
sible feshion; they have been reduced
to the liquid state and otherwise mal-
but a bafling vell seems to
spread itself before the page of na-

Look on which tne c¢hemists
seek to read the character and tem-
perament of these inscrutible bodies. It
is this very inertness that makes the
quest doubly interesting. Nothing like
it has ever been found before. Nitro-
gen the chief component of the at-
mosphere, is inert enough in one sense.
It is absolutely without active prog-
erties when alone. But it forms &
series of compounds among the most
violent and characteristic in the whole
range of chemistry. By analogy it
is thought that if by some means ar-
gon could be frought into union with
inconceivable results
Yet more likely both
argon and helium are elements of such

was

| a nature as to be incapable of com-

bination under the physical conditions
existing on the earth. Helium we
know as a constituent of the sumn’s
atmosphere long before it was found
in the crust of this planet. This is
a fact which, taken in connection

| with the deep-seated origin of the min-

erals in which it is found, endows
helium with a crowd of most fasci-
nating problems. It seems rather to
belong to the group of cosmic mys-
teries that lie buried in the bowels of
the earth than to the facts of every-
day chemistry which present them-
Could we but

may be there, be it
molten mineral or fiery compressed

| rock, what a light might not be throw
That was a rash assertion. It |

| could not have been enunciated at the

worlds.
Imaginative men of science have pic-
tured even the ‘‘elements’’ themselves
as products of that universal “evolu-
tion” which seems to ‘have been the
law of the universe/from the beginning
of things. May not the “struggle for
existence’” which this profound thought
implies have left us in our heliums
and argons gaseous ‘‘survivals’ of a
past order of elementary existence,
bye-groduct,s, #s it vere, of the cosmic
pr , Just as it has left us survivale
and bye-products in animal and vege
table lite?—The New Age




