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Turning from the quist flelds
Where the lnsy eattle graze;
Loeaving her In tears who bent
0'er Eim in his helpless daysy
Fariog down the dusty road,
Leaving all e loves behind,
Rushing In whers striving men
Push him down and never mind,

Dreams of sweet old peaceful scenes,
Sometimes, in the rush and roar;
Memoriea of cradle songs
Thut are sung to him o more;
Newer friends and nower hopes,
Giaining step by step, and then
For a little chinking coin,
Leaving all behind again.

Ever striving to outstrl
Those that Inbor at his elde;
Bpurning love and spurning rest,
Till the last unsatisflod;
Here today—tomorrow whera?
“Home" a pollow, empty name;
Ilnpphmn'ﬂ to give in trade
For o little palf or fame.

Btill the lazy cattle graze

Out upen the sloping hill,
And the smoke is curling up

From the old rod chimney still;
Still the rusty hinges creak

When they swing apart the gates,
And a liftie vacant lot

For the restless tofler walits,

—Claveland Leader,
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E OLD UNIFORM.
-]

A Story of the Zouaves. K
'

One of my desk-mates in the office
at the ministry of war was an ex-non-

liad lost a left arm in the Italian cam-
paign, but with his remaining hand he
execnted marvels of caligraphy—down
to drawing with one pen-stroke a bird
in the flourish of his signature,

A good fellow, Vidal; the type of
the upright old soldier, hardly 40, with
a sprinkling of gray in his blonde im-
perial— he had been in the Zonaves,
We all called him Pere Vidal, more
respectfully than familiarly, for we all
knew his honor and devotion. He lived
in a cheap little lodging at Grenelle,
where— on the money of his cross, his
pension and his salary—he wanaged
to support his widowed sister and
her three children,

As at that time I, too, was living in
the southern suburb of Pavis, I often
walked home with Pere Vidal, and I
used to make hiw tell of his campaigns
a8 we passed near the military school,
meeting at every step—it was at the
close of the empire—the splendid uni-
forms of the Imperial Cluard, gresn
chasseurs, white lancers and the davk
and magnificent artillery officers, black
and gold, & costume worth while get-
ting killed in. ’

As we walked along the hideous
Boulevard de Grenells he stoppad sud-
denly before a military old-clothes
shop—there are many like it in that
quarter—a dirty,sinister den, showing
in its window rusted pistols, bowls
full of buttons and tarnished epanlets;
in front were hung, amid sordid rags,
a few o'd oflicers’ uniforms, rain-rotted
and sunburned; with the slope-in at
the waist and the padded shonlders
they had an almost human aspect,

‘gridu], seizing my arm with his right
hand and turning his gaze on me,
raised his stump to point outone of the
aniforms, an African officer's tunie,
with the kilted skirt and the three
gold braids muking a figure eight on
the sleeve, .

“Look!" he said; *‘that's the uni-
form of my old corps, a captain's
tunie,"’

Driwing nearer, he made out the
number engraved on the buttons and
went on with enthusinsm:

““My regiment! The First Zouaves!"

Suddenly his hand shook, his face
darkened; dropping his eyes, he mur-
mured, in a horror-stricken voice: |

““What if it were Lis!"

Then brusguely turning the coat
about he showed me in the middle of
the back a little round hole, hordered
by a black rim —Dblood, of conrse—it
made one shudder, like the sight of a
wound,

““A nasty scar,” I said to Pere
Yidal, who had dropped the garment
and was hastening away. Aund fore-
seeing a tale, I added to spur him on:
“It's not usually in the back that bul-
lets strike captaius of the Zouaves.™

He apparently did not hear me; he

mumbled to himself: **How could it
get there? It's a long way from the
battlefield of Meleguano to the' Boule-
vard of Grenelle! Oh, yes, T know—
the cerrion crows thut follow the army;
the strippers of the dead! But why
just there, two steps from the military
school where the other fellow's regi-
ment is stationed? He must have
passed; he must have recognized it,
What a ghost!"

“‘See here, Pere Vidal," said I, vio-
lently interested, “‘stop your mutter-
ing, and tell me what the riddled tunic
recalls to you."

He looked at me timidly,almost sus-
piciously. Suddenly, with a great ef-
fort, he began:

““Well, then, here goes for the story;
I ean trust you; you will tell me frank-
ly, on yonr houor, if you think my
conduet excusable. Where shall 1
begin? Ab, X can’t give yon the other
maw's surname, for be 15 still'living,
but I will eall him by the name he
wentunder inthe regiment-—Dry-Jean
—and he deserved it, with his 12
drinks at the stroke of noon,

**He was sergeant in the Fonrth of
the Hecond, my regiment, a good
fighter, but fond of quarrel and drink
—~all the bad habits of the African
goldier; brave as a bayonet, with cold,
steel-blue eyes and 8 rough red beavd

on his tanned cheeks. When .1 en-
tered the regiment Dry-Jean had just
rt‘-f_‘lli‘.i'i:ﬁ"l' Hao drew lis Py nnd
went on s three days' spree, He and

two companions ol
e
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commissioned officer, Henri Vidal. He |

the same I\lniut‘_"i
el through the low quarters of Al- |
| ¥our bayonats!’
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fight. Dry-Jean got a ecut on the
head from a tringlo that nearly fin-
ished him, a fortnight in the guard-
reom and the loss of his stripes—the
gecond time he had lost them,

“Of well-to-do parents and with
soma education, he would have risen
to be an officer long before if it had
not been for his conduct. Eighteen
monthe Inter he got his stripes back
npgain, thanks to the indulgence of the
old African captain who had seen him
under fire in Kabylie. Hereupon our
old captain is promoted chief of bat-
talion, and they send us ont a captain
of 28, a Corsican named Gentili; just
ont of school, n cold, ambitious, elever
fallow, very exacting, hard on his men,
giving you eight days for a spack of
rust on your gun or a button off your
gaiters; moreover,never having served
in Algeria, not tolerating fantasia or
the slightest want of discipline, The
two took a hatred to each other from
the first; result, the guardroom for
Dry-Jean after every drinking bout,
When the captain, a little fellow, as
stifl' as a bristle, with the mustaclies
of an angry cat, flung his punishment
at Dry-Jean's head, adding curtly, ‘I
know yon, my man, and 1'll bring
you to order!" Dry-Jean answered
never & word and walked away quietly
to do pack-drill.  But all the same the
captain might have come off his high
horse a bit had he seen the rage that
reddened the sergeant’s face as soon
as he turned his head and the hatred
that flashed through his terrible blue
ayes,

“Hevenpon the emperor declares
war against the Austrians, and we are
shipped off to Italy, Bnt let me come
at onee to the day before the battle of
Melegnano, where I left my arm, yon
know, Our battalion was camped in
a little village, and before breaking
the ranks the captain had made us a
apeech—rightly enough—to remind us
that we were in a frieudly conntry, and
that the slightest injury done to the
inhabitants would be punished in an
exemplary way. During the speech
Dry-Jean—a-little shaky on his pins
that morning, and for the best of rea-
sons —shrugged hisshoulders slightly.
Lunckily the captain didn’t sge it."”

“At midoight Dry-Jean was en-
gaged in a brawl with some peasants
and was being prevented from molest-
ing a young girl when CUaptain Gen-
tili arrived. With one look-—the lit-
tla Corsican had a paralyzing way—he
cowed the terrified sergeant; then he
said to him;

** ‘Dogs like you deserve to have
their brains blown out; as soon as 1
can sea the colonel yon lose your
stripes again, this time
There's tode fighting tomorrow;
to get lAlled.”

“Atdawn the cannonade awcke us.
The column formed,' and Dry-Jean—
never hnd his biue eves glittered nore
ominonsly—placed himself beside me.
The battalion moved forward; we were
to dislodge the white coats, who with
their cannon, occupied Melegnano.
Forward, march! At the secound kilo-
meter the Austriuns' grape shot cut
down 15 of onr company's men. Then
our officers, waiting for the order to
charge, made us lie down in the grain
field, sharp-shooterwise; they remained
stauding naturally, and our captain
wasn't the least straight of the lot.
Kneeling in the rye, we kept on firing
at the battery, which lay within range,
Suddenly some one jogged my elbow.
I turned and saw Dry-Jean, who was
looking at me, the corner of his lips
raised leeringly, lifting his gun.

“ ‘Do yon see the captain?' be said,
nodding in that direction,

“* ‘Yes, what of it?' said I, glanciug
at the officer, 20 pneces off.

** ‘He was foolish to speak to me as
he did.”

“With a swift, precise gesture he
shonldeved his arm and  fired. I saw
the captain—his body bent backward,
his head thrown up his hands beating
the wir for an instant—drop his sword
and fall hkeavily on'his back,

¢ Murderer!' I cried, seizing the
sergeant’s arm. But he struck me
with the bntt of his rifle, rolling me
aver and execlaiming:

“ Pool! prove that I did il

“T rose ina rage, just as all the
"ih:”'!"‘lll"l‘;l .. rose  likewisa, (nr
colonel, barehended, on his smoking

hoy *—“__ln.-!'!]Tl-ll 1S sabre ant the Austrioan
battery auni shouted:

¢ orward, Zouaves! Ouf with
“Could I do otherwise than charge
othars? What a famous
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for good.”
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| pastes paper labsls on 100,

charge it wns, too! Have you aver
seen a high sea dash on a rock? Each
company rushed up like a breaker on
a reef. Thrice the battery was cov-
ered with blue conts and red trousers,
and thrice we saw the earthwork re-
appear with its cannon jaws, im-
passable. :

““But our company, the Fourth, was
to snatch the prize,
reached the redoubt; helping myself
with my rifle-butt I crossed the talus,
I had only time to see a blonde mus-
tache, a blue cap and a carbine barrel
almost touching me. Then I thouglt
my arm flew off. I dropped my gun,
fell dizzily on my side near a gun-ear-
ringe wheel and lost consciousness.

“When I opened my eyes nothing
was to be heard but distant musketry,
The Zouaves, . forming a disordered
lialf-circle, were shouting ‘Vive I'Em-
perenr!’ and brandishing their rifles.

*““An old general followed by his
staff galloped up. He pulled ap his
horse, waved his gilded helmet gayly
and cried: A

* ‘Bravo, Zouaves! You are the
firat soldiers in the world!”

“T feund myself sitting near the
wheel, supporting my poor broken
paw, when suddenly I remembered
Dry-Jean's nwlul erime. At that very
ingtant he stepped out of the rauks
toward the general. He Lad lost his
fez, and from a big gash in his elose-
shaven hend ran a trickle of blood.
Leaning on his gun with one hand,

with the other he held ont an Austrian-

flag, tattered and dyed red—a flag he
had taken. The general gazed at him
admiringly. -

‘“ ‘Hey there, Briconrt!' turning to
one of his stufl; ‘look ~at that, if you
plerse, What men!’

“Whereupon Dry-Jean spoke np?

' tQnite so, my general, But you
know—the First Zonaves—there are
only enough left for once more!’

0 wonld like to hug you for that!”
eried the general; ‘yon'll get the eross,.

you know,’ and still repeating, ‘what
men!’ he said to his aid-de-camp some-
thing I didn’t understand—I'm no
scliolar, youn know. But I remember it
perfectly: “Worthy of Plutavch, wasn’t
it, Bricourt?' = 3 .
At that very moment the pain wna

too much for me, and I fainted, * You 4

know the rest. I've often told you
how they sawed off my avm and how I
dragged along in delirium for two
months in the hospital. In my sleep-
less hours I nsed to ask myself il it
wius my duty to accuse Dry-Jean pub-
licly. But could I 'prove it?. Aund
then I said, ‘He's a scoundrel, but
be's brave; he killed Captain Gentili,
but he took a flag from the enemy.’
Finally,in my convalescence,I learned
that as & reward tor his courage Dry-
Jean had stepped up into the Zouaves
of the Giuard andhad been decorated,
ALY at first it gave me a disgustat m
own cross which the colonel had
pinned on me in the hospital,
Dry-Jéan deserved his, too; only his
Liégion of Honor onght to have served
as the bull's-eye for the squad detailed
to put limouk of exisjencs, G
“It’s all far away now. I maver
saw him again; he remained in the
service, and I -became a good eivilian,
Batjust now, - when I saw ‘that yni-
form with its bullet-hole—God knows
bow it got there—hanging a sione’s
throw from the barradks Swhéare the
mtrderer 13, it séemed to me 'that thé
captain, the werime etill
was clamoring for justice.
I did my utmost to quiet
Vidal, assuring him he had acted for
the best,
the gffice,
folded at
mured .gravely:
you?"” I read:

Vidal handing me a paper
a certain  paragraph, mur-

“What «did, 1L teld

“Another vietim of Intemperancg. —Yestar-
duy aftirnoon, on the Bodlevard (8 Gtes
neile, a certain Juan Mallet, known as Dry-

Jeun, sergeant in the Zouaves of _ the Impe- |
rial Guard, who with twor companions had |

besn drinking freely, was seized-with deliw-
fum tremans while lookineg at -some did uni-
forms bhanging in a second-band shop. He
drew his bayonet aud dashed down the
etravt to the terror of all passers-by. The
two privates with him bad the dtmost dif-
culty in securing the madmau, who shouted

constlessly: ‘I am pot a marderoer; I took
an Austrinn flag st Melegnuno!’ It seems
that the latter statement 4 true, Mallet

was fducorated for this feat; his addlotion to
drink has slone prevented him from rising
in the ranks. Mallet was condudted to tha
military hospital of Gros-Cnlllon, whenoes he
will soon ba transferred to Charenton, for it
is doubtlul {f he ean recgver his renson.”

As I relurned the paper to Vidal, he
looked at me meaningly and con-
elnded:

“Captain Gentili was g Corsican—
he has avenged himself!"—Translated
for the Argonant from the French of
Francois Coppee,

Helping the Dootor.

In these energetic go-nhead days,
wa are continuslly beariog of some
new aud curious way of making

money, bnt the. following aethod is

perhaps as ingenious as any previonsly
devised: A little bay entered a sur-
gery the other day when the village
doctor was in attenttance, and, murch-
ing up to him whispered, cautiously:

““Please, sir, mother sent me-to say
got searlating awful
mother
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HELPS FOR HOUSEWIVES,

The Flapping Window Shade,
[  Not only do invalids find a flapping
| window shade a great source of an-
| noyance, but persons of strong nerves
ave often made uncomfortable by the
constant tapping sound. An easy way
| to prevent this nuisaunce is to screw
two brass hooks on the sides of the

| twelve inches from the sill. Tie n

tape across the window from one hook
| to the other. Serew a third Look in
| the mounldicg below the sill. The
shade should then be pulled down
over the tape and the curtain cord tied
secnrely to the lower hook, In this
wiy the shade will be firmly held in
place.

Hegulating the Oven.
When particular baking is receiy-
ing attention and several unfamiliar
dishesare being manunfactured, it is of
special importance to have the oveuin
perfect condition, and as far as possi.
ble under the control of the
The best of stoves, says an

coolk.
experi-

and bear watching. Nearly each one
has its pet peculiarity - o tendency to
Durn at the bobttom, or a habit of
scorching at the top, while the lower
part remains raw and sodden. Fa.
miiarity will enable the cook to cor-
reot these difficulties. She will over.
comie the first fanlt by placing the
grating on a pan under the baking
chish and  the other by covering the
cake or loaf with a pan or paper until
the bottom is done. A plain piece of
maiilla paper placed over the top of
the cake will insure thorough, even
baking. when, without this armrange-
ment, the top wonld become seorched
long before the cake was baked
through,

Children’s Earache,

A simple honseliold remedy for chil-
. dren’s earache is a bag of hops wrung
ont in boiling vinegar, or even loiling
i water.if that is more convenient. Lay
| the héated hops over the ear, cover
| it closely with a heavy piece of Han-
lunel and cotton to keep in thes steam,
\ and keep the moisture from penetrat-
| ing ontside. Severe pain may be al-
most instantly redieved by this remedy,
which is so easily applied. Keep two
| bags-in use, removing one /s soou as
. it i8 cooled and substitnting the other.
{ Take =pecinl care not to leave the
| ear exposed to the cold air in chang-
ing the bags, When going out in the
nir after a season of earache, wear a
little cotton in the ear until the cold
has passed away. Never thrust hair-

ping or any hard objects in the ear
to remove wax. The use of a seft
y cloth and soap and water is all that

should be employed in the intevest of
cleanliness, Where there is a sudden
deafness, an accumulation of wax may
always be suspected. In that case
use 'a small glass ear syringe with
warm water and soap suds, If this
does not remove the obstacle apply
warm or quite Lot olive oil and let it
ain long enongh to sonk ont the
Syringe out the ear again with
warm Soap suds, If no wax appears,
the deafness is
somethiang else, but in a vast number
of cases it is the cause of sudden deaf-
ness, and ‘may be removed by the
wmethod described. —New York Trib-
she.

Reoipes,

Snet and Milk—To one pint of milk
add oue cup of scraped veal suet and
_a tewspoon of sugar. BSeald together

for one hour, then strain, and add a
little, Havoring if liked. This is a
{ notrishing drink for an invalid,

Potato Rolls—Add to one pint of
mashed potato one half pint of salf,
[“two teaspooniuls of flour, one tea-

spoouful of Lntter and one beaten egg.

'Mix to a dough while warm, turn on
“the board and work the mass into a
long véll,  Cutinto three ineh pieces,
then roll info a amaller roll with tap-
eving ends. Fry in hot fat until nica-
ly browned all over. Garnish with
parsley.

Pot Roast, with Catsup Sance—Flace
two tablespoonfuls of butter in pot;
dredge each side of two-pound roast
thoroughly with flonr; place in pot
and brown well on gach side; add one
sliced onion, one bay leaf, vna table-
spoonfnl salt, one quart of cold water;

"cover tightly; place where it will cook |

slowly for -four honrs; one-half hour
hefore serving add colleecup of cat-
sup. Very iine,

Egg Foundue—For Iluncheon, egg
fondue a favorite combipation of
eges aud cheese, with those who are
fond of both. Beat four eggs well,
then add three tablespoonfuls of
grated cheese, salt aad pepper to
taste. FPuta tablespooninul of butter
| in a sancepan, and when melted, add
the miixtnie and stiv constantly nntil
it is smooth aud done. Berve on hot
buttered tosst and garnish preitily
with parsley.

Aspie Salad —Onpe and a half
) broth,
lemaon jt
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DR. TALMAGES SERMON.,

SUNDAY'S DISCOURSE BY THE NOTED
DIVINE.

Subject: “Perils of the Metropolis"—The
Luxury and the Squalor of Groat Cities
Thrown Into Viclent Contrast—=0Object
Lessons Drawn From Experience.

Texr: “Wisdom crleth without; ahe ut-
tereth her volce in the streets,”—Proverhs
1., 20,

We are all ready to listen to tha volees of
nature—the volces of the mountain, the
voieas of the sea, the volees of the storm,
the voloes of the star, As In some of the
enthedrals in Europe there 18 an organ at
either end of the hullding, aud the one in-
strument responds musieally to the other,
80 in the great anthedral of nature day re-
sponds to day and nfght to night and
flower to flowsr and star to star in the
greéeat harmonies of the universe. The
springtime 18 an ovangelist in hlossoms
praaching of God’s love, and the winter is
A prophet—white bearded—symbolizing
woo agzainst our gins, Wa are all ready to
listen to the voloes of nature, but how few
of us learn anything from the volees of the
nofsy and dusty street? You go to your
mechanlsm and te your work and to your
merschandlse, and you eome back again,
and often with how differant a heart you
pnes through- the strests, Are there no
things for us to learn from these pave-
ments over which we pass? Are thers no
tufts of truth growing up between theso
cobblestones, beatan with the feet of toll
and pnin and plessure, tho slow tread of
old age and the guickstep of childhood?
Ave, thers are great harvests to be reaped,
and now I thrust in the sickla because theo
harvest is ripe. “Wisdom erieth without:
she uttereth her volce in the streots.”

In the first place, the street impresses
me with the fact that this life is & scena of
tolt and struggle. By ten o'clook svery dny
the city is jarring with wheels, and shufl-
ling with feet, and humming with volcas,
and ecovered with the breath of smoke-
stacks, nnd a rush with trafekers. Onee
in awhile you find a man going along with
folded «arms and with leisurely step, as
though he had nothing to do; but for the
most part, as you {ind men going down
these streets on the way to business, there
s anxiety in their faces, as though they
had some errand which must be exscuted
nt the first possible moment. You ure
jostled by thoss who have bargains to
moke and notes to sell, UIF this ladder
with a hod of bricks, out of this bank with
i roll of bills, on this dray with a load of
goods, digging s esllar, or shingling & roof,
or shosing a horse, or bullding a wall, or
mending a wateh, or binding a book. In-
dustry, with her thousand arms and thou-
sand eyes and thousand feet goes on sing-
Ing her song of work, work, work, while
the milla drum it and the steam whistles
fife it. All this not because men love toil,
Some one remarkad, “Every man Is as lazy
its he can afford to be.” Dut it i3 beonuss
nucessity with stern brow and with uplifted
whip stand over you ready whenever you
relax your toll to make your shomiders
ating with the lash,

Cun {t be that passing up and down
these streets on your way to work and
business that you do not learn anything

of the world's toll and anxisty and
struggle? Oh, how many drooping hearts,

how many eyes on the watch, how many
miles traveled, how many burdens carrled,
how many losses suffered, how many
battles fought, how many viotories gnined,
how many defeats suffored, how many ex-
asperations endured; what losses, what
hunger, whiat wretchedness, what pallor,
what disease, what agony, what despairl
Sometimes I have stopped at the corner of
the street as the multitudes went hither
nnd yon, and it has seemed to me a great
yantomime, and as I looked uimn it my
Iuenrl broke. This great tide of human lifs
that goos down the street isa rapid, tossed
and turned aside, and dashed ahead, and
driven back—beautiful In its confusion,
and eonfused In its beauty, In thecarpeted
nisles of the forest, In the woods from
whieh the eternal shadow is never lifted,
on the shore of the sean ovar which fron
counst togses the tangled foam sprinkling
the erncked cliffs with a baptism of whirl-
wind nnd tempest, 1s the best place to
study God, but Inthe rushing, swarming,
raving street is the best place ts study
muan.,

Golng down to your place of business
and coming home again, I eharge you to
look atout—sce these signs of poverty, of
wrotehedness, of hunger, of sin, of berenve«
mont—and as you go through the streats,
and coma back through the streets, gather
upin the nems of your prayer all thesor-
row, all the losses, all the suffarings, all
the bereavements of those whom you pass,
and present them In {-m\‘-:-r belore an all-
sympathetlo God. n the great day of
sternity thore will be thousands of persons
with whom you in this world naver ex-
ehanged one word, will rise wp and oall’
yon blessad, nnd there will be a thousand
fingers pointed at you In heaven, sayiog:
“That s the man, that is the woman, who
helped me when I was hungry and siek and
wandering and logt and heartbroken. That
|s the mun, that is the woman,"” and the
blessing will ¢ome down upon you as
Christ shall say: "I was hungry, and ya
fed Me: I was nuked, and ye clothed Me; I
was siek and (o prison, and ye visited Me;
inasmuech as ye did It to these poor waifs of
the streots, yedid it to Me,"

Agaln, the street improsses ma with the
faet that nll elnsses and conditions of so-
cloty must commingle,. We sometimes eul-
ture 4 wicked exclusiveness, Intelloct de-
spises ignorance. Reflnement will have
nothing to do with boorishness, Gloves
hate the sunburned hand, and the high
forohend dospises the flat head, and the
trim hedgerow will have nothing to deo
with the wild coparwood, and Athens hates
Nazarath., This ought not so to be. The
astronomer must come down from the
starry revelry and heip us In our navign-
tion. The surgeon must come away from
his study of the human organism and set
our broken bones, The chemist must come
awaoy from his Iaboratory, whero he hus
heen studying annlysis and synthesls, and
help us to understand the nature of the
solls, I biess God that all classes of peo-
;-lu are compelled to mect on tha street,
The glittering couch wheels elashes ngalnst
the scavenger's onrt. Fine robes ran
agninst thr peddler’s paek. HRobust health
moeeta wan slokness, Honesty econfronts
fraud, Every olass of poople meols every
other oluzs, Impudence and modesty,
pride and bumility, purity and hensti
{ranknesa nnd hypoorisy, meeting
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up in the same resurrection. It Is high
time that we all spkbowladged not snly
the Patherbood of God, but the brother-

e dust, to pral

(Father that oné of thdsé. lttle dnes'sho

Agnin, the street impresses me with the 3
fact that it isu very hard thing for o man & 3
to keep his heart right and get to heaven.” &
Infinite temptations spring upon us from,
these places of publia econconrse., Amid
g0 much afMuence, how muol temptation
to covetonsness and to be discontented-
with our humble lot! Amld so many op= -
portunities for overrsnching, what tempti=
tion to extortion! Amid 8o mueh display,
what temptation to vanity! Amid so many, =&
saloons of strong drink, what alurement
to dissipation! In the maeclstroms Al
hell gates of the street how many m&kq
quick and eternnl shipwreokl If a
man-of-war comes back from a bate
tle and (= towed Into the navy,
vard, wa go down to look at The
eplintered spars and count the bullet holes
and look with patriotic admiration on the
flag that floated in victory from the mast-|
hend. But that man (s more of a curiosl
who has gone through thirty years of t
sharpshooting of business e and yet g -
on, viotor over the temptations of the
straet, Oh, how many have gone down
under the pressure, leaving not so much ag
the pateh of eanvasto tell where lhe‘i‘gu- »
fshed! They neverhad any peacse. air
dishonesties kept tolling in their ears, If
I had an ax and could aplit open the beams
of that ine housé, perhapsT would fhhd in
the very heart of (t askeleton, In his very
bast wine thers 18 n smack of poor man's
sweat, Oh, it [s strange that when a man
has devoured widows' houaes he s
turbed with indigestion? ‘All the forpes of
naturo are agafnst him. The floods are
ready to drown him and the earthquake-to
swallow him and the {lres to consume him
and the lightnings to smite bim. ~“But the
chlldren of God are on avery strest, and in
the day when the crowns of heaven are &
distributed some of the brightest of tham 3
will be given to those men who wera faith- |
ful to God and faithful to the sounls of
others amid the marts of business, proving
themselves the heroes of the street.)
Mighty wers their temptations, mighty was
their deliverance and mighty shall be theair
triumph,

Again, the strest impressos me with the
fact that itis a great fleld for Olristinn
charlty. There are hunger and suffaring,
and want and wretchedness {n the coun-
try, but these evils chisfly congregate in ¥
our great citiss. On every strest crime
prowls, and drunkenness staggers, and
shame winks, and panperism thrusts out
{ts hand asking for alms. Hera what Is
most squalid and hunger {5 most lean. A
Christian man, going along a street in New
York, saw a poor lad, and he stopped
and sald, My boy, do you know how to
read nnd write? The boy made no an-
swer, The man asked the question twice
and thrice. "Can yon read and write?”

And then the boy snswered, with a tear
plashing on the buek of his hand, Hesafd

in deflance: “No, sir, dou't read nor write,.
nelther, God, sir, don’'t want me to rea

and write. Didn’t he take away my [ather

s0 long ago I never remember to hayve seen
him? And haven't I had to go nlopg the"*
streets to get something to fetch home to,

aat for the folks? And didn’tI, as soonas

I could earry a basket, have to" go out and, . »
ek up cinders and never havs no sehool-
ng, sir? God don't want'me fo read, sle, " - &
I can't read nor write, neither,” Oh, thesa

poor wanderars] They have no ohanee,
Born In degradation, as they.get up from
their hands and knees to walk, they take
their first step on the road of despair, Let |

us go forth in the name of the Lord Jesns
Christ to rescue them, Let us minfsters not: .
be afraid of soiling our blasck clothes whila 4
wo go down on that ‘mission. - While wa -
are tylng an elaborats knot in our cravag)
or while we are in the situdy rounding off
some period rhetorically wo might be saye - &
ing n soul from death apd hiding a mulths

tuds of sins. O Christtan laymen, go out on

this work! If you are not willing to g®

forth yourself, then give of your means,

and if you are too lazyto go,"and.if you

are too stingy to help, then get out of the

way and nide yourself In the dens and . (W
caves of the earth, lest, when Christ's
charfot comes along the horses' hoofs
trample you into the mire. Beware lest

the thousands of the destitute of your city

in the last great day Tise up and ourse
your stupldity and your neglect, Downto _
work! Lilftthem up.” P d

One cold widter's gay, 08 o Gh:lltha i
man was golng along the Battery In Ne T
York, ha sawn Httlé girl sontdd Abila gate, .
shivering in the cold. He sald to h B
“My ehlld, what do'yoiu €1t thers for, this -~ =9
coki day?" . ~0h,' ghe ireplled, *I am ...
wiitlng for somebody to ‘come and take *°
cnra of mé'™ Wiy "t kald “.the man,
“what makas yop think anx_hnd:r will come
and taks earc of you?'" “OH.” she said,*
“my mother diad/)ast wesk, nnd I was cry~
ing yvory muoh, gnd she sald: ‘Don't cr{.
dear, thongh'l am gdén®d dnd your father
gone, the Lord will send.somebody to take
orreof you,” My mothédr never told ‘n lie;
she said .some opw would come and take . .
care of me, nnd I ‘am waiting for them to
aome."” Oh- yés, thay are walting for ..
you. - Man who have money, men who _
have inflaénce, men of chinrches, men of -~ !
great hearts, gathorthem ip, gdthey

in. It is not the will of' your Raa:gﬁ
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perish. ) - :
Lastly, the streot 1thprosses mé with the *
fact that all the people ard lopking for--
ward, I see expectancy written on almost
every face I medt.” -‘Whers ol find a thou-
sand people walking straight on, you only
find oue stopping and‘locking back., The
faot I8, God madp us gll to]Jook ahead, be-
cause we are immortal. In this tramp of
the maltitude on the stréets I hear the
trnrni:\l of a great host, murching an
marching for eternity. “Beyond the offl
the store, the shop, the street, thare Is
world, populous and tramendogs. Throug
God’s gruee, may you reach that bl
pince, A great throng (ills thosa boule=
vards, and the strests ars arush with
the chariots of oconquercrs.; The inhab-
itants go up and down, but they never
wesp &nd - the never toll. ‘A river flows
through that eity, with rounded and lux-
urfous banks, and the trees of life, laden
with everlasting fruitage, bend their
branches into the orystal. :
No plumsd hoaree rattles over that paves
ment, for they are never sick, With m-
mortal health glowlng In every velan, they
know not how to die, Those towers of
strength, those palaces of beauty, gleam

Cira |

fn the Hght of a sun that never sets. Ob; =
heaven, beautiful heaven! Henven, f
where our friends ars! The fnke no.. 5

census in that olty, for It Is. [ahab. .0

itad by *“*‘a multitude which no man

ean  number,” Rank  above ranks = =
Host above host,. Gadlery above gallery, -
sweaplug all arondd the heavons, m‘ﬁu <
sand= of thonsinds. Millions of milljons,. 2
Blessad are they who enter (o throngh the

gate Into that ¢ity, Ob, start lor it tos S

of tha groat
takeo up yome
irit and the .

vor will, le® )
T iile fraaly.™
ug heavans o
Jditntlon ang ¢

day! Through the blood
ies of the Son of God
h to bhonwven. “The
briae sav, Come, and, whos
him come and take the water
Join this great throng "
All the ‘lootw of
sand I osaw twalve gubes, and the s
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twelve gates wore twelvo peasis” ek
1
The Blamarceks' Now Lesting Plaos. o

The hodles of Prinea and Princess R
marck wort plaged in the now munsoleem
at Friodaricheralh, Germuny, & fow

3

ago, Emperor Willlam attending tho o
monles i




