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MONTALCATS, GRAVESTONES.

Our Illustrated Cata-
logue, No. 10, which we
mail free, contains a variety
of designs of marble and
grauite memorials, and will
help younin making a prop-
er selectivn. Wrile for if;
we will satisfy you as to prices

LARGEST ST0CK IN THE SOUTH

The COUPER MARBLE WORKS,
(Established s0 Years)
150-163 Bank St., Norfolk, Va

T80 CLIZADETR RO VORES

CHAS, W. PETTIT, Proprietor,
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W hether you have your teeth extract-
ed the old way, with pain, or use Gas,
Vitalized Air, Coecaine, and all their
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safety, without pain or sleepat N. Y,
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ered and metalic csskets a specialty
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Street. Thankful jor past patronsge.
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Shad Department.
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If your stencil is not in good wrder
let us kvow.

' LOOKING BACKWARD.

r wn————
OR. TALMAGE “JAYS IT IS WELL TO
REVIEW THE PAST.

He Weould Arouse the Soul to Hemli-
miscence of Dangers Escaped and
Sorrows Sufflered —0Old Memories
Have a Purifying Influence.

[Copyright, Louls Kilopsch, 1560.]

stirring memories and interprets the
meaning of life’s viciseitudes. The text
Psalmes xxxix, 8, *““While I was mus-

the fire burned.
with the

the
bis right band against bis
and the door shut-against the
Id, engaged in contemplation. And
it would be well for us to take the same
posture often, while we sit down in
sweet solitnde to contemplate.

In a small island off the coast of
Nova Scotia I once passed a Sabbath in
delightful solitude, for I bad resolved
timt ‘I would have ome day of entire
quiet before I entered upon autumnal
work. I thought to have spent the day
in laying out plans for Christian work,
but instead of that it became a day of
tender reminiscence. I reviewed my

te: I shook hands with an old
departed friend, whom I shall greet
again when the curtains of life are
lifted The days of my boyhood came
back, and T was 10 years of age, and ]
was 8, and I was 5. There was but one
house on the island, and yet from Sab-
bath daybreak, when the bird chant
woke me, until the evening melted into
the bay of Fundy, from shore to shore
there were ten thousand memories, and
the groves were a-hum with voices that
had long ago ceased.

Youth is apt too much to spend all its
time in looking forward. Old age is apt
too much to spend all its time in look-
ing backward. People in midlife and on
the apex look both ways It would be
well for us, I think, however, to spend
more time in reminiscence. By the con-
stitution of our nature we spend most
of the time looking forward. And the
vast majority of people live not so
much in the present as in the future.
find that you mean to make a reputa-
tion, yon mean to establish yoursell,
and the advantages that you expect to
achieve absorb a great deal of your time
But I see no harm in this if it does not
make you discontented with the pres-
ent _or disqualify you for existing du-
ties It is a nseful thing sometimes to
look back, and to see the dangers we
have escaped, and to see the sorrows we
bave suffered, and the trials and wan-
derings of our earthly pilgrimage. and
to sum up cur enjoyments. I mean, so
far as God may help me, to stir up your
memory of the past, so that in the re
view you may be encouraged and ham-
bled and urged to pray

A Preclous Harvest.

There is a chapel in Florence with a
fresco by Guido. It was covered up
with two inches of stucco until our
American and. European artists went
there, and after long toil removed the
covering and retraced the fresco. And ]
am aware that the memory of the past,
with many of you, is all covered up
with obliterations, and I now propose,
so far as the Lord may help me, to take
away the covering, that the old picture
may shine out again. I want to bind in
one sheaf all your past advantages, and
[ want to bind in another sheaf all your
past adversities It is a precious har-
vest, and | must be cautious how I
swing the scythe

Among the greatest advantages of
your past life were an early home and
its surroundings. The bad men of the
day, for the most part, dip their heated
passions out of the boiling spring of an
unhappy bome. We are not surprised
to find that Byron's heart was a con-
centration of sin when we bear his
mother was abandoned and that she
made sport of his infirmity and often
called him *“‘the lame brat.’”* He who
has vicious parents has to fight every
inch of his way if he would maintain
his integrity and at last reach the home
of the good in heaven. Perbaps your
early home was in a city. It may have
been when Pennsylyania avenue, Wash-
ington, was residential as mow it is
commercial, and Canal street, New
York, was far up town. That old house
in the city may have been demolished
or changed into stores, and it seemed
like sacrilege to you—for there was
more meaning in that small house than
there is in & granite mansion or a tar
reted cathedral. Looking back, you see
it as though it were yesterday—the sit-
ting room, where the loved one sat by
the plain lamp light. the mother at the
evening stand. the brothers and sisters
perhaps long ago gathered into the
skies, then plotting mischief on the
floor or under the table; your father
with firm voice commanding a silence
that lasted balf a minute

Happy Days Gomne By.
Oh, those were good days! If you

bad your foot hurt, your mother always
had a soothing salve to heal it If yon

5
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was always ready to protect you The
year was one round of frolic and wirth
Your greatest trouble was an April
shower, more sunshine than shower
The heart had not been ransacked by
trouble, nor had sickness broken it, and
vo lamb had a warmer sheepfold than
the bome in which pour childhood

Perhaps you were brought up in the
conntry. You stand now today in mem-
ory under the old tree. You clubbed it
for fruit that was not quite ripe, be

| cause you couldn’t wait any longer
You bear the brook rumbling along

lomthopebbl-

! shirt sleeves
You frighten

were wronged in the street, your father.

| their heads throogh the bars. Ofttimes
: in the dnsty and Lusy streets you wish
| yon were home again on that cool grass,
j or in the rag ca:peted hall of the farm-

honse, through which there came the
breath of new mown bay or the blossom
of buckwhent.

You may have in your windows now
beantifn]l plants apd flowers brought
from across fhe seas, but not ome of
them stirs in your sonl so much charm
and memory as the old ivy and the yel-
low sunflower that gtood sentinel along
the garden walk and the forgetmenots
playivg bide and seek mid the long
grass. The father who used to come in

sunburoed from and sit down
 on the docrsill hmn%ﬁhtg;m
his brow may bave gone to his everlast-
ing rest.  The mother who used to sit
at the door a little bent over, cap and
spectacles on, her face mellowing with
the vicissitundes of many years, may
have prt down her gray head om the
pillow in the valley, but forget that
home you never will. Have you thanked
God for it? Have you rehearsed all
these Llessed reminiscences? Oh, thank
God for a Christian father! Thank God
for a Christian mother! Thank God for
Lan early Christian altar at which you
were tanght to kneel! Thank God for
an early Christian home!
A Great Mission.

I bring to mind another passage in
the history of your life. The day came
when you set np your own household.
The days passed along in guiet blessed-
ness. You twain sat at the table morn-
ing and night and talked over your
plans for the future. The most insignifi-
cant affair in your life became the sub-
ject of mutual consultation and adver-
tisement. You were so happy you felt
yvou never could be any happier. One
day a dark clond hovered over your
dwelling, and it got darker and darker,
but out of that clond the shining mes-
senger of God descended to incarnate
an immortal epirit. Two little feet
started on an eternal journey, and you
were to lead them, a gem to flash in
heaven's coronet, and you to polish it;
etcrnal ages of light and darkness
watching the starting out of a newly
created creature. You rejoiced and you
trembled at the responsibility that in
your possession am immortal treasure
was placed Yon' prayed and rejoiced
and wept and” wondered; you were
earnest in supplication that yon might
lead it throngh life into the kingdom

of God There was a tremor in your
earnestness There was a double inter-
est about that home. There was an ad-

diticnal interest why you should stay
there and be frithful, and when in a
few months yvour house was filled with
the music of the child’'s laughter yon
were struck through with the fact that
you had a stupendcons mission.

Have vou kept that vow? Have you
neglected any of these duties? Is your
home as much to you as it used to be?
Have those anticipations been gratified ?
God help you in your solemn reminis-
cence, and let his mercy fall upon
your soul if your kindness has been ill
requited] God have mercy on the parent
on the wrinkles ¢f whose face is writ-
ten the story of a child’ssin! God have
mercy on the mother who, in addition
to her other pangs, has the pang of a
child's iniquity! Oh, there are many,
many sad sounds in this sad world, but
the saddest sound that is ever heard is
the breaking of a mother’s heart!

Sweet Memories.

1 find another point in your life his-
tory You found one day you were in
the wrong road. You could not sleep at
night. There was just one word that
geemed to sob through your banking
bouse, or through your office, or your
ghop. or your bedroom, and that word
was “‘etcrnity.”” You said: “I'm net
ready for it. Oh, God, have mercy "'
The Lord heard Peace came to your
heart In the breath of the hill and in
the waterfall's dash you heard the voice
of God’s love. The clouds and the trees
hailed you with gladness. You came
into the house of God. You remember
how your hand trembled as you took up
the cup of the communion. You re-
member the old minister who conse-
crated it, and you remember the church
officials who carried it through the aisle.
Yon remember the old people who at
the close of the service took your hand
in theirs in congratulating sympathy.
as much as to say. ‘‘Welcome home,
you lost prodigal!” And, though those
hands be all withered away, that com-
munion Sabbath is resurrected today.
[t is resurrected with all its prayers
and songs and tears and sermons and
transfignration. Have you kept those
vows! Have you been a backslider?
God help yon This day kneel at the
foot of merey and start again for heav-
en Start now as yon started then. 1
rouse your soul by that reminiscence.

But [ must not spend any more of
my time in going over the advantages
of your life 1 just pot them in cne
oreat sheaf, and I call them up in your
wemory with one lond harvest song.
such ns the reapers sing Praise the
Lord. ye blood bought immortals on
earth! Praise the Lord. ye crowned
spirite of beaven!

But some of you bave not always bhad
a smooth life Some of you are now in
the shadow Others bad their troubles
years ago; you are a mere wreck of
what von cfice were. I must gather up
| the sorrows of your past life, but how
shall 1 do it? Yon say that is impossi

ble, as you have bad so many troubles
and sdversities. Then I will just take
two—the first trouble and the last trou-
ble As when you are walking along
{he street. and there has -been music in
the distance, von unconsciously find
yourselves keeping step to the music, €0
when you started life your very life

1 a musical time beat. The air was
fall of joy and hilarity; with the bright,
clear oar yon made the boat skip. You
“went on, and life grew brighter, until.
after awbile, suddenly a voice from
| heaven said. *‘Halt!'' and quick as the

sunshine you halted, you grew pale, you
confronted your first sorrow. You had
cannot *_t_-,

You
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on your child’'s |

Death in elippered feet walked round
about the cradle. Ycu did not hear the
tread, but after awhile the truth flash-
ed on youn. You walked the floor. Ohbh,
if you could, with your strong, stout
band, bave wrenched that child from
the destroyer! You went to your room
and vou said: *“‘God, save my child!
God, save my child!”” The world seem-
ed going oul in darkness. Yon said, “I
can’t bear it, I can’t bear it.”” Yonu felt
as if you could not put the long lashes
over the bright eyes, never to see them
again sparkle. If you could have taken
that little one in your arms, and with
it leaped the grave, how gladly yon
would bave done it! If you could let
your preperty go, your hounses go, your
land and your storebouse go, how glad-
ly you would bave allowed them to de-
part if you could only bave kept that
ons treasure!
God’s Consolation.

But one day there came up a chill
blast that swept throngh the bedrcom,
and instantly all the lights went out,
and there was darkness —thick, murky,
impenetrable, shuddering darkness
But Ged did not leave you there. Mercy
spoke. As you took up the bitter cup
to pdt it to your lips God said, *‘Let it
pass,”* and forthwith, as by the hand
of angels, another cup was put.into
your hands. It was the cup of God's
consolation. And as you have sometimes
lifted the bhead of a wounded soldier
and poured wine into his lips, so God
puts his left arm under your head and
with his right band he pours into your
lips the wine of his comfort and his
consolation, and ycu looked at the emp-
ty cradle and looked at your broken
heart, and you looked at the Lord’s
chastisement, and yon said, ‘‘Even so,
Father, for so it seemeth good in thy
sight.”’

Ah, it was your first trouble. How
did you get over it? God comforted
you. You have been a better man ever
gince. You have been a better woman
ever gince. In the jar of the closing
gate of the sepulcher you heard the
clanging of the opening gate of heaven,

Plessed the weeping eye from which the
poft hand of Jesus wipes away the tear!
Glorious Eteranlty.

Some years ago I was sailing down
the St. John river, which is the Rhine
and the Hndson commingled in cne
ecene of beanty and grandeur, and while
I was on the deck of the steamer a gen-
tleman pointed out to me the places of
interest, and he said: All this is inter-
val land, and it is the richest land in
all the provinces of New Brunswick and
Nova Scotia.”” *““What,”” said I, ““do
you mean by interval land """ “Well,"’
he said, “‘this land is sabmerged for a
part of the year; spring freshets come
down, acd all these are over-
flowed with the water, and the water
Jeaves a rich deposit, and when the wa-
ters are gone the harvest springs up,
and there is a richer harvest than I
know of elsewhere.” And I instantly
thought, “*It is not the heights of the
church, and it is not the heights of this
world that are the scene of the greatest
prosperity, but the soul over which the
floods of sorrow have gome, the sonl
over which the freshets of tribulation
have torn their way, that yields the
greatest fruits of righteonsness and the
largest barvest for time and the richest
harvest for eternity.”” Bless God that
your soul is interval land!

There is one more point of absorbing
geminiscence, and that is the last hour
of life, when we have to look over all
our past existencee What a moment
that will be! I place Napoleon's dying
reminiscence on St. Helena beside Mrs.
Judson’s dying reminiscence in the har-
bor of St. Helena, the same island, 20
years after. Napoleon’s dying reminis-
cence was one of delirinm—*‘Tete d’ar-
mee’’—*‘Head of the army." Mrs. Jod-
son's dying reminiscence, as she came
home from her missionary toil and her
life of self sacrifice for God, dying in
the cabin of the ship in the harbor of
St. Helena, was, “‘I always did love the
Lord Jesus Christ.”” And then the his-
torian says she fell into a sound eleep
for an hour and woke amid the songs

 guence. A Jewish story is told—I can-

and youn felt an irresistible drawing
heavenward. You have been spiritnally |
better ever since that night when the
little one for the last time put its arms |
aronnd your neck and ‘*said: *‘‘Good
night, papa! Good night, mammal
Meet me in heaven!”’ '

But I muet come to your latest sor-
row.- What was it? Perhaps it was
sickness. The child’s tread on the stair
or the tick of the watch on the stand
disturbed youn. Throungh the long weary
days you counted the figures in the
carpet or the flowersin the wall paper
Oh, the weariness of exhaustion! Ohb,
the burning pangs! Would God it were
morning! Would God it were night!;
was your frequent cry. But you are
better, or perhaps even well. Have you
thanked God that today yom can come
out in the fresh air; that you are in
your place to hear God’s_name, and fo
sing God's praise, and to implore God’s
help, and to ask God’s forgiveness?
Bless the Lord who healeth all our dis-
eases and redeemeth our lives from de-
struction!

Tears Wiped Awnay.

Perhaps your last 'sorrow was a finan-
cial embarrassment. I congratulate
some of you on your lucrative profes-
gion or occupation, on ornate apparel,
on a commodjous residence—everything
yon put your hands on seems to turn to
gold. But there are others of you who
are like the ship on which Paul sailed
where two seas met, and you are bro-
ken by the violence of the waves. By
an unadvised indorsement, or by a con-
junction of unforeseen events, or by fire
or storm, or a senseless panic, you have
been flung headlong, and where you
once dispensed great charities now you
pave hard work to win your daily
bread. Have you forgotten to thank
God for your days of prosperity, and
that throngh your trials some of you
have made investments which will con-
tinue after the last bank of this world
has exploded, and the silver and gold
are molten in the fires of a burning
world? Have you, amid all your losses
and discouragements, forgot that there
was bread on your table this morning,
and that there shall be a shelter for
your head from the storm, and there is
air for your lungs, and blood for your
beart, and light for your eye, and a
glad and glorious and triumphant reli-
gion for your soul?

Perhaps your Mst trouble was a be-
reavement. That heart which in child-
bood was your refuge, the parental
heart, and which has been a source of
the quickest sympathy ever since, has
suddenly become silent forever. And
pnow sometimes, whenever in sudden
annoyance and without deliberation you
say, I will go and tell mother,” the
thought flashes on you, “I have no
mother.’’ Or the father, with voice less
tender, but with heart as loving, watch-
ful of all your ways, exultant over your
guccess without saying much, although
the old people do talk it over by them-
gelves. his trembling hand on that staff
which you now keep as a family relic,
bis memory embalmed in grateful
hearts — is taken away forever. Or
there was your companion in life, sharer
of your joys and sorrows, taken, leaving
the heart an old ruin, where the ill
winds blow over a wide wilderness of
desolation, the sands of the desert driv-
ing across the place which once bloomn-
ed like the garden of God. And Abra-
bam mourns for Sarah at the cave of
As you were moving alonz
your path in life, suddenly, right be-
' People
looked down, and they saw it was only
a few feet deep and a few feet wide,
but to you it was a cavern down which
went all your hopes and all your expec-
tations. But cheer up in the name of
the Lord Jesus Christ, the Comforter.
to forsake you. Did the

B

geing to array it
in a white robe and palm branch ard

ken hea: ¢

it all ready to greet you at your |

of angels. I place the dying reminis-
cence of Aungnstus Caesar against the |
dying reminiscence of the apostle Paul
The dying reminiscence of Augnstns |
Ceesar was, addressing his attendants,
“Have I played my part well on the
stnge of life?''and they answered in the
affirmative, and he said, *“Why, then,
don’t you appland me?”’ The dying
reminiscence of Paul the apostle was, *‘1
have fouzht a good fight, I have finiched
my course, I have kept the faith; bence-
forth there is laid wup for me a crown
of rightcounsness, which the Lord, the
richteous Judge, will give me in that
day, and pot to me only, but to all
them that love his appearing.” Angus-
tus Cesar died amid pomp and great
gsurronndings, Paul uttered his dying-
reminiscence locking up through the
wall of a dungeon. God grant that our
dying pillow may be the closing of a
useful life and the opening of a gleri-
ous eternity.

Ludlow’'s Viectory Over Shaflter.

(General William Ludlow, who is
achieving high fame as the first Ameri-
can governor of Havana, owes his pres-
ent command to a personal victory he
gained over General Shafter in the first
days of the Santiago campaign.

He had long ago attained a fine rec-
ord as a topographical engineer, and
was one of the first regular army officers
to seek service in Cuba. With a scarce-
ly dried commission of brigadier gen eral
of volunteers in his pocket he hastened
to General Shafter.

Seeing that General Shafter already
had a competent engineer on his staff,
General Ludlow applied for command
of a brigade on the fighting line, and
mentioned the First brigade of the Sec-
ond division. General Shafter looked up
in surprise and exclaimed: *‘I thought
yon were an engineer!”’

“So I am,"’’ replied General Ludlow,
“glso an artillerist, or cavalry officer,
or an-infantry officer, at the will of my
guperiors, like every trained soldier.”

General Shafter began parleying, and
General Ludlow, in the mildest manner
possible, insisted, morning after morn-
ing, until he received it. After the ter-
rible battle of El Caney he was promot-
ed to be a major general.—Philadelphia
Saturday Evening Post. _

Wanted Riley’s Auntograph.

The Philadelphia Record says: ‘‘The
strength of the fad for antographs was
strikingly shown yesterday, when scores
of clerks and customers besieged James
Whitcomb Riley while he was modestly
making some book purchases in a large
departm¢:t store.

“sAg soun as the Hoosier poet was
gighted pear the latest book counter the
news qnic:ly went the rounds of the
clerks, =+ : within a half hour Mr. Ri-
ley had <. zingly signed his name to
100 card- Cnstomers who were at the
book st '~ «t the time or wereattracted
thither ». v took advantage of the op-
portunit: auud secured -the signature of
the poet

“To cn+ of the clerks Mr. Riley said
that on the average he receives 200 let-
ters a day asking for his antograph and
many more pcorsonal requests while on
his tours. When mnot in a humor for
composition the poet, as a mental di-
version, occupies himself in signing
the thousands of cards which be yearly
teceives.”’

The Dutch Queen.

Queen Wilhelmina of the Nether-
jands dislikes to be called ‘“‘the little
jueen.”’ She thinks the phrase reflects
upon her kingdom, as she is 5 feet 134
inches in height. The queen of Spain
ts only 5 feet 5 2-5 inches; the empress
of Russia, _ ; the em-
press of Germany and
«till smaller. Aside from her height,
the young Dutch queen is also of the

| best build. Her 21J4 inch waiet meas-
ore and 42 inch bust give an admirable

Religlons and irreligions Fishes,

Fishes gre supposed to bave no reli-
gion. Probably they are greatly malign-
ed in that as well as in other respects
St. Anthony, as you know, used to
preach to them and “make their eyes
glitter and their hearta beat by his elo-

pot, unfortunately, lay my bhands on the
passage just now —of a fish which leaves
the sea on Saturday and does not return
nntil Sunday. so as to be able to keep
the Sabbath,

Other fishes, nulike thoir puritanical
brother, do not observe the sacred day.
The Koran gives a story of some very
naughty fishes in David's time. Know-
ing that the Israclites were forbidden
to catch fish on the Sabbath, the wicked
creatures came out of the Red sea in
unusnal numbers and kept in sight of
the people a]l througzh the day in order
to tempt them. On the approach of
night they retarned to the sea again.
In a fatal moement some of the Israelites
yielded to the piscine blaadishments,
canght several of them and had them
for dinner. Whereupon Dukid cursed
the Sabbath breakers, and Ggd, to show
his displeasnre, changed them into apes
and pigs. For three days they. remained
in this unopleasant condition, when a
vielent storm arose and swept them
into the sea.

The fish which brought the tribute
money to onr Lord is supposed to have
been a haddock, which had strayed into
the lake of Gennesaret. There are sev-
eral legends which tell of mirnculous
finds in fishes —Paris Messenger,

Hunting Tigers In Persia.

The people of differcnt conntries have
different wavs of hunting the tiger.
Traps, pitfslls, spring gons and nete
are called into play. The Chinese are
gnid to cwmploy the mirror to lesd the
animal intou trop, The tiger's enriosity
is excited when he*sws hia image in
the e § lintely procedds
to iavestiiza vatory, The Der-
sinn manne tiier the hant, as
this is dos l Lo beors' Journal,
is wore
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In the | jrien, 1n Ireland, it
wasa viry for gun barrels
to be foun:d, relics wl rreat battle
there. Thorew 4 blel <fiith who dog
them up in ordior ta "o nuse of the
material. CGue of thou exploded in hie
furpace, whon heexelad “Iad luck
to your loye of marthar! Lso’t the baut-
tle of 3‘171; bri i [ vot 3t 1Y

Stockings made (rom buman bair are
worn by Chinese fishermen as the best
preventive of wet feet. They are drawm -
over ordipary cotton stockings, being
too rough for putting near the skin.
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Your heart beats over cne hun-
dred thousand times each day.
‘B One hundred thousand supplies of
4 good or bad blood to your brain.

Which is’it?

If bad, impure blood, then your
H brain aches. You are trou
| with drowsiness I" cannotsleep.

You are as tired in the morning
as at night. You have no nerve
ower. Your focd does you but
ittle good.

Stimulanis, tonics, beadache
i powders, cannot cure you; but

will. It makesthe liver, kidneys,
skin and bowels orm their

work.
tics from the blood. And it
life-

P
makes the blood rich im
giving properties.
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