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~ REV. DR, TALMAGE.

The Eminent Brooklyn Divine's Sun-
day Sermon.

Bubjert: “Gospel of the Weather.”

TeExT: “Hath ths rain a futher™—Job
XXX Vil1., 2%

This Book of Job has been ths subject of
unbounded theolozical wranzle, Men bhave
made it the ring in which to display their
ecclesiastical pugilism. Bome say that the
Book of Job is a true history; others, that it
is an allegorv: others, that it is an epic
posan: others, that it isa drama. Some say
that Job lived ecighteen hundred years be-
fore Christ, others say that he never lived at
all. Some say that the author of this book
was Job: others, David: others, Solomon.
The discussion bas lzndea some in blank in-
fidelity. Now, I have no trouble wita the
Books of Job or Revelation—the two most
mysterious books in the Bible—becaussof a
rule I adopted some vears azo.

I wade ri-,wn Ints a Scripture passage as
long as [ can toucih bottom, and when I can-
not then I wade out. I used to wade 1 until
it was over my head and then [ gotdrowned.
I study a passaze of Scripture so long as it
is a comfort and help to my soul, but when
it Lecomes a pr.-r&;.s.-xn}' and a spiritual up-
turning I quit. In other words, we oughtto
wade in up to our heart, but never wade in
until it is over our head. No man should
ever expect 1o swim across this great ocean
of divine truth. | go down ints that ocean
as 1l go down into the Atlaatic Ocean at
East Hampton, Long Island, justfar esough
to bathe; then ['come out. 1 never had anv
idea that with my weak hand and foot T
could strike my way clear over to Liverpool.

suppose vou understand your family
genealogy. You know someting about your
parents, your grandparents, vour great-
grandparents. Perhaps you know whera
they where born, or where they died. Have
you ever studied the parentage of the show-
er, “‘Hath not the rain a father”” 'I'nis ques-
tion is not asked by a poetaster or a scien-
tist,but by the head of the universe. To humn-
ble and to save Job God asks him fourtesn
questions: About the worla’s architecture,
about the relraction of the sun's rays, about
the tides, about the snow crystal, about the
lightnings, and then He arraigns him with
the interrogation of the text, **‘Hath therain
a father!”

With the scientific wonders of the rain I
havenothing to dc. A minister gets through
with that kind of sermons within the first
three years, and if Le has piety enough he
gets through with it in the first three
months. A sermon has come to me to mean
one word of four letters, *“‘help!” You all
know that the rain isnot an orphan. You
kuow it is not cast out of the gates of heavea
a foundling.  You would answer the ques-
tion of my text in the affirmative,

Safely boused during the storm, vou hear
the rain beating against the window pane,
and you find it searchinz all the crevicss of
the window sill, It first comes down in soli-
tary drops, pattering the dust, and then it
deluges tue fields and angers the mountain
torrents, and makes the traveler implore
shelter, Youlnow that the rain is not an
accident of the world's economy. You know
it was born ot thecloud. You know it was
vocked in the cradle of the wind. You know
it was sung to sleep by the storm. You know
thatit is a flying evangel from heaven to
ecarth. You know it is the gospel of tha
wveather, Youknow that God is its father,

If this be true, then how wicked is our
murmuring about climatic changes. Too
first eleven Sabbaths after [ entered the
ministry it stormed. Through the week it
was clear weather, but on the Sabbaths tha
old country meeting house lopked like Noah's
ark before it landed. A few drenched pso-
ple sat before a drenched pastor; but most of
the farmers stayed at home and thanked
God that what was bad for the church was
good for the crops. I committed a good deal
of sin in those days in denouncing the
weather. Ministers of the Gospel sometimes
frat about stormy Sabbaths or hot Sabbaths,
or inclement Sabbaths, They forget tha
fact that the same God who ordained the
Babbath and sent forth his ministers to an-
uounce salvation also ordainad the weather,
“Hath the rain a father®

Merchants, akso, with their stores fillel
with new goods, and their clerss hanging
idly around the counters, comnit the sains
trangression. Therehave besn seasons when
the whole spring and fall trade has been
ruined by protracted wet weather. The
merchants then examined the ‘“‘weather
probabilities” with more interest than they
read their Bibles. They watched for a
patch of blue sky. They went compiaining
to the store and came conplaining homs
again. In all that season of wet feet and
dripping garments and impassable streets
they never once asked the question, **Hath
the rain a father”

So agriculturists commit thissin. Thera
is pothing more aunoying than to have
planted corn rot in the ground because of
oo much moisture, or nay all ready for the
mow dashea of a shower, or wheat almost
ready for ths sickle spoiled with the rust
How bhard it is to bear the agricultural dis-
appointments, God has infinits resources,
but I donot think He has capacity to maka
weather to please all the farmers, Some-
times it is too hot, or it is too cold, it is too
wet, or it is too dry, 1t 1s too early, e it 1s
too late. They forget that the God who

romised seed time and harvest, summer and
Wwinter, cold and heat, also ordained all cli-
matic changes. There 1s one guestion that
ought to be written on every barn, on every
fence, on every haystack. on every farme-
house, “‘Hath the rain a father® :

If you only knew what a vast enterpriss
it is to provide appropriate weather for this
world we would not be so critical of the Lord.

lsaac W atts at ten years of age complained
that he did not like the hymus that wers
sung in the English chapal. **Well,” said his
father, “[saac, instead of vour complaininz
about the hymns, go and make hymns that
ard better ™ And he did go and make hymns
that were better. Now, I say to you it vou
do not like the weather get up a weather
company and have a president, and a secre-
tary, and a treasurer, and a board of direc-
tors, and ten million dollars of stock, and
then provide weather that will suit us all.
There is a man wno has a weak head. ani ba
cannot stand the glareof thasun. You mus:
bave a cloud always hovering over him.

I like the sunshine: I cannot live without
plenty of sunlight, so you must always have
enough light for me. Two ships meet in
mid-Atlantic. The one is going to South-
ampton and the other is coming to New
York. Provide weather that, whila it is
nbaft for oneship, 1t i1s not a head wind for
tha other. There is a farm that is dried up
for the lack of rain, and thera is a pleasure
party going out for a field excursion. Pro-
vide weather that will suit the dry farm and
the pleasure excursion. No. sirs, [ will not
take one dollar of stock in your weather
company. There is only one Being in the
universe who knows enough to provide the
right kind of weather for this world. “*Hath
the rain a father®’

My text also suggests God's minute super.
vin{ You see the divine Souship in every
drop of rain. The jewels of the shower are
not flung away by a spendthrift who knowg
not how many he throws or where they fall
They are all shining princes of heaven.
They all have eternal lineage. They

ere all the children of a king. *“‘Hath the
rain a father” Well then, [ sav if Got
takes notice of every minute randrop He
will take noties ol ths most insignificant
affair of my life. It is the astronomical
view of things that bothers me.

We jook up into the might heavens, and
we say, “Worlds! worlds™ and how iasiz-
nificant we feel! We stand at the foor of
Mount Washington or Mont Blanc, and we
feel that we are only insszcts, and then we
say to ourszives, “Though the world is s
large, ti: fun is one million four hundred
thousand times larger.” “Oh!” we may, ‘'t
is no use, if God wheels that great machinery
througzh immensity He will not take the
irouble to look down at me.” Infidel con-
cusion. Saturn, Mercury and Jupiter are
no more rounds=d and weizhed and swung by
the band of Gol than are the globules oa
a lilac bush the morning alter a shower.

God is no more in magnitudes than He is
in minutiae., If He has scales to weigh the
mountains, He has balances delicate enough
to weizh the infinitzsimal. You can po
more see Him through the telescope than you
can see Him through the microscope; no
more when you look up than when you look
down, Are not the hairs of your bead all
numbered? And if Himalaya has a God,
**Hath not the rain a father?’ [ take this
doctrine of a particular Providencs, and I

thrust it into the very midst of your every-
day life. If God fathers a raindrop, is there
anytning so insignificant in your nffairs that
God will not father that?

When Druyse, the gunsmith, invented the
needle gun, which decided the battle of
Sadowa, was it a mere accident* When a
tarmer’s boy showed Blutcher a short cut by

which he could brinz hls army up soon
snough to decide Waterloo for England, was
it a mere accident? When Lord Byron took
a piece of money and tossed it up to decide
whether or not he shonld be affianced to Miss
Millbank, was it a mere accident which side
of the money was un and which was down?
When the Christian army was besiged at
Baziers, and a drunken drummer came in at
miduight and rang the alarm bell, not kpow-
inz what be was doing, but wakinz up the

host in tim= to fight their enemies that mo-
wment arriving, was it was accident? )
When in one of the Irish wars a starvinz
mother. flying with her starving child, sank
cdown and fainted on the rocks in the night
and her hand fell on a warm bottle of milk,
did that just happsn so? God is either in the
affairs ot men or our religion is worth noth-
ing at all, and you had better take it away

from us, end instead of this Bible, which
teaches the doctrine, give us a secular book,
and let us, as the famous Mr, Fox, the mem-
ber of parliament, in his last hour, cry out:
*Read me the eighth book of Virgil.”

Oh! my frienas, let us rouse up to an ap-
preciation of the Iact that all the affairs of
our life are under a king's command and un-
der a father's watch. Alexander's war
hors», Bucephalus, would allow anybody to
mount him when he was unharnessed, but as
soon as they pat on that war horse, Bucepha-
lus, the saddle and trappings of the con-
queror he would allow no one but Alexander
1o touch him. Andif a sculless horse could
have so much pride in his owner, shall not
we immortals exult in the fact that we are
owned by a king? “‘Hath the rain a father?”

Again my subject teaches me that God's
dealings with as are inexplicable. That was
the original force of my text. The rain was
& great mystery to the ancients, They could
not understand how the water should get
into the cloud, and gettinz there, how it
fhould be suspended, or falling, why it should
come down indrops. Modern science comes
along and says there are #wo portions of air
of different temperature, and they nare
charged with moistare, and the one portion
of air decreasss in temperature so the water
may no longer be held in vapor, and it falls,
And they tells us that some of the clouds
that look to be only as larze asa man's hand,
and to be almost quiet in the heavens, ure
great mountains of mist four thousand feet
from base to top, and that they rush milesa
minute.

But after all ths brililant experiments of
Dr. James Hutton, and Saussure, ani other
scientistg, there is an infinite mystery about
therain. There is an ocean of the unfath-
nmable in every raindrop, and (God soys to-
day as He said in the time of Job, *“[f you
cannot understand one drop of rain, do not
be surprised if My dealings wita yov are iu-

explicable.” Why doas that azed man, Ge-
crepit, begzared, vicions, sick of tha worldl,
and the world sick of him, live on, while
here is & man in mid life, consecratsd to
God, hard working, useful in eVery respect,
who dies?! Why does that old gossip, gad-
ding along the streecabout everybody's bus.-
ness but her own, bave such zood " healtn,
while the Christian mother, with a floek of
little ones about her whon she is preparing
for useinlness and for heaven—the meother
who you think could not be spared an hour
from that bousehold—way doss she lie down
ana1 die with a cancer?

Why does that man, seifish to the cora, go
on adding fortune to fortuns, consuming
everything on himself, continue to prosper,
while that man, who has been giving ten per
cent. of all his income to God and the chureh,
goes into bankruptey? Befora we make
starik fools of ourselves, let us stop pressing
this everiasting “*why.” L3t us w orship
where we cannot understand. l.ot a man
take that one question, “Why¥ and follow
it far enough, and push it, and he will land
in wretchedness and perdition. We want in
our theologv fewer interrogation marks and
more exclamation points. Heaven is the
piace [or explanation. Earth is the place for
trust. If you cannot understand so minute
a thingz as a raindrop, how can you expect
to understand Gold's dealings? “Hath the
rain a father?®'

Again, my text makes ma think that the
rain of tears is of divins origin. Great
clouds of trouble sometimas hover over us
They are black, and they are gorzed, and
they are thunderous, They are more por-
tentious than Salvator or Claude ever
painted—clouds of poverty, or persesution,
or breavement. They hover over us and
they Zget darker and blacker, and after
awhile a tear starts, and we think bv an
extra presura of the eyelid to stop it. Uth-
ers follow, and after awhile there is a show-
er of teartul emotion. Yea, there isa rain
Of tears. *‘Hath that rain a father?’

Onh,” you say, “a tear is nothing but a
dropof lmpid fluid secreted by tha lach-
rymal glani—it is only a sign of weak eves.”
Great mistake. It is one of the Lord’s rich-
est benedictions to the world. There are
people in Blackwell's Island insane asylum,
and at Utica, and at all the asyiums of this
land, who wers demented Oy the fact that
they could not cry at the right time. Said
& maniac ir one of our public institutions,
under a gospel sermon that started the tears
“Do you s=e that tear® that is the first [
have wept for twelve years. [ think it will
belp my brgin.”

afﬂat many in the grave who
could not sthnd any longer under the glacier
of trouble. |If that glacier had only meltad
into weeping they could have endured it.
There hare‘:»;-n times in your life when ¥you

would have given the world, if you had

sessed it, for one tear. You couid shriek,
you could blaspheme, but you couid not ery.
Have you never seen a man holding the hand
of a dead wife, who bad been all the world
*ohim? The tem livid with excitement,
the eye dry and tic, no moisture on the
upper or lower lid. You saw there were
boits of anger in the cloud, but no rain. To
your Christian comfort. he said, “Dom't

| talk to me about God; there is no God. or if
* there is 1 hate Him; don™t talk to me about

' pecple from his chariot and said:

|

©Dawould He have left me and these mother.
less children”

But a few hours or days aftsr. comlag
across some lead pencil taat she owned n
life, or some letters which she wrote when
be was away from home, with an outery that
appals, there bursts the fountain of tears,
and as the sualight of God's consolation
strikes that fountain of tears, you find out
that it is a tender-hearted, merciful, pitiful
aud ail compassionate God who was the
Father of that rain. *Ob,” you say, “itis
absurd to think that God is going to watch
over tears.” N¢é, my friends. There aro
toree or four kindsof them that God counts,
bottles and eternizas. First, there are all
parental tears, and there are more of these
than any other kind, because ths most of
the race die in infency, and that keeps pa-
rents mourning ali around the world. They
never get over it.  They may live to shout

and sing afterward, but there is always a |

corridor in the soul that is silent, though it
once resoun ded

My parents never mentionad the death of a
child who died fi{ty years before without 2
tremor in the voice and a sich, oh, how deep
tetched! It was better she should die. It was
a mearcy she should die. She would have
besn néifelonz invalid. But vou cannot argue
away a parent’s grief. How olten vou hear
themoan: *‘Oh. my child, my child™ Thea
there are the filial tears. Little children soon
get over the loss of parents, They are easily
diverted with a new toy. But where is the
man taat has com= to tairty or forty or fifty
years of age, who.can think of the old peo-
plewithout having all tie fountain: of his
soul stirred up* You may have had to take
care of hera gool many years but voa
never can forget how she used to take care
of you. ‘

Thers have been many s2a captains con-
verted in our chinrel, and the peculiarity of
them was that they were nearly all prayed
ashore by their mothers, though the mothers
went into the dust soun afte=r they went to
sea. Have you never heard an old man in
delirium of some sic<ness call for his mother?
The fact is we get so used to calling for her
the first ten years of our life we never get
over it, and when she goes away from us it
makes deep sorrow., You sometimes, per-
haps, in days of trouble and darkness, when
the world would say, **You ouzht to be able
to take care of yourself”"—you wake up from
your dreams finding yourself saying, *Ob,
mother! mother!” Have these tears no di-
vine ovigin? Why, take all the warm hearts
that ever beat in all lands, and in all ages,
and put them together and their united throb
would be weak compared with the throb of
God's eternal sympathy. Yes, God also is
father of all that rain of repentance.

Did you ever see a rain of repentance? D>
you know waat 1t IS that mAKes & man ra-
pent? I see people going around trying w
repent. They cannot repent. Do you know
no man can repent until God helps him to
repent?! How do 1 know? By this passage,
**Him hath God exalited to he a prince un-’f a
Saviour to givoe repentance,” Oh, itisa tre
mendous hour when one wakes up and says:
“I ama bad man, I bave notsinned azainst
the laws of the land, but I have wasted my
life; God asked me for my servicas and [
haven't given those services. Oh, my sins;
God forgive me.” When that tear star:is it
tirrills all heaven. An angel cannot keep his
eves off it, and the chureh of God assembles
around, and there Is a comminzling ol tears
and God is the Father of the rain, tas Lord,
long suffering, mercifu! and gracious.

In a religious assemblage a man arose and
said: **I have b2en a very wicked man: I
broke my mother's heart. [ became an iafi-
del, but [ have seen mv evil way, and 1 have
surrendered my heart to God, but it 15 a
grief that I never can get over that my
parents should never iiave heard of my sal-
vation; Idon't know whether they are living
or dead.” While e was yet standing in the
audience a voice from the gallery said, **Oh.
my son, my son™ He looked up and he rec-
ognized her. It was his o/d mother. She
had been praying for him a great mauy
years, and when at the foot of toe cross the
prodigal son amdl the praying mother em-
braced eacn other, thers was a rain, a tre-
mendous rain, of tears, anl God was the
Father of those tears. Oh, that God would
break us down with a sensa of oursin, and
then lift us up with an appreciation of His
mercy. Tearsover our wasted life. Tears
over a greived spirit. Tears over an in-
jured father. O&n, that God would move
uflon this audience with a great wave of re-
higious emotion!

fhe king of Carthage was deothroned.
His people rebellei against him. He was
driven into bauishment, His wife and
children were outrageously abused. Years
went by, and the king of Carthage made
many friends, He gatherel up a great
army. He marched again toward Car-
thagze. Reaching the gates of Carthage
the best men of the piace came out bare-
footei and bareheaded and with ropes
around their necks, crying for mercy.
They said, **We aoused you and wa abusea
your family, but we cryfor mercy.” The
(ing of Carthage lookel down upon the
“I came
to bless, 1 didn't comg to destroy. You
drove me out, but this day | pronounce
pardon for all the paople. Ooven the gates
and let the aray come in.” The Kking
marched in and took the throne, and the
people all shouted, *Long live the king™

y friends, you have driven the Lord
Jesus Christ, the Kingz of tha church, away
from vour heart; you have bran maltreating
Him all these vears; but H2 comes back to-
day. He stands in front of the gates of
vour soul, If you will ouly pray for His
pardon He wiil m=et you with His gracious
spiritand He will say: “Tay sins and thine
iniquities I will remember no more. Open
wide tha gate 1 will take the throne. My
peaca I give unto you.” And’ thes. al
through this audience, from the young and
from the old, there will be a rain of tears,
and God wili be the father of that raic!

e

He Was the Man,

As a peddler of rugs was passing a
house on Joy street a woman opened
the door and called to him:

“Yon mau, there—sav.”

He halted and looked at her and saw
the grim determinztion in her eye.

. "AIn’t you toe same voung feller that
s0ld me a rugz las’ spring ?”

He was, but something in her voice
made him forget to tell the truth.

“No'm. this is 8 new root for me.
That mus’ have been Soapy Jim. He's
out of the bis'ness now.”

“I reckoned it was yor.” persisted
the woman; “think a spell.
red and ysller rug with a green border.,
and I paid for it once a week for two
months, I do believe vou're the same
young feller.™

“Never was in this part of the town
afore, ma'am,” vowed the man,

“Is that so? Well, if von'd . been
the same man I was goin’ to buy another
rug for myself and one for my sister
who is going to Dakoty, dut I wouldn't
wart to deal with a stranger. Excuse
me for doubtin’ your word, but you do
favor that young man amazingly, 1
gee now you ain't him.”

She went in and shut the door, and
bhe knew that he had made the mistake
of a lifetince. — Free Press.

It was a

RELIGIOUS READING.

HOFING ANXD FRAYIXNG.

Said Farmer Jones in a whining tone,
To bis goux] ol nerghbor ey,

“1've worn mv knees throuch to the bone,
But it ain't no use Lo pray.

“Your corn looks just twice as good as miune,
Thoush vou Jdon't pretend 1o be

A =hinin® lizht in the church to stine,
Au' tell salvation™s free,

“1've prayedt to the Lord a thouswnd imes
For to make that "ere corn grow @

An' why _\..“r' n beatls it so and climbs
1'd gi-\t‘ a deal to Kknow.”’

Said Farmer Gray to his neighbor Jones,
i1t his quiet and eusy way, .

“When pravers get mtre-l with jazy boues
They dou't muake farmin’ pay

“Your weeds, T notice, are good and tall,
In spite of ail vour pravers: .
You may pray for corn till the heavens fail,
If vou don’t dig up the tres,

“I mix myv prayers with a jittie toil,
Alsuyg in every row: -

An' I work thiz inixture into the soil,
Wuite vig rous with a hoe

“An' I've discovered, thouch still in sin,
AS sure as vou are barn, _

Thix kindwf compost well worked in,
Mzkes pretiy decent corn.

‘*~o while I'm praving | use my hoe
An’ do my level best,

To keep down the weeds alonz each row,
An’ the Lord, he does the rest.

“It’s well forto pray, both nizht an® morn,
As everv farmer knows
But the plare to pray for thrifty corn
Is right between yvour rows.
“You must use vour hands while praving,
ll.u!li_':l.
If au answer von would zet,
For praver-worn knees an’” a rusty hoe
Never raised a big crop yer,

“*An’' =0 [ believe, mv rood old friend,
If vyou mean to win the dday,

From ploughing, clean to the harvest's eud,
You must boe as well as pray.”

rou_y
— [=elected.

TRUSTING A DY,

It i< an axiom of common lifs that one
way todrive 4 person to untrustworthiness
is o distrust him. Converseiv. the throw-
ing one on his <ense of undivided personal
responsibi ity i< likely to increase his effic.
ieney in any form of work committed o
him. A certain clear-headed. true-hearted
mother. who thoreuzhily understood how to
help her bovy by showing  her confi-
dence in him, was one day reas<sured in her
att tude of contidence by his saving to her:
“Afellow ean’t do anvthing wrong when
his mother trusts lim ~0.” Muany another
bov wonld feel that, even thouzh bedul not
quite say it, ifonly he were granted the op-
portunity to feel what it means to he  trust-

ed — [Plulade phiia Sundayv-Schoul Times,

STEALIXNG NGTE

Infidelity comes to men and demande of
them to surrender their religion and hope of
the future, enforeine the demand 1-_\' endenv-
oring to hring inte contempt the souree
from which they et their idea of Gol sand
justice.  int it never bring=< forth anvthing
to supply the vacancey eaused by the departed
hope, which onee heid the storm-tossed soul
to the distant shore of the great unknown.

e who creeps into oy vard and stells
my horse is called o thief, and the law Jde
mands that he shoull be punishad.  And
he, who by wicked endeavors and loew cun-
ning, surrounds n man with false logie., aond
by sophistry, bewilders him  and steals his
hopeuf Heaven and the blessing of present re-
I'gion.isa thief who steals [H{¢7s sreatest bless-
ing. and ouzht to be shunned v gl lovers of
Him who planted hope to spring eternal in
the human Lreast,

The worst thieves in existence are those
who steal the happiness of mind amd soul
who prow |l aronnd the bavl robbing moynkinsd
of the dearest treasure to which men are heir.
Men who are sodestitute of maoral prineiple
that thev can blasplieme Gaod and the Bible,
and assail pore and undetiled relivion, would,
natumily, if not prevented covivil law, h
duigein anything which their hrutish appe-
tites might erave. Virtue e aid proge
erty CH""-!!|_\' savesd from - by \
law vigorously prosecuted )

CONRTFSY To SERVAATS
'!‘ll" servant's fl_:.l tiy In Paoiitely tregte i
i= ju~t a=< absolute and indefensible as that of
the Queen. She s a child of the great Kine.
and 1o her :l;'llili'i'i]o-f"l' Viaw . avyordine

L’ LF )
¢ seripture, ~Thou shait love thy neio)
'Iiu_" s :tl} el

hizhiest of all. surely includes politeness. [t
we are bound to love our neignvors as our-
"l‘.\\l'-. wWe ale EI"?'_:,'ll o re:t

teonsly at anv

That iaw, which is the

them
That is the first

U=

rate.

and  most ridimental of our  duties
to them. Your servant. sJdear malam.
is vour neighbor—the nearest of all vour
neighbors. She bas a richi. then, ander
this roval Iaw-—which is iteeif the spir of
all just Inws—to be courtenusly treates! b
vou, lois noe more condeses nsion rov

:-.'-rnﬂu respect and o ntleness YOur inter-
courseé with her, than it 1« for her 1o sweep
your Howrs aor to ikl your s You ar

entitled to no more eredit for speaking hind

ye -

¥ 1o her, than vou are for not stealing her
pocaet handkerchivfs, I vou Jdo not cove rn
vourself, in all vour conversation with lier.
by the same laws of conrtes Yl vyoa
olserye in YOur conversalion willy
the caliers  in our pariors, svon
are a very villgar pec=on. T

maid in vour Kitehen is & woman : the

in Your parler 1= pothine
ZIVE LD s1iks anid

Tuest
Ehaoaree, Will vo
feethers, and a purse
what you deny 1o womanbomi? That is the
Very essence of vulgarity, Do not say that
the guest never trics your wmper s
servantdoes. Yout know that manvy of thoss
w homn Vou sreet willy smiloes i

s tlhie

&

« 1eil hhes abhont
yout when they are bevond vour sichit, The

H

we of geod manners lead vour to treat theis
deceitfulness with forbearanoes Should they
not require equal forbearance towand the igs-
orant servant girl in our . bie:

Heartl and Howme

VAN T NEAL EVERYI R

The art of not hearing should be learned
by all It is fully ss important to domesti
GAPpiness as a cultivated ear, for which so
much money and time are expended. There
are so many tiungs which it is painful ta
hear, very manuy of which, if heard. w

disturh the temper, corrupt simplicity

modesty. detract from contentment and

happiness, that every one should be « ducated

1o tage in or shut out sounds
his pleasure. Ifaman falls into a viole,t
passion, and calls pa all manner of names.
at the first word we should
our ears and bear no more.

fore the gale.

gins to inflame our teelings, we should con-
sider what mischief the flery sparks may do
in our magazine below, where our temper is
" kept, and instantly close the door, If

and
. aconrding to

shiat
If, 10 a gquiet
vovage of life we find ourselves caught in
oune of those domestic whiriwinds of scosding.
we should shut our ears as a ssijor wonkl
furl bis sails, and making all tight. scud be-
If 2 hot and restiess man be-

has been 1emarked, all the petty 1),

of one by heedless or Hl-natured 11, ":‘l
1o be hrought home to him, be woy Sy
a mere wzlking pin-cushion g -
sharp remarhs. If we would be hy; }_1
among ol men we should i Lt > o -
whitn among hﬂi_m"“ shut them. “":‘:
worth while to hear what our n. .
absout our children, what our A
about our business, our dress or - ,:,L'q
The art of not hearing. though u .,"
our schools, is by no means unpry: 3 °
society. We have noliced tha' .
w lnlll'l‘ﬂ never hears a valzar or e "
remark. A kind of discreet deafie, o F

apele g "
one from many insuits, from m . a.-:
from not a little connivanee in .

LSRR '!:_“

conversation.—[Treasure Trove.

TEMPERANCE.

TURN IT DOWKX, BOY:"
If urzel to lift the glass that tem;
In eity grand or humble town
Be he that tempts, the king or crar
Quick, turn your glass and set :

If those that ask you vex and teass
Perhaps condemn yon with a fruw

Be firm., mind not the lauga and sn..
Quick, tura your glass and set it ¢ owp

If health you crave and strength of 4-,
Would keep your hardy bue of Lr
Nor have the scariet flush of sin
Quick, turn your giass and set 1 4 n-

if in your trouble others say,
“In sea of drink your sorrow dr
Look out lest drowned the drinke

Quick, turn your glass and set i1 Jos;

Cold water, bovs, hurrab, hurral
Will help to health, wealth ana ren oz
J urged o Zive thess treasures u:
Quick, turn your glas< and seot 12 [ ng1
# n.'i: .I ’:'I'l ' in A

— Ll !',u

TAE MOTIVE FPOoncrye

The strain at this moment is the ro o
less pressure of a huge oommerss in [
There is money n 1t, and that ‘s the e
torce Monev nerves every ma: -
]":!lii:ttcn EVErY conscwences, Say by the
COMmerce Is Wronz, prove that it s | oty
Yet you are at a loss to put your Snger

the line that divides the guuties: iron g
gudl'y man Weuld vou conlemy e
rensant wio tills the vines under the suay
i:al_\"' Yot tuat is the starting poun: o
wine. Is the farmer blamabie wio rye
hops, or bis Deighbor who sowes harier
Yet beer comes therefrom. lg the
of corn culpable. Ye! we remenies
humor of the canny 800! unon his
beath who dryly remarked. “W.
raise corn in our country, but w. _—
mighty lot of 1t after it has been ty
to \\“hlﬁ:‘.\‘

wWUO accen

=) =
Is the workman 3o L. R |
sempiovyment in a brew -
perchance, be caon obtein it’ne -
Ihe brewer king will aver—-*'1 tnunuls “are
—no one is obliged 1o drink, much s i e
drink, oblizc]l 1o undo himself L'y creem”
The retailer behind the bar will nro

A

b

um
s irresponsibility for any who patsuass
him. Were we tighting the battis o tom
perance with guns we would haslly know
where to shoot—at least where to shoo® e

It teaches us to drop the thougnt nd

viduals. it [P'rllll:h U Lo disHen e with P
smalities, do away with hates and masde
tions and all that opprobrious declamation
aud thess damnatory epithets, thar 2o s fer
toagzravate persons, 1o enbitter : ST,
and to Jdisgust well disposed clawe. wh
really wani 1o see temperances sgoc <1 N
We can array 3
commerce,  The term is sufficiently detnts
Those in it are fast organizing for ther on
vefence. 1t nesds no prophet tosay *
art the man By their own ase»utlion
combination and concert of action, thet @
plainly enouzh—""We are the men it »
sufficient for us to Keep steady avn 2t o
business. regardiess of persons. Lst thes
itentily themselves, Be sure their <o v
find them out,

The liquor manufacture and commerrs &
producing and oifering a ecommodity wih
it wants tosell,  Itis greedy of profite. asd
pr fits require trade Frofits are arsr te

ourseives agninst toe

largzer the sales. The business belis a
pushing tngs, believes in putting coslsep
on the peaple It searches for marists o
eAZer.y as ths weaver and np ant o
cloths, 1t Opus mAarkets it f -
mnnd It is goiny to leave no st =
turnel to stimuiate trade. 3 ner-a o
SUMPplon, o ;n‘i?':!alh’ buvYsrs, to T
volumes of transactions,. api so - 9
weaith. This is the Goliath that o
us to-lay, and defies the artuies of .
ey, Azainst that giant jies 1t =

] k g »
s Latlis. —Jemprianes [lecicw.

L o SEBL sean I3 1D

Prouibition is produciaz goxd e ln
Des Moines, Iowa. Tae Chicago o
TUNS SLINS UD Tue presegt situstis (¥
L M e R "."..~‘_t;.!f.;--l‘. aint - Y afe
constantiy harpinz oo the blighting «f=9
of prohahilon up i1 e Ii;’-n!u-‘ t :
Wili Dol beales o draw much com! s
tue experience of Des Maines in i
Moines s a ecity of SISV Lhorusns ulty
1t s < au open saloon witl i A

rwithun to= wmnty P Wh : ¢ I
ated, and vet it is just now enjoving as e

e most renarkable o e ek -8
thing as o nouse or storegooun 1 1
B v b toanl at any price, w oo
than a tiousand new rescdonos ~”
than a miilhon daliars’ worth of new ria=
ts e s ume oy Lhem the fifss t v,
Al 10 process Of erection PEans 1 rAnes
run irom twentv-Jdve to ffty ot
bigher than a vear ago: its ) o vl
Jor wivuets for 19 Xl 1h > e Y
more than Hve million dollars r. nd
of business is extremely prowpers o 1 1
sctual statistics of the transfer -
show thal the population s incressnd vy
new arrivais alone, at the rag ol
sand per month, A good many -
woull like to be killed i the sa: S

probibution bas killed Des Maoing

TENMPERANCE SNEWS AXT Y7

T A ’

. cqr',of;-f] lwular d."mknn.; ks agaib . ¥ j
in l"- -1 .

Dr. 1. D, Mason sayvs that spre -y
Legin on beer and wine

It is not the inst drink Laa: ma 2 8
arungard but the firs:

The abstainsrs am Mrest the »

 § 1 t‘-- :--‘ LOW nawmitssr 18 5

rap
The apprehensuons for dranken
1 had rasen from 20675 1o 1950 ¢ .

T wwd

The Stats Viticultural Comm s ¢ &
California proposes a Viticgitu s ‘-
the interest of the wine and Lreald = il
of that State.

tine (,t the F‘u“mw *‘z ¢ . _’d

by the Brewery Literary Bureau ° "f
year is very Rporopriately entitiod e AE

of Drinking ™

Dr. Descartes of Paris, writes tha’ i
half the lnoowme of all medical men Fran®
comes directly or indirectly [rowm ez =%
use of spirits '

Un a recent Monday morning, Tope<s :’;
capital of probibition Kansas, anls * A
22,000 inhabitants, had but one case bt
the police court

San Francisco bas 4300 saloons o ﬂ
whers liquor is soid at retail. I the pov™®
mtknof the city i» 550,000 there s *1'0' oS

every seventy-three persons [7 150
lnxmua.f-mm. there is & salomn ¥

38 | every thirteen and & half votes



