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THEN SHE KNEW IT.

was & frontier post;
six companies;
Colonel in command,
and Mrs. Colonel in
command of the
Colonel. The boys
called her “the Gex-
eral.”

But Miss Mary, the
Colonel's daughter,
every officer and man
was prepared t

e S e swear was the love-
w = = = = liest creatureon earth.

Frank Moore, Post Adjutant, a noble
fellow, proposed and was refused.
Then came young Vancamp, just graduated
from *“The Point,” with noend of ducats
in bank to draw upon, and a family that
was the bluc bisodiest of all the biue-blood-
ed. Fierce love he made to Miss Mary, and
Sthe General” backed bim for all she‘was
worth. The young lady showed no dislike
to the lively, <ood-looking and very
weaithy “sub,” while sho stood somewhat
in awe of quiet, stern Frank Moore.

One evening after dusk the Adjutant
walked up towards the Colonel's house.
When within six feet of the porch he
quickly came to a “rightabout™” and made
his way back to the office. Ten minutes
later the corporalof the guard appeared at
the door; with him,on a r2eking, blown
bhorse, was a raochman. There was
pews 10 tell; the Reds were out, tavo fami-
lics had been butchered, their houses
burned and their stock driven off.

Mocre went again to the chief’s house
gud entered, padsing Miss and Vao-
camp, their chairs veryclose together. The
veteran commander was quaraatined by
old wounds troubling him afresh. Frapk
made his report quickly and received brief
instructions. )

“If you have no objections, sir,” he said,
¢ would like to go out with my troop; of-
fice work is rather wearing, and I feel sort
of rusty.”

“iCertainly, my boy, certainly. il kmow
things will be done rightly then. It will do
you good, too, you do look = little seedy.
I'd go myself if I could, but I'm only apoor
oid crippie now. Give ’em Hail Columbisa,
Moore! But take care of yo:ne’l't. 1 can’t
get such an Adjutant every day.

«[ think the trip would do you good, Mn
Moore,” spoxe up the General; “and 's
solgier's work,"—va good riddance of bad
mhﬁh!“ is what she said, under her

“Thank you, Colonel, I'll attend to all de-
taiis, and we'll start at once,’” and he bur-
ged out, pausing only to say **good-bye,” to

Kiss Mary, to hold her hand & moment in
fis, and to look into her eyes with a deep,
steady gaze that made her blush and caused
Ler heart to heat wildly.

Tuen Lhere were the calls, the ordersythe
Lasiy issuing of rations. “Boots and sad-
dles" sounded, and in less than thirty min-
gtes the troops were lost to sight.

Vancamp did not go; a quarter of an hour
before the news arrived he had proposed to
Miss Mary and been accepted. He told her
he would resign from the army, and pict-
tured in glowing language the grandeur and
pleasure of the life they would lead.

The General was delighted, the old

Colone]l was not over-well pleased and
growled a little; he wanted his girl to be a
.soldier’s wife, and he wanted Frank Moore
%o be the soldier husband. Hedid notknow
that his favorite had tried and failed to win
the jrize.

Late in the evening, three days after,

.came a courier bearing the report of the
+Captain commanding. They had one brush
-with and were now driving the foe.
All was well, except that Lieutenant
Moore, sent back with the courier, while
galantly charging the reds had been se-
riously wounded in the breast.

“Too bad! to0o bad!'* cned the Colonel.
“The best officer of the lot. Iought not tc
bave let him go.”

*“Where is Mr. Moore—where did you
take him?” he ssked the tired, dusty
troaper.

“The Licutenant is at McCarthy's ranch,
twelve miles up South Fork, sir. He got to
bleeding so and got s0 weak he couldn’t sit
his horse, sir. 1 had to hold him on for ten
miles afore we got there. He seemed dead
set to hold out and git here with me, sir,
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“wHEX DID YOU TAEE mmMI”

but he just couldn“t doit. I left him there,
sort of out of his bead; but the women
folks is good and kind there and they'lido
all they cac for him, sir.”

Just then the General and Miss Mary en-
tered theroom. The trooper stepped toward
the young lady and raised his hand in
salute.

“‘Beg pardon, Colonel and ma'am ard miss,
but Lieutenant Moore, when we started
back, wrote a few lines and told me if he
couldn't reach here or died on the way 1
was to take ‘em outer his pocket-book snd
give ’em to you, miss, and else.
Beggin® your pardon, Colonel,” and the
soldier took from his breast a folded paper
-—a leaf torn from a note-book—and handed
it to the astonisked, frightened girl.

She opened it and read:

“Mary. I have been badly hurt. It is a
long, Lard ride back, and I may die of the
wound or of hemorrimge. You will forgive
me when I say once more thatllove you,
and have never loved any but you. As
things are, as 1 know they must be after
what I saw the other might, I am not
todic hkcaman. Vncamp isa good fei-
low. I believe and hope you will be happy.
He is very rich, but you must not refuse my
littie fortune. 1 have leftall 1 bad to leave
to von.

*Tonere is noone living belonging to me,
you ure dearest and have a right to take it
from me. Your futher has my will, though
he does not knoyy its contents. He wiil not
care that I tell you mow thatI love you.
God forever biess you. Uood-bye.

“FRANK l;ou."

The girl dropped the paper and stood
white and still t:: a mu:.ﬂ %ﬂrﬂ"

nced u scrap and w was
s;um‘ P:'r eye-giasses Mary's quick
questions drew from the Colonel and soldier
all she wished to know.

* Vou left him where—wtere is it you left
@i " she said.

«At McCarthy's ranch, twelve mules up
&outh Fork, mss.”

“Father,” and she turned to the Colonel
with an air and toue of command totally un-
like her, “father, I must have the ambu.
lance.”

“Go!" she ordered the trooper. “Go, tell
them to put the best mules to the ambu-
lance; tell Tim he isto drive. Ask Ser
geant-Major Green to pick out ten men as
an escort. Tell them it is for Lieutenant
Moore—ard me. Tell them I will never for-
get them if they wmll help me now. Go!”

“Wh-wh-wh-at, Mary! Why, Mary, my
dear!” spluttered the Colonel.
“Highty-tighty! SBave usall! What’s this,
miss?! Are you going clear out of your
senses, girl?” boomed the General.

“] am going to Frank Moore. Iam going
to him if I have to walk every step of the
way, and by myself. He's dying, and he
wants me; I know he wants me; and I'm
going to him in spite of every boay and
every thing on earth!”

“The girl 13 crazy—raving crazy! Colonel,
do you hear her! Why dou’t you exerciso
your authority? You shan’t stir, miss, not
out of this house if 1 have to put an armed
guard over you! Colonel—" .

“Hold yourtongue, Betsey!” Thal's what
the old soldier said to the “Geueral” For
the first time in her life she heard the |
word of command to her from ber husband.
“The girl is'right,” he continued, “and, by
gad, I love her for her pluck!™

Mary had left the room before this to pre-
pare for her trip. The Geuneral raised a
perfect cyclone, but ber usually obedient
daughter was deaf and dumb to commands,
entreaties, arguments, threats and consid- |
erations of what Vancamp might think, say |
ordo in regard to her actions. The girl
conquered. The General, alive to the pro-
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#1 AM MRS. GOLOXEL MARTINET.”
prieties, bundled herself up to accompany |
her, and they were all ready when the am-
bulance drove up, the grizzled old Sergeant-
Major himself in command of the escort.

They were soon at McCarthy's.

] am Mrs. Colonel Martinet,” said the
General, loftily; “you have one of our offi-
cers here, wounded. 1 wish to see him.”
“Is he alive? Is he alive!” gasped Mary,
and Mrs. McCarthy looked closely at her.
“QOh! he's aloive, an’ I do think he’s beth-
erin some. I wudn’ta give two chips fur
his loife whin theyibrung him here. But
I'm a good nurse, tho' I sex et ez shudn't,
an’ a bit o' a docther, beside. An’I got him
aisy loike, an’ th' bleedin' sthopped on
him, an’ he’s his sinsis 10til his head now,
too.”

“QOun we see him?”

“Sare, wan o' yemoight ef ye'll not oxcite
him ony, an’ cheer him up a bit, fur he
don’t seem t’ thry an’ help himself th’ laste
in the wourld.”

A motion toward the door made

dart through it before the General had time
to rise from her seat. Mrs. McCarthy
placed her bulky self in front of the door,
and with:
“Only wan, mim. Icudn’t be answhera-
ble fur th’ gontilmen's loife ef I left two
weemin in to wanst ¢’ be disthracting him
wid talk.”

The General sat down again speechless
with rage and indignstion.

Mary entered a large room, on the bed she
saw outlines of a figure; the single candle
gave but little light. She drew near the
motionless body, very white and pinched
the face looked, surrounded by the heavy
beard and thick, black curls of hair. The
eyes were closed. Oune hand was lying out-
side the coverings; she took it between her
own trembling palins and raised it to her
lips.

The man looked up as though hecould not
believe bis senses.

“Mary! Mary! Can this be you! Have
you really come to me, or am I dreaming
again! he whispered.

“It is Mary. I have come to you, Mr.
Moore—Frank! Icame because I could not
helpit. Ifelt that I must come to you, and
now I fear that I have done very wrong.”

“You could never do wrong, Mary,”” his
low tones said. “Never, in my eyes or
thought. Your kind heart brought you
here to comfort me while I died. But what
did Vancamp sayi Is he with youl”

“You are not going to die, Frank, and Mr.
Vancamp knows nothing of my coming.”

“But you have sccepted him? Isaw it at
the porch the night we left. Ifelt you had
taken him. Iturned away at once, but not
before I saw him kiss your band, and you
permitted him."”

“Yes, that is true,” said Mary, and the
gleom hid her blushes. *“Idid accept him—
ble, impossible now. It can mever, never
be."

“Mary, tell me what you mean!”

“I mean,” she replied, in desperation,
‘that no power on earth, no amount of fort-
une, could make me marry Mr. Vancamp.
Idid not kmow, Frank, until I got your
note, until I heard that you were wounded,
dying; 1 did not know, until then, that such
a marriage could never be."

“Why, Mary? Come close to me and tell

I didn't know then. Oh! that’s all impossi- |

THE TEMPTER’S POWER.

Dr. Talmage Discourses on the
Temptations of Life.

The Strong aa Liable to Fall as the Weak—
The lnfloence of Woman For Good or
Evil—A Waraing Agalnst Im-
pure Lives.

In a reeont sermon at Brooklvn Rev. De
Witt Talmage took for his sul.ject: *“The
! Shorn Locks of Bamson.” His text was
trom Judges, xvi, §: “Eatice him and see
wherein his great strength lieth, and by
what means we may prevail against h'm,
that we may blind bim to afl.ct him, and
we will give thea avery one of us eleven
hundred pieces of silver.” He said:

One thousand pounds, or about 5 000 of
our money, were thus offered for the cap-
tureofagimt It would take a =killfu!
photorraphist to picture Samson as he
really was. The most faciie words are
not supple enough to describe him. He
was a giant and a child; the cungueror
and the defeated; able to snap a lion’s
jaw, and yet captured by the sigh of a
maiden. He was rulsr and slave; a com-
mingling of virtue and vica, the sublime
and ridiculous; sharp enough to make a
ridile, and yet weak enougzh to be cauzht
in the most superficial stra‘agem; bonest
enough to settle his debt, and yet out-
rageously robbing som. body el<e to get
the malerial 10 pay it: a miracle and a
scoffing; a crowning glory and a burning
shame. Th2re he stands, looming up
above other men, a mountain of flesh; his
arms bunch»d with muscla that cam lift
the gate of a city; taking an attitude de-
fiant of armed men 2nd wild beasts. His
hair had never been cut, and it roiled
down in seven great plaits over bis
shoulders, adding to his fierconess and
terror. The Philistines want 1o conguer
iim, and therefore they mus: find out
where tha secret of the strenczth lies.
There is a woman living in the valley of
Borek by the name of Delilah. Thev ap-
point her an agent in the case. The Phil-
istines ara secreted in the same building,
and then Delilab goes to work and coaxes
Samson to tell what is the secret of his
strength.

“Well,” he save, “if you shoald take
seven green withes, such as they fasten
wild beasts with, and pur them around me.
I shouid be perfecily powerles+«” 8o she

: binds him with the seven green withes.

Then she claps her hands and saya:
“They come—the Philistines!” and he
walks out as though there were no imped-
iment. Bhe coaxes him again and suys:
“Now tell me the secret of this great
strength;"” and he replies: “If you should
take some ropes 1hat never had been
used and tie me with them I shoull be
just like other men.” She ties him with
the ropes, claps her hands and shouts:
“They come—the Philistines!” He walks
out as easy os he did before—not a single
obstruction. She coaxes him again and
he says: ““Now !f you should take these
seven 'ong plaits of hairand by this house
lorm weave them intoa web I coull not
get away.” Bo the house loom is rolled up
and the shuttle flies backward and ror-
ward, abd tbe long plaits of hair are
woven intoa weh Then she claps ber
hands and says: “They come—the Philis-
tines!” He walks out as easily as be did
before, dragging a part of the loom with
him. But after awhiie she persuades bim
to tell the truth. He says: “If youshould
take a razor or shears and cut cff this long
bair I should ba powerless and in the
hands of my enemies.” Samson
sleeps, and that she may not wake
him during the process of shearing, help
is called in. You know that the barbers
of the East have such a skillful way of
manipulating the head that to this very
day they will put a man wide awake sound
sseep. I hear the blades of the shears
grinding against eeca other. and [ see the
long locks falling off. The sheais, or ra-
zor, sccomplishes what green withes and
new ropes and bhouse loom could not da
Buddenly she clasps her bands and sayvs:
*“The Phil stines be upon thee, Samsmn!”
He rouses up with a straggle, but his
strength is all gone! He is in the bands
of his enemirs! I hear the groan of the
riant as they taka his ey+s ou’, and then 1
see him staggering in b s blindness, feel-
ing bis way as be goes on toward Gaza
The prison door is opened and the giant is
thrust in. He sits Jdown and puts his
hands on the mill crank, which, with ex-
bausting horizontal motion, goesday after
day, week aftor week, month after month
—work, work, work! The consternation
of the world in captivity, his locks shorn,
his eyes punctured, grinding corn in Gaza.
In a previous sermon on this character 1
1-arned some l+ssons, but another class of
l=ssons are before us now.

Learn first bow very strong people are
sometimes coaxed into great imbecilities.
Samson bad no right to reveal the secret
of his strength. Deli ah’s first attempt to
find out is a failure. Hesays: “Green
withes will bind me,” Lut it was a failure
Then he says, “A new rope will bo'd me,”
but that also was a failure. Then hesiys.
“Weave my locks into a web and that will
bind me,” yel that a'so was a fai'lura. But
at last you s*e how she coaxed it out of
him. Unimportant actions in life that in-
volve no moral principle may without in-
jury be subjected to ardent persuasions,
but as soon as you have come to the line
| that separates right fiom wrong. no in-
ducement or blandishmenu ought to make
you step over it. Suppose a man has been
brought up in a Christian housrhold and
taught sacredly to observe the Sabbath.
Sunday comas; you want fresh air.
Temptation says, "Sunday is just like

me why."

“Because, Frank, because—oh! you ‘must
know why!” and she hid bher face onm the
pillow beside his own.

Frauk Moore got well

Vancamp resigned ard got out.

The ‘“General” got hysterics and no sym-

by.
l“t‘l'lm noble oid Colonel got the son-in-law
he wanted. Arex Duke Baiuie.

Why. When It Costs Them Nothing ?

“It is difficult to get some of the Benators
and Representatives to sit for theiwr photo-
graphs,” says one of the prominent pho-

come and have a sitting. Of courseitisto
our interest to have their negatives on hand,
for we sell them in greatnumbers. Besides,
they often want pictures taken in Wasking-
ton, even after their terms have expired.
Yet, at the time when we want 10 complete
our pictorial Congressional record, it isal-
most mmpossible to get them to come and
give us sittings. I sometimes get newspaper

:nen:narthen;uul that always brings

A Matter of Valustion.

Miss Giadys Herbeau—*"It's not for my
property you love me, is it, George! You
love me for myseif alone? Mr. Hermann—
“Yes, darling.” Miss Gladys Herbeau—
“For my real worth?” Mr. Hermana—

R s B A 2ok
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“Yes, dear. Real and personal.”—Life.

tographers in Washington. “Wae give them |
each & dozen pictures for nothing if they |

other days; nowdon’t be bigoted; we will
' ride ferth among the works of God: the
whole earth is His temple; we will not go
into any dissipations; come, now, I have
the carriage engaged and w+ will be back
soon enough to go to church in the even-
ing; don’c yield to Puritanic notions; you
will be no worse for a ride in the country;
the blossoms are out and they say every
thing is looking glorious.” *“Well, 1 will
go to please you,” is the response. And our
they goover the street, con~ciencs drowned
in the clatter of the swift hoofs and the
'rush of the resounding whee!s. That
| tempted man may have bad moral char-

| acter enough to breaz the green withes of
ten thousand Philistine allurements, Lu:
he bas been oveicome by coaxing.

Two youmg men passing down this
street come opposite a drinking <aloon

door tolight men to perdition. “Letusgo
in,” says ome. “No, 1 won’.,” say« the
other; *I never go to such places.” “Now,
vou don’t say you are so weak asthat.
Why, 1 have been goiog there for two
years and it basn’t hurt me. Come, come
now, be aman. If you can’t stand any
thing stronger take a littie sherry. You
need to see the world as it 1s. 1don’t
believe in intemperance any more than
you. I can stop drinking just whens I
waat to. You shall go. Now, come right
along.” FPersuasion bas congquerel. Bam-
som yields to the coaxing and there
carnival in hell thas night amoag

with a red lantern hung out from the | pend

Philistines and they shout: *“Hal ha!l
We've got bim.” Those who have the
kindest and most sy mpathetic natures are
the most in danger.

Again, this narrative teaches us the
power of an ill-disposed woman. In the
portrait gallery of B.ble Queens w» find
Abigail and Ruth and Miriam and Vashti
and Deborab, but in the rogues’ gallery
of & police station you find the pic'ures of
women as well as men. Delilah’s picture
belongs to the rogue’s gallery, bu: she
h._dnm power than all Philistia srmed
with sword 4nd spear. She could carry
off the iron gates of Samson’s resolution
as easily as he shcu'dered the gates of
Gaza

How deplorable 1h» influence of such in
enonirast with Hebecca and PLaebs and
Hulda and Tryphona and Jentha’s dangh-
ter and Mary, the mother of J. sus. Whils
the latter glitter in the firmament of God’s
world liie cors‘ellations with stealy,
cheerful, bo'y light, the former shoot like
ba'efu! meteors across theterrific heavens,
ominous ¢f war, disss'er and death. If
there ‘s a divine power in the good mo-
ther, her fac: bright with purity, and un-
seifish love leaming from her eye, a
gentleness that by pangy and sufferings
and boly anxisties has b+en mellowing and
softening for many a year,uttering itselfin
every syllable a diznity that can not be
dethronad, united with the playfulness
that will not be checked, her hand the
charm that will instantly take pain out of
the child’s worst woun I, her presencea per-
petual benediction, her name our defense
when we ere tompted, her memory an out-
gushing well of tears and congra'ulation
and thanksgziving her heaven a paim wav-
ing and a coronal; then thers is ju-t as
grzat an influence in the o posite direc-
tion in the bad mother. her brow Lecloude |
with uigoverned pas<sion, her eves flash-
ingjwiih un<anctified fire,her lips the fount-
ain of fretfulne:s and d:pravity, ber ex-
ample a mildew and a blasting, her name
a disgrace to coming generations, her
mewmory a siznal for bitterest anathema,
her eternity n whirlwind and a suffoca-
tion and a darkness. One wrong headed
wrong hearted mother may rain one chill,
and that one ciild,cr>wn up, may des roy
a hundred people and the hunired biss a
thousand, ard the thousand a million.

The wife’s sphere is a realm of henor
and power almost unlimited. What a
blessing was Surh to Abrahnam, was De-
borah to Lapidoth, was Zipporah to
Moses, was Huldah toShallum. There are
multitudes of men in the marts of trade
whose fortunes have been the result of a
wife’s fruzality. Four bands have been
achi-ving that estate, two at the s!ore,
two at the home. The burdens of life are
comparatively light whan there are other
hands to help us lift them. The greatest
difficulties have often slunk away because
there were four eyes to look them out of
countenance. What care you for hard
knocks in the world as long as you have a
bright domestic eirc'e for barbor! One
cheerful word in the evening tile as you
come in has silsnced the elamor of unpaidl
notes and the disappointment of poor in-
vestmenss

Now and then a grandchild ¢omes and
they lock at him with affection untold and
come weil nigh spoiling him with kiad-
ness, The life currents beat feelly in
their pul<es and their work will soon be
done and the Master will call. A fow
short days may sevarate them, baut, not
far apart in the time of departure, they
Jjoin each other on the other side the flood.
Side by nide let Jacob and Rachael be
buried. Let one wi.low overarch their
graves. Let their tombstones stand alike
marked witb the same Scripture. Children
and grandchi'dren will come in the spring
time to bring flowers. The patriarchs of
the town w:ll comes and drop a tear over
departed worth. SBide by side at the
marriage altar. Side by side in the long
journev. Side by side In their graves.
After life’s fitful fever they slept well.

But there are, as my subj-ct suggests,
domestic scanes not so tranquil. What a
curse to Job and Potiphar were thsir com-
panions, to Ahab was Jez»bel, to Jehoram
was Atbaliab, to John Wesley wa= Mrs.
Wesley, to Samson was Delilab. Waile
the most excellent and triumphant ex-
bibition of character we find among the
women of history and the world thrills
with the nawes of Marie Antoinette ani
Josephine, and Joan of Arc and Maria
Theresa and hundreds of others, who bave
ruled in the brightest homes and sung the
sweetsst cantos, enchanted the nations
with their art and swayed the migltisst
of scepters, on the other hand the names
of Mary L, of E :gland; Margaret, of
France; Juiia, of Home, and E.izabeth
Petrowna, of Russiia, have scorched the
eyes of history with tbeir abominations,
and their names, like banished spirits,
have gone shricking and cursing through
the world. In female biograpbhy we find
the two extremes of excellence and crime.
Woman stands nearer the gate of Heaven
or nearer the gate of hell. When adorned
by grace she reaches a point of Christian
elevation which man can not attain, and
when blasted of crime she sinks deeper
than man can plunge. Yet 1 am giad
that the instances in which woman makes
utter shipwreck of character are compara-
tively smail.

But, says som2 cymical spiri*, what do
you do with those words in Ecclesiastes
wh-re Solomon say:: “Bshold, this bave
I iound, saith the preacher, counting one
by one to find out the account; which yet
my soul seeketh, but I find noi; one man
among a thausand have 1 found; buta
womar a'uongall :hose bave I not found?”?
My answer is that i. Solomon had behaved
himseif with common decency and kept
out of the infamous circles he would not
have had so much d fliculty in finding in-
tegrity of character among women and
never would have uttered such a tirade.
Ever since my childbhood I bave heard
speakers almiring Diogenes, the cynical
philosopher who lived in a tub, for going
through the streets of Athens in broad
daylight with a lantern, and when asked
what he did that for, spid: “1 am look-
ing for an boneat man.” Now I warrant
that the philosopber who had such
a hard time to find am bomest man
was himsell dishonest. 1 think be
stole both the lantern and the tub So,
when I hear & man expatiating om the
weaknesses of women, | immediately sus-
pect him and say there is another Solo-
mon with Solcmon’s wisdom left cut.

Again, this strange story of the text
lsads me to consider some of the ways in
which strong men get their locks shorn.
God, for some reason best known to Him-
sell, made the strength of Simson to de-
on the length of his bair; when the
shears clipped it his strength was gone
The strength of men is variously distrib-
uted. Bimetimes it lies in physical de-

could catch the tinge of the cloud and the |

sparkle of the wave and the dispasoa of
the thunder. He walked forth in life head |
and shoulders above others in meatal
stature. He could wrestie with giants in
opposing systems of philosopby and carry
off the gates of schools and
smite the enemies of truth hip and thigh
with great siaughter. But he began to
tamper with brilliant free thinking.
Mod ra theories of the soul threw over
him their blandisbmeats. Skepticism was
the Delilab that shore kis locks off and all
the Philistines of doubt and darkness and
despair were upon him. He dield in & very
priscn of unbeli-f, his eyes out.

Far back in the country districts—just
where | purposely omit to siy—there was
born one whose fam»s will last aslong as
American institutius. His name was the
terror of all enemies of ir'e g« vernment.
He stood, the admired of millions; the
nation uncovered im bis presence, and
when Le spoke Senates sat breathiess un-
der the spell. The plotters against good
covernment attempted to bind him with
green wilbes and weave h's locks in a
web, yet he wa'ked forth from the thra!l-
dom, not knowing he hid bursta bond
But trom the wite cup there arose a de-
stroying spirit tha' came forth to capture
his« soul. He drark uuntil his eve grew
"im and his knees knocked together and
his strength failed. Exhausted with life-
long dissinations, he went home to dia
Ministers pronounced elequent eu'ogi-
ums, and poets sang, and painters
sketched, and sculptors chiseled the ma-
jestic form into marble, and the world
wept, but everywhere it was known that
it was strong drink that came like the
infamcus Delilab and his locks were
shorn,

From the Island of Corsica there startsd
forth a naiure charg+d with unparalleled
energies to make thrones tremble and con-
vulse the earth. Piedmont, Naples, Ba-
varia, Germany, ltaly, Auitria and En-
gland rose up to ciush the rising man
At the plunge of his bayonets bastiles
burst open. The earth groaned with the
agonies of Rivoli, Austeriitz, Saragossa
and Eylau. Five million men slain in his
ware. Crowns were showered at his {-ot,
and kingdoms hoisted triumphal arches
to let hym pass under, and Europe was
lighted up at the conflagration of consum-
ing citiex He could a!most have made a
causeway of human bones between L'sbon
nnd Moscow. N, power short of omnipres-
ent God could arrest him. But out of the
ocean of human blood there arcs» a spirit
in which the conqueror found more 1ban
amalch The very ambition that had

REAL GOLDEN SAND.
8 Is Found in Paying Quantities B &

Visitors to the CI House, in Sam
Francisco, may have noticed several
Chinamen at low tide gathering up the
black sand on the beach and loading i8
into wheezy old wagons drawn by
horses still more wheezy. The eurious
onlooker on asking what they intended
to do with the sand would be told that
there was a small amount of gold dusé
in it, and that the Chinamen extracs it;
that the amount of gold was very
small, and that nobedy but Chinamen
could make a livieg at the work. Uatil
a few weeks azo that was the only
known instance of the poetical im-
agery of *“*woiden sands™ being prae-
tically demonstrate.l.

But now, at what is ealled the Lom-
poe mining district, about two Lundred
wen are making large wazes by wash-
ing the sea-beach sand.  Lompors heach
lies ubout fifty miles north of Sunts
Barbara, and is just northwand of Point
Conception. A mountain chain. ealled
locally the Santa Ynez, skirts the eoust
for many wiles in the region, with but
one break in it, and that is where the
Santa Yuez river breaks through the
mountains and reaches the sca. Where
the river empties is the northern ex-
tremity of a black sand deposit which
extends for about fifteen miles south,
and abruptiy terminates. At high tide
the sea eutirely covers the beach, and
breaks against the foot of high bluffa
of clay, sandstone, shale, limestone
and a blue conglomerate rock. This
is constantly being undermined and
washed away.

This black sand is found to be very
rich in gold, but at first it was very
difficult to extract it, as the dust was
s0 very fine.  The discovery was made
in the latter part of Marveh, and the
“rocker’” and “pan” were used with
some success, but it was discovored
that but a small perventage of the gold
was obtained. X peculiar fact, and one
which gives the distriet a certainty of
being permanent, is that the sea re-
piaces the sand as rapidly as the miners

rccked the world was now to be kisde- cart it away. This was illusteated on
streyer. It grasped for too much and in g4 of the tirst day's workings., At low
its efforts lcst all. He reached up alter tide, when the deposit was uncovered

the s-epter of universal dominion, but
slipped and fell back into desolation and
hanishment. The American ship, dam-
aged of th» storm, to-dav puts up in St
Helena and the crew go vp to s e the sp ot
whers the Frimch exiie expired in
lonelines+ and disgracs, the mightiest of
all SBamson= siorn of his locks by ambi-
tion, that mcsi merciless of ali Delilahs.

I have not time to enumerate. Evil as-
sociations, sudden successes, spendrifl
habits, miserly proclivities and dissipa-
tion are the names of some of the shears
with which men are every day made
powerless. They bhave strewn the earth
with the carcasses of giants and filled the
great prison bouse with destroyed Sam-
sons, who sit grinding the milis of
despair, 1heir locks shorn and their eyes
«ut. If parents only knew to what tempta-
toas their children were subjected they
would be more sarnest in their prayers
and more careful about their example. No
young man escapes baving th> pathway
of sin pictured in bright colors to him

The first time I ever saw a city—it was
the city of Philadeliphia—I was a mere
lad. Istopped at a hotel and I remember
in the eventide a corrupt man plied me
with bisinfernalart. Hesaw | was green.
He wanted to show me the sights of the
town. He painted the path of sin unti! it
looked like emerald, but I was afraidof '
bhim. [ shoved back from the basi'isk. 1
made up my mind be was a basilisk. 1
remember how he wheeled his chair round
in front of me and with a concentrated
and diabolical effort attempted to destroy '
my soul; but ther» were good angels in
the air that night. It was no good resclu-
tion on my part, but it was the all en-'
compassing grace of a good God that de-
livered me. Beware! bLeware! O young
man ! !

There is a way that seemeth right untc
a man, but the end thereof is death. It
all the victima of an impure life in lll|
lands and ages could be gathered to-
gether, they would make a bost vaster
than that which Xerxes led across the |
Hellespent, than 1imour led across India,
than William the Conqgueror led across
England. than Abou-Bekr led mo-!
Syria; and if they could be stretched out
in single file across this continent 1 think |
the vanguard of the host would stand om |
the beach of the Pacific while yet the rear
guard stood on the beach of the Atlantic.

Isay this not because I exye:t to re-
claim any one that has gone astray in this
fearful pa‘h, but because [ want to utter

by the receding tide, a miner drove a
stake in his elnim, and from the sand
at the bottom of it washed ont 250
*¢olors.” On the next day when the
tide went down, the hole he had made
the day before was found filled up, and,
in a short time. at exacily the same
spot, he washed twenty more “colors."
The next day the hole was again found
to be fiilled and he got over SO0 “vol-
ors.” This was with the wasteful pan.
And so it has been ever since.

Now the sand is taken out by the
waron load during low tide, but is al-
ways replaced by the high tide. This
is all the more remarkable as, though
the deposit extends for some distanes,
being fifteen miles long. and extending
indefinitely out under the wsater, it is
very shallow close to the shore, being
but about two feet thick. and at the
deepest four feet. The sund is dark
gray in color, and is highly magnetic;
when seen under water it appears to
consist of myriads of biood-red rubies,
presenting a most beautiful appearance.

Since the discovery a method of
washing bas been devised which saves
about ninety per ecent. of the gold and
the lucky men who teok up cluims
literally under the ocean are making
money rapidly. At low tide the sand
is shoveled into wagons and hauled
above high water mark, where the
sluice boxes are placed. These con-
tain a suceession of mercury covered
plates, which catch nearly if not all
of the gold dust. This is excessively
fine, in fact, almost microscopie, but is
very pure, and is readily sold at the
high price of $22 per ounce.

The beach is all taken up and there
are no claims on the market. About
two hundred men are working claims
of their own and several companies
have been formed and are working
claims that have been purchased. The
Santa Barbara Black Sand Mining Com-
pany in March put four men at work
on their claims, and in four weeks re-
ceived from them $1,500; this was be-

a warning for those who still maintain | f4re the introduction of the improved

their integrity. The cases of recilamarion
of those who have given themselves fuily
up to an impure life are so few, probably
you do not know one of them. [ bave<ecen
a good many start out on that road. How
many bhave I seen come Lack? Not one
that I now think of. It seems as if the
spiil of death is on them and no
human voice or the voice of God
can break the spell. Their feet are
hoppled; their wrists are bsndcuffed
They bave around them & girdle of
reptiles bunched at the waist, fastening
them to an iron doom; every time they
breathe the forked tongues strike them
and they strain to break away until the
tendons snap and the bliood exudes; and
amidst their contortions they cry out:
“Take me back to my father’s house.
Where is mother! Take me home! Take
me home !

Do | stand before a man to-day the locks
of whose strength are being toyed with,
let me tell you to escape lest the shears of
destruction take your moral and your
spiritual integrity. Do you mot see your
sandale beginning to curl om that red hot
path? This day in the name of Almighty
God 1 tear off the beautifying vail and
the embroidered mantle of this old bag
of iniquity, and 1 show you the ulcess
and the bloody icher and the cancersd
lip and the pariing joints and the mace-
rated limbs and the wriggling putrefac-
tion, and I cry out, O, herror of horrors!
In the s:illness of this Sabbath bour 1 lift
a warning. Rememberit is wuch sasier
to form bad habits than to get clear of
them; in one minute of time you may get
into a sin from which all eternity can not
gt you out

O, that the voice of God’s truth might
drown the voice of Delilah. Come into
pardoning God start for throaes of honor
and dominion wpon which you may relzn,
rather than travel the rvad to a duageon
where the destroyed griad in the mills of

::-k, theic lockn ;shorn and thaireyes . pory

sluice boxes. The men, however,
average between $£5 and $10 per day.

Various theories are ndduced to ac-
count for the deposit. The wmost gen-
erally accepted ome is that there isa
rich gold ledge which crops up in the
bed of the ecean some distance out,
and which is ground by the uction of
the sea and earried by the Japanese
current, which sweeps ia at that point,
to the California const. Another opin-
ion, held by some of the miners, is
that the gold crmes from the blul,
which, at every high tide is washed
away to some extent. But the most
persistent and careful prospecting has
so far failed to disclose the slightest
deposit of gold in the soil or the stone
which compos : these bluffs. Another
plausible thec ry is that the gold comes
down the Sar tz Ynez river. A tribu-
tary of that river, called the San Emigz-
dio, passes through a very rich placer
mining cou ntry. Against this theory,
however. i 5 the fact that the sand of
both river s yiclds no gold, The fact
that each higzh tide replaces the de-
posit a3 fast as it is removed lends
color v) the idea of there being a
wonder fully rich submarine gold
mine.- -Los Angeles (Cal.) Cor. N. X.
Tribu ne.

Swell to the Last.

“Poah Cholly’s dead.™

“Dead? How?™

“Stawvation.”

“Starved?"

“Yes. He wore such tight collars
he couldn’t swallow any thing.” —Har-
Bazar.
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