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ABOVE ALL.

Pr. Talmage Discourses on the Pro-
eminonoe of Ohrist.

@a Eloguant Tribnte to the Greatness and
Merey of the Savicor-The Henuties
of the Uospsl Deploted in
Glowing Words.

fn continmng his sermons In London
Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, in a late dis-
eourse, selocted for hia subject the “Pro-
eminonce of Christ,” taking his text
from John, lii, §1: *“"He that cometh
from above Is above all.” e said;

The most consplevons character of
hiktory steps ont upon the platform
The finger which, dinmonded with light,

nted down to him from the Beth-
ehem sky was only a ratification
of the finger of prophecy, the finger of
genenlogy, the finger of ehronology, the
finger of eventa—all five fingers polnt
ing in one divection. Christis the overs
topping figure of all time. He is the
vox humans in all musle, the graceful-
est line In all seulpture, the most ex-
quisite mingling of lights and shades in
all palnting, the acme of all elimnxes,
the dome of all cathedralled grandeur
and the pororation of all splendid lan-

gunge.

The Groeek alphabet Is made up of
twenty-four lotters and when Christ
compared Himself to the first letter and
the last lettor, the alpha and tho ome-
gn, He appropristed to Himsolf all the
splendors that you ean spell ont either
vith those two letters and sll lettors
between them. “I am the alphs and
omegn, the beginning and the end, the
first and the last.”  Or if you prefer the
words of the text “above all.”

It means, nfter you have plled up all
Alpine and Himalayan altitudes, the
glory of Christ would have to spread its
wings and descend 1,000 leagues to
touch those summita. DPelion, a high
mountain of Thessuly; Ossa, a high
mountain, and Olympus, a high mount-
ain; but mythology tells us when the
glants warred against the gods they
plled up these three mountsins, and
from the top of them proposed to seale
the heavens; but the height waa not
great enongh and there was o complete
fallure. And after all the glants—
Isalah and Paul, prophetic and apostolic
grinnts; Raphael and Michael Angelo,
artistic glants; cherubim and soraphim
and archangel, celestinl glants—have
falled to elimb ta the top of Christ's
glory, they might all well unite in the
words of the toxt and say, *“He that
cometh from above is all"

First, Christ must be above all else in
our preaching. ‘There are also many
books on homiletics seattered through
the world that sll laymen, as weoll as
all clergymen, have made up theirminds
what sersnons ought to be. That ser-
mon Is most effoctunl which most
puimed‘liy puts forth Christ as the par
don of all sin and the correction of il
ovil, individual, social, political, na-
tional. There I8 no reason why we
should ring tho endless changes on a
few phrases. There are those who
think that if an exhortation or a dis-
course have frequent mention of justifi-
cation, snnetification, covenant of works
and covenant of grace, that therefore
it must be profoundly evangelical,
while they ure snsplolous of a discourse
which presents the samo truth, but un-
der different prascology. Now, 1 say
there is nothing in all the opulent realin
of Apglo-Suxonlsm or all the word
treasures that we inherited from the
Latin and the Greck and the Indo-
European but we have s right to mar
ehal it in religiouns discusslon. Christ
sots the exmmple. UHia [luastrations
wera from the grass, tho flowers, the

ittle, the salve, the barnyard fowl,

e crystals of salt, as well as from the
seus and tho stars; and we do not pro-
poss in our Subbath school teaching
and in our pulpit wddress to be puton
the limits.

I know that there is a great deal sald
in our day sgulust words, as though
they were nothing. They may be mis-
used, but they have an lmperial power,
Thoy are the bridge botween soul and
soul, between Almighty God and the
human race.  What did God write upon
the tablets of stone? Wordsa What
did Christ utter on Mount Olivet?
Worda, Out of what did Christ strike
the spark for the illumination of the
the universe? Out of words. “Let thero
be light," and light was. Of course,
thought Is the cargo and words are only
the ship; but how fast would your cargo
get on without the ship? What you
need, my friends, in all your work, in
your Sabbath achool class, in your re-
formatory lnstitutions, and what we
all need Is to enlarge our vocabulary
when we come to speak about God, and
Christ, und Heaven, We ride a few old
words to death when there is such illim-
itabloresource. Shakespeure amployed
15,000 different words for dramatle pur
poses; Milton employed 8,000 different
words for poetia purposes; Rufus Choate
employed over 11,000 different words for
legal purposes; but the most of us have
less than 1,000 words that we can man-
age, less than 500, and that makes us so
stupld,

When we come to set forth the love
of Christ we are going to take the ten-
derest phruseology wherever we find it,
and if it has never been used In that di-
rection before, all the more shall we
use it ' When we come to speak of the
glory of Christ, the Conquerer, we are
golng to draw our similes from triumph-
al wrch and oratorio and everything
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«<ross may be lifted into combinations
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let mo say to young men who are after
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and wept omt his disconrse, while
George Whitfleld, with the manner and
the volee nnd the start of an nctor, over-
whelmed his suditory, It would have
been o different thing if Jonathan Ed.
wards had trled to write and dream
about the pllgrim’s progress to the
colestinl eity, or John Bunyan had at-
tempted an essay on the haman will.

Brighter than the light, fresher than
the fountains, deeper than the sens are
all these gospel themes Bong has no
melody, flowers have no sweetness,
sunset sky has no eolor compared with
those glorious themes. Theso harvests
of grace spring up quicker than we can
sickle them.  Kindling pulpita with
their fire and producing revolutions
with their power, lighting up dying
beds with thelr glory, thoy are the
sweeteat thought for the poet, and they
nre the most theilling {llustration for
the orator, and they offer the most in-
tense scene for the artist, and they are
to the ambassador of the sky all enthu-
sinsm.  Complete pardon for direst
guilt.  Bweetest comfort for ghastli-
est agony. DBrightest hope for grim-
mest death. Grandest  resurrection
for darkest sepulehre. 0, what s
gospel to preach! Christ over all in
it.  His birth, His saffering, His mira-
cles, Iis parables, Iis sweat, His toars,
Iis blood, His atonement, His interces-
slon—what glorious themes! Do we
exerciso faith? Christ is {ta objeet Do
we have love? It fastens on Jesus,
Have we a fondnoess for the church? It
Is becnnse Christ died for it.  Have we
o hope of Heavon? It s because Jesus
went nhead, the herald and the fore-
ronner,

The royal robe of Demetrius was so
costly, so beautiful, that after he pat it
off no one ever dared to put {t on; but
this robe of Christ, richer than that,
the poorest nnd the wanest and the
worst may wear, “Where sin abonnded
grace may much more abound.”

“Oh, my sins, my sins, said Martin
Luther to Stuupitz, “my sins, my sins!"
The fact is thut the brawny German

student had found a Latin Bible that
had made him quake, and nothing else

ever did make him qunke; and when he
found how through Christ he was par-
doned and saved, he wrote toa friend,

saying: “Come over and Joln us great
and swinl sinners saved by the grace
of God. You seem to be only a slender
slnner, and you don't much extol the
merey of God; but we who have been
such very awful sinners praise His
graoe the more now that we have been

redeemed.”  Can it be that you are so
desperately egotisticnl that you feel
yourself in first rate spiritual trim, and
that from the root of the hale to tho tip
of the too you are searless und immacu-

Iute? What you need s a looking gluss,

and here it is in the Bible Poor, and

wretched, and miscrable, and blind,

and naked from the erown of the head
to the sole of the foot, full of wounds
and putrefying sores.  No health in us

And then take the fuct that Christ gath-
erod up all the notes against us and
pald them, and then offered us the re-
eeipt

And how much we need Him In our
sarrows! We nre independent of cir-
cumstuances if we have His grace. Why,
le made Puul sing in the dungeon, and
under that grace 8t. John from desolate
Patmos heard the blast of the apocalyp-
tie trumpeta.  Aftor all other candles
have been snuffed out, this is the light
that gets brighter and beighter unto
the perfoct day; and after, under the
hard hoofs of calamity, ull the pools of
worlds enjoyment have beon teampled
into deep mire, nt the foot of the oter-
nal rock the Christinn, from cups of
granite, lily rimmed and vine covered,
puts out the thirst of his soul,

Agaln, 1 romark, that Christ is above
oll in dying allevintions, I have mnot
suy sympathy with the morbidity
abroud about our demise. The Emperor
of Constantinpole arrunged that on the
dny of his eoronation the stonemason
should eome and consult him about his
tombstone, And there are men who
are monomaniacal on the subject of
departure from this life by death, and
the more they thinlk of it tho less they
are prepared to go. This is an un-
manliness not worthy of you, not
worthy of me,

A thousand fect under ground, by
light of torch toiling in o miner's shaft,
8 ledge of rock may full upon us, and
we may die n miner's death. Far out
st sea, falling from the slippery rat-
lines, and broken on tho halyards, we
may dio a sailor's death., On mission
of merey in hospital, nmid broken bones
and reeking leprosies and raging fevers,
we may die s philanthropist's death,
On the field of buttle, serving God and
our country, slugs through the heart,
the gun earriage may roll over us, and
we may die o patriot’'s death.  But,
after all, there are only two styles of
departure; the death of the righteous
and the death of the wicked, and we all
want to die the former,

God grant that when that hour comos
you may be at home! Yon want the
hand of your kindred in your hand.
You want your children to surround
you. You want the light on your pil-
low from eyes that have long reflected

our love, You want the room still.

ou do not want uny curious sirangers
standing around watching you. Yom
want your kindred from afar to hear
your lust prayer. I think that is the
wish of all of us. But is that all? Can
earthly friends hold us when the billows
of death come up to the girdle? Can
buman voice churm open Heaven's gnte?
Can human hands pilot us through
the unarrows of death into Hoeavs
en's harbor?  Can  an  earthly
friendship shield us from the arrows of

flags they | death and in the hour when Sata
signal; but those elghteen flags. 0 R0RL WOSH n shall

tico upon us his internal archery ?

o, no, no, nol  Alas! poor soul, if thut
is all, better die in the wildernoess, far
from tree shadow und from fountain,
alone, vultures circling through the
air walting for our body, uwnknown to
men, and to have no barlal, if only
Christ could say through the solitudes,
I will never leave thee, I will never
forsake thee" From thut pillow of

wrescut Christ in your own way, stone a ladder would soar heavenward,

Jonstkan Edwards preached Christin | augeis coming and golog; and aefoss
1he ¥ t ever penned, and | the solitude und burrenness would somao
Johu B proached Christ In the | the sweot netes of heavonly minstrelsy,
sublimest ever composed. Ed- | Gordon Hall, far from home, dying in
ward Payson, sick and exhausted, | tho door of & heathen temple, said:
Jeaned 1ip agaiust the side of the pulpis | “Olory to Thee, O Godl” *Yhay did

dying Wilberforce say to his wife?
“Come and sit beside me, and let us
talle of Heaven. I never knew what
happiness wus until I found Christ"
What did dying Hannah More say? “To
go to Heaven. Think what that is!
To go to Christ, who died that I might
live! O, glorious grave! O, what a
glorious thing it is to diel O, the love
of Christ, the love of Christ!" What
did Mr. Toplady, the great hymn
mnker, sayin his last hour? “Who can
mensure the depth of the third Heaven?
O, the sanshine that fills my soul! I
shall soon be gone, for surcly no one
ean live in this world after such glories
as God has manifested to my soul.”
What did the dying Faneway say? “I
cun ns easlly dis as close my eyes or
turn my head in sleep. Defore a few
hours have passéd 1 shall stand on
Mount Zion with the one hundred and
forty and four thousand, and with the
Just men made perfect, and we shall as-
eribe riches snd honor, and glory, and
majesty, and dominion unto God and
the Lamh" Dr. Taylor, condemned to
burn at the stake, on his way thither
broke away from the guardsmen and
woent bounding and leaping and jump-
Ing toward the fire, glad to go to Jesus
and to die for Him. BSir Charles Hare,
in his last moment, had such rapturous
vislon that he cried: “Upward, up-
ward, upward!” And so great wus
the peace of one of Christ's disciples
that he put his fingers npon the
pulse of his wrist and counted it and
obscrved it; and so great was his plac-
idity that after & while he said:
“Stopped,” and his life had ended here
to begin in Heaven. Bat grandoee
was the testimony of the worn out first
missionary, when, In the Mamartine
dungeon, he cried: “I am now ready to
be offered, and the time of my depart-
ure is at hand; I have fought the good
fight, I have finished my course, I have
kept the faith; henceforth there ia laid
up for me a crown of righteounsness,
which the Lord, the righteous judge,
will give me in that day, and not to me
only, but to all of them that love His
appearing!" Do you not sco that Christ
is nbove nll In dying alleviations?
Toward the last hour of onr earthly
residence we are speeding. When 1 sce
the sunset I say, “One day less to live,"
When I see the spring blossoms seat-
tered, 1 say, “Another senson gone fore
ever,”  When I close this Bible on Sabe
bath night I say, “Another Subbath de-
parted.” When I bury a friend I say,
“Another earthly attraction gone for-
ever.”  What nimble feet the years
havel The roebucls and the lightuings
run not so fast. From decado to deende,
from sky to sky, they go at a bound,
There is a place for us, whether
marked or not, where yom and I
will sleep the last sleep und the men
are now living who will, with solemn
tread, earry us to our resting us  Aye,
it is known in Heaven whether our de-
parture will be a coronation or a ban-
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“ BLOSSOM.”

A Life Drama Witnossed From My
Chamber Window.

% OR years 1 have
been an fnvalid.
The nature of
my malady
makes it | m-
possible for moe
o leave my
room, but 1 ean
sit ot the win-
dow und watch
the movements
of so much of the
great, busy
world us pusses
along the not
very prepos.
sessing street in
which 1 dwell

WS Men and wom-
en, boys and girls, go and come day
after day. Dozens of them carry din-
ver palls and luoch boxes. ln the
morning they go by with bright facesand
sprightly steps, many of them wenring
o fresh flower on their brenst. In the
evening Lthey return, not a few of them
weary and worn. and I wonder who,
beside the Great Pitier of us all, walts
for their coming with n welcome of
love. All day long they have been busy
at oflice, sture, fa tory and will, and
the thousand and vne piaces where
duty has ecalled them Work, work,

work, hour after hour, duy In and
day out. And while hands are
delving, minds are busy with the

thoughts of fuding yesterdays, earnest
to-dnys and brighter to-morrowa. llow
many of them will ever realize the hope
that is sustaining muscle and mind?
How many of them are performing a
labor of love for those who are worthy
of the offering and the sacrifice? Day
ufter day the lunch boxes go und come
while the hands that ure carrying them
are building o eity, copying the books
and docnments, snd are mingling all
the checkered thoughts and dewcds from
which the mighty weaver, Time, is
making the world's history. What in-
signiticant, and yet whut all-important,
narts these humble tolless play!  Down
n dingy basements, up in towering
office buildings, everywhere amid the
busy marts of trude they perform the
work that fate or fortune has brought
tothem. As | wateh thewm go and come
I try to imagine what lhopes inspire
thelir hearts, what love sustuins their
hands, I wonder if the aged laborer,
homeward bound, still loves the old
wife s he did long years ngo when
they together drenmed sweet drenms.
lle wus to be a prince of men and she
his loving princess. 1 am sure the gor-
geons paluce in which they were to
dwell has faded away, and in [ts place
is an humblie cottuge or o rented fat.
And the coach and four has never, nev-
er stood before their door. Neither hus

ishment. Drighter than & banqueting
hall through which the light feet of
the dancers go up and down to thu?
sound of trumpeters will be the sepuls |
eher through whose rifts the holy Hght |
of Heaven streams.  God will watel i
you. He will send His angels to guard "
vour slumbering ground until, ot'
Christ's behest, they shuall roll away
the stone.
So also Christ is above all in Heaven.
The Bible distinctly savs that Chriss |
is the chief theme of the celestial
aseription, all the thrones facing Hia |
throne, all the palms waved before Ilis
face, nll the erowns down at Ilis feet l
Cherublm to cherubim, seraphim to
sernphim, redecmed spirit to redeomed
spirit shall recite the Saviour's carthly
sncrifice, '
Stand on some high hill of Heaven,
and in all the radinnt sweep the most
glorious object will be Jesus. Myriuds
gazing on the scars of his suffering, in |
silence first, afterward breaking forth
in acelamation. The martyrs, all the
purer for the Aame through which they
passed, will say: *“This is Jesns for
whom we died.” The apostles, all the
happler for the shipwreck and the
scourging through which they wm:m.t
will say:  *“T'his is the Jesus whom we
preached at Corinth, and at Cappadocia, |
and at Anotioeh, osnd at  Jern-
salem." Little children clad in
white will say: *“This is the Jesus who
took us up in his arms and blessed s, |
and when the storms of the world were
too cold and loud brought us into this '
beautiful pluce.” The multitudes of the
bereft will say: “This is the Jesus who
comforted us when our hoart broke™
Many who had wandered clear off from
God and plunged into vagnbondism, but
were saved by grace, will say: *“This *
is the Jesus who pardoned us. We were
lost on the mountains und he Lrought
us home. We woere guilty and he
mado us white as snow.  Merey bound-
less, grace unparalleled” And then, |
after each one hud recited his peculiar
deliverences and peculiar moercles, re-
cited them ns by solo, all the volces
will come together in & great chorus,
which shall make the arches echo and
re-echo with the eternsl reverberation
of gladness and peace and trinmph,
Edward L was s0 anxious to go to the
Holy Land that when he was about to
expire he bequeathed §100,000 to have
his heart, after his deceaso, taken to
the Holy Land in Asia Minor, and his
| request wus complied with. Hut there
are hundreds to-day whose hearts are
already in the Holy Land of Heaven
Where your treasures are, there are
your hearts also. John Bunyan, of
whom [ spoke at the opening of the diss
course, caught a glimpse of that place,
and in his quaint way he said: “And 1
heard in my dream, and lo! the bells of

opened the gates to lot in the men [
looked in after them, and lo! tho city
shone like the sun, and there were
stroots of gold and men walked on
them, harps in their hands to sing
praises with all; and after that they
shut up the gates, which whoen I had
seen 1 wished myself among them.”

==

enller,  *“She is not," returned Bridget.
“Aud when will she be in?' *Jis
walt  bit whoile Ol roon up shtalvs snd
ask hor? —Harpor's Bazar.

=~Our domestic affections are the most

| she went and came regularly.

the city rang again for joy; und as they |

- i
—*Is Mrs. Hicks at home?" asked the

any other conveyance desigued for
plensure. Only the wagons belonging
to the grocer, the baker and the milk-
man have ever stopped there. Or it may
be yet one other vehicle—the symbol of
denth—the hearse,

But if to-night they can greet each
other at the door and eall back the old
love light to fading eyes—if he ecan
hold her worn palm in his, or press
against his cheelk the one whose touch
once brought such exquisite pleasure—
if the fire in the heart still borns, fate
has been kind to them, and thelr puths
have not yet led them ont of Paradise.

Sometimes theve passos my window
o foce that wwakiens in my mind more
than usunl interest and 1| wateh s
goings and comings with a deeper
thought than thut born of curiosity.
I remember very distinetly the first
time 1 suw “Blossom"” puss my win-
dow, She wore a pink dress and o hat
trimmed with ribbons of the same
color; she looked like o fresh spring
flower. Her real nume [ have never
known: to me she willalways be *Blos-
som," Her fuce was as bright and pret-
ty as a dew-washed clover mead on a
June worning, and her neutly-titting
dress and very becoming hat added to
tlie winsomeness of her appearance.

The street in which I dwell is by no
means the most aristocratic In the city,
It is what some would call a plebeian
neighborhood, Theve are saloons on
the business corners und all about is an
pir of arrested growth that for some
shadowy reason seems to be sadly sat-
isfied with the present state of things.
All the people who go by my window
do not possess bright, huppy and latel-
ligent faces. I always watched for
“Blossom's" coming. Her presence was
refreshing and reminded we of 8 sweet
rose growing among the plainer grasses.
Her step was elastie, her mauner
sprightly. 1 fancied she had recently
come from u home in the country,
where the odor of apple-blooms and the
songs of birds filled the air, One wmorp-
ing 1 suw her going toward the sub-
urbun station, carrying a luneh-box;
then']l knew she was a member of the
great company of tollers, Thereafter
By und-
by n sturdy young mechanie, whom |
had often seen pass my window alone,
walked beside “Blossom" one evening
on her way home. He had a frank,
manly fave, but his working elothes
were solled and worn and his hands
were rough. After that I saw them
pass by together quite often. He seemed
to be very happy in her soclety, but
“Blossom," with her pretty pink dresses
and pink ribbons, often looked for
away as though she were trying to dis-
gover some one whose appenrance was
more in harmony with her idegl.

Near the walk at the side of the
saloon that stood at the corner was a
large maple tree. Men used to bring
ohnlrs from the saloon and sit in the
shade of the tree during the long June
afternoons and smoke, and chay, and
laugh boisterously. BSome of the men
who used to meot there became familiar
figures to my oye. Among the namber
was & youngg man who dressed splen-
didly, though somewhat flashily. From
my window across the streel, T eounld
see the sparkle of his dinmonds set
in his rings and pins. He wore u heavy
gold ehain and an eluborate char, and
carried o massive gold-beaded cane and
umbrella. 1should have guessed that

not have dared to commend his methnd
of getting it. Something in hls appenr
ance led me to Lelleve he could deal
himself an extra card, or turn a tramp
from the bottom of the deck. After ull,
had 1 scen him in different sureoonds
ings and in different company, I might
have been as favorably impressed with
him as when 1 was o young and
thoughtless *‘blossom” for whom he
used to wait ot the drug store on the
opposite corner Lo the saloon. [ do not
know how they became sequuinted, but
I have always doubted if they were for-
mally introduced to one another, e it
as it may, there came a time when the
manly young mechanic walked alone
once more. There were many other girls
going and coming, Lut he did not seem
to notice them. s eyes were usually
wandering toward the girl with the
pink eheeks und pink dress and ribe
bons, whom he often saw strolling
homeward with the young man who
wore the diamonds and fine clothes,
By and by there was a wedding up the
street somewhere; at the howe of o
widow lady, I suspected, for *Iilossom™
had never been accompanied by auy-
one whom I thought was father, or
brother, or sister; but T had on several
occasions seen her with a lady who up-
peared to be almost an invalid, and
whom [ guessed might be her mother, |
One morning a flne carringe drove by,
and *Hlossom,”" wearing o strikingly
large hat covered with white plumes,
occnpled u seat beside the yunng man
whom | had seen sitting in the shude of
the maple tree at the side of the sn-
loon. Later an express wagon prssed
in which were trunks 1 thought wmight
have belonged to “llossom.”

In the same old humdrum work-u-
doy manner men went and came, bnd
“Blossom's" pink cheeks and Liefght
eyes were not to be seen. The street
for a time scemod cheerless without
her; and I wondered if the world
missed her as 1 did, aud as 1 felt sore
the pale woman did whom I hnd seen
wallcing with her, The leaves on the
maple tree, through which the svwm-
mer sunshine and harvest moonbeams |
had splintered and sifted, Jost theie
bright green  hue. By wud by the
blighting kiss of the frost fell upon
them and in a eream  and  wseariet
blush of mingled death and glovy they
fell to the earth and were swept into
the gutter by the first breath of win-

ter, The snows-shromded  scason
stalked slowly past. The bare lmba
of the maple seemed like  uplified

hands plemding for the coming of the
sun and the south wind.

One morning a robin perched in the
branches of the maple, sounded the
first note of the coming spring, wnd, bes |
fore 1 searvely realized it, nuture had
thrown o blanket of glossicst green
over the lawns and fastencd it down !
with a thousand golden dandelions.
And the summer with her voloptuons
attendants came again, and joy ron |
riot throngh the hearts of men. Hug
“DBlossom™ tripped slong the street no
more; neither did the young mechunio !
pass that way as he once dil. Under |
my window I heard some one say he
had studied ont un invention for simplis
fying some process of manufacturing
and that he had become rich, In the |
aflternoon men sut in the shade of the
maple tree, bat the young man with |
the dismonds was not umong them,
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IT WAS ““BrLossoM," |

Only the pale woman remuined, and I
saw bher puss but once in a long time,
and then she was always alone and np-
peared to be in melancholy study. Bt
one day, however, she did not come
ulone, She carried a child in her ars,
and besiude her walked a woman dressed
in black, It was “Elossom.™ The pink
dress, the pink ribbons and the pink
cheeks were gone. After the two '
women had passed beneath the branches
of the maple tree and were well down
the street 1 heard one of the men sitting |
in the shade say: “He was shot, |
always expected he would get it some
time.” |

A year had elapsed, during which |
time “Blossom,” & sober matron
dressed in mourning, had passed my
window but three times, when thoe
clond that 1 had watched her through
lifted o little and the golden sunshiue
of hope was sprinkled neross her path-
way, and brought me joy as well.

Grateful am 1 that 1 one day saw
another earriage dash past my window,
in which were *Blossom's” mother, |
“Hlossom's"  baby and “Blossom's"
own fair self—pink dress, ponk rib- |
bons and, better still, pink cheelss—
and beslde her was the young mes
chanic, I have never seen any of them
since that day, but 1 am sure they are
all happier, though 1 do not know
where in this wide, strange worll they
may be. And I who from my Invalid's
¢hair see the spring sunshine once
more sifting throngh the maple leuves,
and bhear the tramp of hundreds of toil-
ors going to and from their work. have
a kindlier thonght for the fates that
guve my “hossom” “one more chance'
to procure the happiness that might
have been forever denied to her.

And I would that we all might be as
graciously favoredl. —Nixon Waterman,
in Banoer of Gold.

—Little Willie—*I'apa, when o man |
takes up the law it means he starts in
being a lawyer, doesn’t it?"  His Futher |
—"*Yes." “And when he's a judge and f
lays down the law is that shere he |

salutary basls of all good governmeat | by Lyd plenty of money, but I would | Field's Washington.
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SCIENCE AND INDUSTRY.

~The Swiss National council has ap-

fnted 120,000 francs (824,000) for

an exhibit at the world's falr of the

Swis watehmaking indastry, It also

approved subsidies for oxhibits of other

fndustries, Including femals work in
the manufacturing line.

— London manufacturcrs of musieal
{nstruments have discovered that the
sikill of their workmen has deteriornted
sinee theabolition of the apprentice sys-
tem, snd recommend a return to it
“with » view to raise the standard of
British workmanship in the trade.”

~The deep sen explorations that have
heon conducted by the Austrian govern-
ment in the eastern part of the Medi-
terranenn show greater depths than any
before recorded, and as & result, the
great depression of this sea must be
shifted considernbly east from its for-
mer central position on the maps.

~Miss Ormerod, an English woman

 who is enjoying a high selentific repu-

tution, bit the tall of a live triton some
yvenrs ago in order tostudy the effects of
the aerid seeretion the snimal gives ont
when angry. She was  selzed with
spasms and convalsions that lasted sev-
cra] hours, and o sore throat that lasted
as many days,

—More shingles are being shipped to
the enst from Puget Sound than ever
before.  Twenty to twenty-five ear-
londs go enst every day from Tacomn
alone,  Last year the out of shingles in
westorn Washington was 500,000,000,
and the sales aboat 425,000,000, This
year the ent will reach 1,000,000,000,and
the shipments 900,000,000.-N. Y. Post.

—The healthiost ehildeen are those
whose mother has not renched 356 years,
Thaose born of mothers between 45 and
49 yenrs of age are § per cont
wenler, and those of mothers of over 40
are ten per cent weaker,  The children
of nged futhers and younger mothers
Lhuve, na o general thing, o strong con-
stitution, but if the parents are of the
sume age, the children are less robust,

At the Royal gurdens in Edinburgh
I« 0 large insectivorons plant, of the
genus Rorideln, The plant is 8 native
of Tusmania. It is a branching bush,
with filiform leaves, more slender than
those of Drosera, and, like the Intter,
furnished with glandolar halres, with
which it enptures flies, The glandular

" hairs of the leaf of Drosera will not

maove on contuet with inorganic matter,
but will contenet on o minute piece of
fresh ment in the space of twonty see-
onids,  The [oseets most abundantly
capinred by Drosern are nnts,

~—It appears that what have been eon-
sidered o “gond, " L o, perfoctly distinet
specios of moths nnd batterflies, are
“wet season” and  “dry season forms
of the same inscet. Several so-enlled
spocios, some  described even by Line
nwus. have been shown by My, Jenner
Yelr to e such forms. We thns have
not only winter and summer forms, or
“wet senson™
andd “dry season” varleties of forms
Thus “specles” are more and more, as

; eloser observations are made, becoming

arbitenry, or artilicial sets of individ-
unls

—~The lighthouse board has received
information relating to o mougnesinm
flash light, which, it is said, is going to
prove fur superior to anything which is
yet known for lighthouse purposes,
The Hght, which was devised by Prof.
Schirm, of Berlin, Germany, is pro-
duced by blowing a small gquantity of
mugnesinm powder with a current of
nir, which has previously pussed through
pumiee stone seturated with bhenrine,
inte o benzine gas flame. The flash
prodoced is exeeedingly intense,.  With
the nse of ten centigrams of magnesium
powidor u flash of 400,000 candle power
can be pradoced, which ean be seen on
a clear sunshiny doy at a distonce of

' six miles,

—In Mindinae, the farthest south-
eastern Island in the Philippine group,
upon one of its mountains, the voleano
Apo, u purty of botanieal and ethno-
graphical explorers found rocently, at
the height of 24,000 fect nbove the sen
level, u colossul lower, The discoverer,
Dr.  Alexander  Schadenberg, conld
seoarcely belivve his eyes when he saw
amid the low-gzrowing bushes the jm-
muonse buds of this flewer growing like
glgnntic cabbage hewds, Dut he was
still more astonished when he found a
spechinen in full bloom, a five-petaled
flower nearly u yoard in diameter, as
lanrge as o carviage wheel, in  fact.
Weighing  these when  opportunity
served, It was round thatasiogle lower
welghed over 24 pounds,

HIS REASON.

Why “Arry"” Wished 1o Hnd Skis Like a
Negro.

Some people contend that the white
man is born with an antipathy for the
negro wnd ghat no nmount of legisla-
tion, argnmentation or exhortation will
ever induce him to regard his colored
brother as his soelal equaal, T used to ho
of thut oplnion, too, bul 1 have my
donbts sbout it now. This Is what
cansd me to donbtit:

some few months ago the firm en-
goged anew office boy. He was a bright
Httle chap. just toraed fourteen and

| fresh from Eogland, “Arrey,” the clovks
L eall him, becargse that is the way he

Arst pronounced his own namo when
reslood what it was. When he grows o
Bit Digger and acquizes o better knowl-
elge of Unitwd States English ho will
prnch somebody’s head for calling him
YArry,” und then he will be called
Narry. But that will make another
sivry when the time comes round,
“Arry" at onee strack wp o olose
friendship with the lttle colored er
rand boy in the office.  The pair often

| tale hitesoutof the same apple wnd
| otherwise

manifest  congenlality of
tartes and temperaments. ‘Fhe other
morning “Arry” showed up atthe oillee
with a dirty face,

*“(ro anvl wash yourself,” sald ene of
the clerks o hiw, reprovingly: Do
waut to be takaen for a nigger hoy,"

“Aray" shot an enviows glance at his
eoiared chum, und thenreplicd with the
utmos: serlonsness:

1 wish 1 was 1e ‘im; then when 1

quits?’  But his father told hom it was | dldo't wash my nce obiody wealdn'y
time he was in bed long ago.--Kute i know 1L."—N. Y. World
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