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A MOTHER’S BLESSING

BY L J.

' OUR home is just
beyond that point,
is it not, Frank?”

“Yes, captain.”

“It is too dark
for you to see t.”

“Yes; but I shall
be able to see the
signal.” '

“What signal,
Frank?”

“The light in the
window.”

“I do not exactly understand you,
I'rani.”

“Then 1 will explain to you, sir.
You know that I have been with you
seven years. In entering your service,
my mother gave me her blessing, and
comm'tted me to the eare of heaven
and yourself. I was seven years of
age the day I first sailed with you, and
I am fourteen now. Have I ever given
you any cause for complaint, sir?”

“Never, Frank. But what of the
light in the window?”

“Have you never heard me speak of
it before?”

“l have heard you speak of your
signals as you rounded this point;
but 1 supposed you referred to your
motler's ccitage or the lights burn-
ing in it.”

“It was to a light which burned in
one particular window at this dis-
tance ™

“I wiil tell you, and then you may
judge for ycurself. When I left home
my mother said to me: “Frank, you are
now going to sea. Most of your trips
will be made from New York to New
Orleans, and return. When you are
homewsard bound, you will pass that
point. If i: be in daylight, you can
sea our coitage; and if I am alive and
well, cur flag will be waving over it.
If it should be dark when you come
in sighit. you will see a light in the
window, for I shall know about the
time to lock for you, and as soon as
darkness comes on, the signal shall al-
ways be waiting.”

“And you have always seen that
light as you passed this point?”

“Always. This is the twenty-third
trip we have made and never but once
have we passed that cottage in day-
light. The signal is always there; and
I tell you, captain, it always makes
my heart bound with joy as I gaze up-
on it. I shal! see it again in a mo-
ment.”

“Would ycu not like to be set ashore
oppcsite your home, Frank?”

“1£ I could be spared, sir.”

“Yes. We are from a southern port,
and though our ship is perfectly heal-
thy, we will probably be obliged to re-
1 at quarantine for a time, as the
yellow fever is raging below. You
will have to join us before we go into
Nsw Yeork.”

“I would like to land, sir,” said
Frank, his face becoming very pale.

“You can do so. But what is the
matter?”

“T:ock yender, sir.”

“I see rothing in particular.”

“That is it sir. I cannot see it my-
sel!l"

“The signal?”

“Yes, sir; the light is not there.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes; and it should be, for we are
several days behind our usual time.”

“Perhaps that is the reason of it.
Your mother may think that we are in
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part, and be expecting you to enter the
house every moment.”

“Captain, something iz wrong, for
she never removes the light until I set
foot in the cottage, after it has once
been placed in the window.”

“Are you sure that you are in sight
of tke cottage?”

“Yes; for I can see it, although in-
distinctly, in the moon’s rays.”

“Well, we will land you, and you
can soon learn what is the matter.”

It required but a few moments to
set Frank Ludlow upon shore, and
with a heavy heart, he bent his steps
toward the home of his youth.

Frank had reached a little grove
whieh adjoined his youthful home; but
here he paused and stood for some
time in silence. Tears started into his
eyes, and he repeated the name of his
motker in a low tone. 'Then, as it
afraid to go forward anil satisfy him-
self, he called in a louder voice, and
gtill louder, but only an echo came
back to greet his ears.

A faintness came over the lad, and
he sank back upon the ground. But
he started to his feet again as if he
had been stung by a serpent. He had
seated himself upon freshly turned
earth, and its dampness chilled him.
He turned to look upon the spot, but
the tears blinded his vision. He brush-
ed them away, however, and then
gazed upon the earth where he had
sunk.

A fresh mound met his gaze. It was
a new-made grave; and, with a cry of
agony, the boy fell upon it. He call-
ed upon his mother to come hack, on-
ly for a moment, to bid him farewell
But silence, deathly silence, was

around him. Presently a hand touch-
ed him, and he started to his feet. He
recognized one of his neighbors, and
he asked:

“Loring, whose grave is this?”

“You were calling her name just
now,"'

My mother?”

“Yes, Frank.”

“Oh, tell me all about it, Loring.”

“Come Into the cottage first.”

The boy obeyed. As he entered the

. humble house where he had seen so

many happy days, it appeared to him
that he could hear his mother's volce
calllcg upon his name. He fancled
that he could hear her footsteps cross-
ing the apartment to meet him. But
she was not there. He entered the
room where the signal had usually
been placed, and gazed earnestly
around. Everything appeared to be
just as he had last seen it, and he could
not bring himself to believe that his
mother, who had embraced him at
parting only three months before, was
now sleeping in the eold grave.

He glanced toward the window. The
lamp was there, in its accmstomed
place, but it was not burning. The
boy approached and gazed upon it.
The wick was blackened and erisped,
showing that it had been lighted; but
the oil was entirely exhausted, showing
how it had become extinguished. Si-
lently the devoted son regarded this
evidence of a mother's remembrance
and love, and then, turning to the
neighbor, he asked: “Loring, how long
has my mother been dead?”

“She was burfed only yesterday.”

“Could you not have kept her body
until I came?”

“No; we did just as your mother in-
structed us to do.”

“How was that?”

“For a week befora her death your
mother kept that light burning in the
window.”

“She expected my return?”

G‘\'es-')

“Well, go on.”

“Five days ago your mother called
me to her side, and then asked me to
bring her the light. I did so. She
gazed upon it, and smiled. Then she
told me to fill it afresh and trim and
light it. I did so, and she told me to
set it in the window.”
bo“Bless her—bless her!"” sobbed the

Y.

“When I had replaced the light, she
said: ‘In an hour I shall be no more.
I should like to see my dear boy once
more, but I fear I shall not be able to
do so. But keep the light burning In
the window until the oil is exhausted,
and it goes out of itself. Then, and
not until then, place my body In the
grave. If my boy arrives, he will see
the light if it be still burning, and will
hasten here. He will gaze upon my
pale, cold face, and read there the
words of blessing I would speak. If
no light be burning, he will know that
his mother is no more; and, bending
over my grave, he will weep and
mourn my loss. But tell him I am not
lost. Tell him to look up to the blue
arch above him, and in heaven’s win-
dow he will see the light which his
mother placed there, burning brightly,
a signal and a beacon for him.’ Say-
ing this, she died.”

“And you did as she requested?”

“Yes; the grave was made in the
grove yonder. At sunset yesterday the
lamp went out, and we then placed her
poor bedy to rest.”

Frank Ludlow did not sleep that
night, but set himself to work to beau-
tify and ornament the spot where slept
that dear clay. When morning dawn-
ed, the fresh, green sod covered the
mound, and flowers had been planted
upon it. This done, with a heavy
heart, the lad set out to rejoin his
ship.

When he entered the cabin, the cap-
tain asked:

“Well, Frank, was the absence of
the light explained?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Why, was it not burning?”

“It has been transferred, sir, to one
of the windows of heaven. I shall only
see it when I have made my last voy-
age across the dark river of death.”

Frank set about his duties with ap-
parent cheerfulness; but it was evident
that he was heart-broken.

The ship was again upon its return
voyage from New Orleans. It was op-
posite the point where stood the lone-
1y cottage and where slept the mother’s
clay. The entire ship’s officers and
crew surrounded the couch of the dy-
ing boy. He asked:

“Captain, are we not near the cot-
tage?”

“Yes, Frank?”

“But can you see the light burning?”

“It is not burning there, Frank.”

“But it is burning up yonder, for I
can see it.”

The brave boy did not speak again.
He smiled, and his spirit passed
quickly away.

Did he not see the light his mother
had placed in the window of his heav-
enly home, even before he had reached
it?

A Lugubrious Predictlon.

Although the great Arago ealculated
that there was but one chance out of
£81,000,000 that the earth could be
struck by a comet, and although scien-
tific men think the collision would be
as bad for the comet as for Steven-
son's ‘‘coo,” a Vienna professor is
thoroughly convinced that on the 13th
of November, 1899, this mundane
sphere is to draw the one chance in
the celestial lottery, and it only re-
mains for him now to figure out wheth-
er our planet is to be reduced by the
ghock to impalpable dust or form oiher
comets and wreck other worlds, or
whether the mortal race is to be ter-
minated by asphyxiation. Both alter-
natives have their disadvantages, but
the world will breathe easier when
fully acquainted with the exact details
of its coming demise.

In some parts of South Africa, much
damage is done by baboons, which go
in large marauding parties to rob gar-
dens. . =

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.

SOME GOOD STORIES FOR OUR
JUNIOR READERS.

\What Mary Gave, True Story of a
Good Little Girl—The Romance of
Success and the Dreaming of Things
to Come.

A Nonsense Verse,

HE Runculorum in
[V & cave
Had dwelt
twenty years.
slept upon a
mushroom bed,
And watered
with tears;
Because, to tell the
truth, it had
Few hopes
many fears.

for
It
it

and

For instance, it was
quite convinced
That quince-and-apple jam,
eaten when the moon was full,
With Canterbury lamb,
Would make the kitchen chimney smoke,

. And cause the door to slam.

[t also had a firm belief
That those who climbed up trees,

And didn't previously rub
Some butter on their knees,

Would find thelr Sunday hats were full
Of ants and bumble bees,

“Whilst dangers such as these abound,”
The Runculorum ecried,
‘I don’t find life worth living, though
To do so I have tried.”
With that, it laid fitself upon
Its mushroom bed and died!
—Felix Leigh, in Little Folks.

What Mary Gave.

She gave an hour of patient care to
her baby sister who was cutting teeth.
She gave a string and a crooked pin
and a great deal of good advice to the
three-year-old brother who wanted to
play at fighing. She gave Ellen, the
maid, a precious hour to go and visit
her sick baby at home, for Ellen was a
widow, and left her child with its
grandmother while she worked to get
bread for both, She could not have
seen them very often if our generous
Mary had not offered to attend the
door and look after the kitchen fire
while she was away. But this was not
all Mary gave. She dressed herself so
neatly, and looked so bright and kind
and obliging, that she gave her mother
a thrill of pleasure whenever she
caught sight of the young, pleasant
face she wrote a letter to her father,
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swift or elow advancement to fortune,
position and reputation from meager
and unpromising beginnings. Every
man who, unaided by family influence
and fortune.makes his way to the front
by honorable industry and well direct-
ed ability, is a hero in the eyes of
youth—a hero who has sustained the
test of manhood, met the conditions of
worthy success, and passed victorious-
ly the obstacles which lie in every path
to fortune. Whenever such a man
tells the story of his success, he re-
veals the qualities which have brought
him influence, reputation and prosper-
ity, and demonstrates agailn the fami-
liar truth that a man's fate lies in his
character and not in his conditions;
that herolc resolve, unshakable pur-
pose, and courageous devotion are not
at the mercy of accident and the ca-
price of circumstanees, but work their
way and their will to the victorious
end. When the story of such a life !s
told, the eternal romance of all noble
striving pervades it; that romance
which shines upon the world in the
eyea of each succeeding generation of
youth, and which draws every ardent
spirit with irresistible insistence. For
the promise of life, intelligently under-
stood, is never broken to those who
are willing to meet the conditions of
its fulfilment; it is broken only to those
who misread it or who fail to stand
the tests which it imposes. The ro-
mance of the successful career lies in
the contrast between its meager prom-
fse and its noble achievement; be-
tween the materials with which it had
to deal and the imperishable uses to
which those materials have been
put.

A Fault Admlitted.

All kinds of things happen in news-
paper offices. Here is one, chronicled
by the Atlanta Constitution: A Geor-
gla farmer has a son who writes verse,
but is too modest to submit it for pub-
lieation. One day, when the farmer
was going to town, he took a bundla
of poems along with him and handed
them to an editor. “They're pretty
fair,”” said the editor. “His rhyme is
all right, but there's something wrong
with his feet.” *“Well,” said the farm-
er, “I won't deny it; he has got corns!"”

. A Little Mixed.
A tall man who had been speaking
with another man, and who wondered
why the other man acted so queerly,
says the Cleveland Leader, saw a boy

T{usery [ROhymes [ lustrated
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long time ago
Two little children,
names [ don't know,
e Summer's day, G
heard people say?
And when it was night,

So sad was their plight;
The sun it went down,

whose
Were stolen away on a fine

And lelt in a2 wood, as l've

THE oABES IN THE WOOD.

My dear, do you know how a

ML

And the moon gave no light !
They sobbed and they sighed, and they bitterly cried,
And the poor little things, thev laid down and died.

And when they were dead, the
robins so red

Brought strawberry-leaves, and
over them spread.

Aud all the day long they sang
them this song,

** Poor babes in the wood, poor
babes in the wood !

And don’t you remember the
babes in the wood ?”

i
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who was absent on business, in which
she gave him all the news he wani-
ed, in such a frank, artless way, that
he thanked his daughter in his heart.
She gave patient attention to a long,
tiresome story by her grandmother,
though she had heard it many times
before. She laughed at the right time,
and when it was ended made the old
lady happy by a good-night kiss. Thus
she had given valuable presents to six
people in one day, and yet she had
not a cent in the world. She was as
good as gold, and she gave something
of herself to all those who were s0
happy as to meet her.

The Romance of Success.
No stories are so enchanting to the
voung imagination, dreaming of things
to come, as those which narrate the

-

near his side trying to keep from
langhing. “What are you Ilaughing
at?” asked the tall man of the boy.
“I'm laughing at what you =said to that
man who just shcok hands with you,”
answered the boy. *“I don’t remember
that I said anything funny to him.”
“Well, when he asked you if you didn’t
know him, you said, ‘Your name is
familiar, but really I can't recall your
face!””

Of the candidates for the British

army who fail to pass the tests four !

out of five are rejected becanse of de-
fective vision. The “eye-sight” test
consists of being able to count eorreet-
Iy with both eyes, as well as each eve
separately, a number of small black
dots exhibited on a card ten feet from
the candidate.
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HURRIED TO CANTON. |

THE PRESIDENT'S MOTHER IS

STRICKEN.

Word Is Sent to the Presldent and ¥He
Leaves Washington for Canton to e
at the Bedside of the Afilicted—The
Recovery of Mes. MeKinley Constderod
Yery Doubtful.

The President’s Mother S“trickon.

CANTON, 0., Dec. 3.—Mrs. Nancy
Allison MecKinley, mother of the pres-
ident, was stricken with paralysis
yesteray morning and it feared that
her death is only a question of a
time.

The paralysis at present is of but
a-mild form, but owlng to her extreme
age, nearly 89 years, Dr. Phillips, the
attending physician, can give but little
hope to the family. Mr. Abner McKin-
ley, of New York, has been visiting
her for a foew days and when his
mother was stricken this morning im-
madiatley communicated with the
president by telephone, The latter
asked if he better start at once, to
which Abner McKinley replied he had
best wait a further report from the
physician, who would make a call in
time to advise by 1 o'clock,

The physician’s statement to the
family was that there was little doubt
that the attaclk would ultimately re-
sult in death, but that there was no
indication as yet as to when the end
might come. The attack was very
light and in a younger person would
not necesarily be regarded as danger-
ous, but to one of her advanced years
there is every piobability that the at-
tack would become aggravated. The
end, he said, might be in a short time
or it might be in a week or even
longer interval.

WASHINGTON, Dee. 3.—President
MecKinley left the eity at 7:39 o'clock
last night over the Pennsylvania rail-
road to hasten to the beside of his
sick mother at Canton, where he will
arrive today. With him went Judge
Day, assistant secretary of state. The
president had made hurried arrange-
ments for his departure, and during
the afternoon disposed of a large vol-
ume of business awaiting his atten-
tion. He reached the station unatiend-
ed a few minutes before the time for
the train to leave. Desiring to avoid

any demonstration the president in-
strueted the coachman to drive to the
baggage entrance, where Assistant
Secretary Day, Seecretary Porter and |
Executive Clerk Cortleyou awaited |
him.

The president's stay at Canton will |
depend upon the condition in which
he finds his mother, If she improves
he will return to Washington in time |
for the opening of congress and later
go again to Canton.

CANTON. 0., Dec. 3.—The presi-
dent and all other members of the
McKinley family not already here, are
en route to the bedside of Mother Me-
Kinley tonight. The message from the |
president was addressed to his brother
Abner, who has been visiting at the
home of their mother for several days. |
It caused the mother much cheer and |
comfort. .I

The president had not yet been sum- |
moned to the bLedside of his aged
mother, who, no doubt, is rapidly
nearing the end. But true to the de- |
votion he has alwayvs shown for wife |
and mother, he econld no lonzer re- |
main, knowing that Iss mother was
seriously ill. Without waiting for ths |
telephone messzge which had beem |
arranged for at 5 o'clock, he began |
preparations for coming to t‘nn.‘un.|

Mrs. A. J. Dunean, of Cleveland, a |
daughter of Mother MeKinley, who is |
in Chicago visiting her daughter
Sarah, who is attending school there,
telegraphes that she would be in Can-
ton this moraning. Miss Helen McKin-
ley makes her home here with her
mother.

What was feared when Mrs. Naney
Allison McKinley was stricken with |
a slight attack of paralvsis, to-
night rezarded as almost a ceriain- |
ty: that is the early death of the pres-
ident’s mother. i
she w gradually
members of the fa
was slowly sinkinz, alth
fell in the semi-ecomat
in the day there was
preciable change.

Dd. Philiips thinks the
meits of the nizht will
matter. He exnects no mats }
before merning, Althoush he arr:
to call at any time durinz ths
that he may be summoned,
for the hetter hv
regard as an indica
ary rally, and that
come for time, Shole
morning condition be for the
he expects the patient to =i
ranidly. The disease, he s
primarily paralysis, but senility
resuit of old age, which has pro
partial paralysis. In such eases he savs |
there is a general breakine dawn of
the powers and nothing Jeft
which to build up strenzsth and ihc
Lasis of recovery.

The doetor said
MeXinley that there was some
evidenee that the faeial expressions
of the patient were
they were early in the day. this heinz
noticeahle when enceavorzad to
comply with his reguest 1o show her
tongue, althouzh she was uaable to do
this.

The patient is taking lionid nourish- |
ment at intervals. and will not suTer |
from want of foed, Mr, '
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Abner MeKin-

ley said last night that he thouzht his |
mother 1 inl and he |
feared the end was not far off.
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Nartinral Prison Congrese, i
AUSTIN, Tex. Derc. 2—The Na-|
tional Prison Congress of the [Uniten
States was convened in this 0=
right in a four days’ session. Cav-
ernor Culhertson, on the nart of the
state, and Mayor Hancock, on the nare |
of the city. welcomed the visitors and
President Roeliff Brinkeroff of Mans-
field, 0., delivered his annual address |
thanking the citizens of the ecitv of
Anstin for entertaining them, and re- |
viewing the prison association sinca |
its incipiency. |
|

[ |

|

city

The navy department has finally ac-
cepted the gunboat Vicksburg.

| Christmas present
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Professor Holhmes,

Prof. George Frederick Holmes of
the university of Virginia, who hams
just died at the age of scvenly-seven
yenrs, wns a native of England. “He
was a brilliant man,” says the Baltl-
more Amerlcan. “He was the second
oldest member of the faculty, and was
noted for his remarkable promptness
in attending uia classes, missing not
more than flve lectures during his
forty vears’ term of eoffice. He was
retired from work at the beginning of
this session, being unable to go with
hie lectures longer on accaunt of fall-
ing sight and bodily strength. His
abilitr as a writer and eritic was
marked, he having written innumer-
able essays on political questions and
numerous school books, particularly
for use in southern school and col-
leges.”

Ahrahnm Lincoln.

Austin Gollaher, the old boyhood
friend of Abraham Lincoln, sald ge-
cently: “Abe always remained at the
head of his class, and 1 never knew
him to be turned down. His studious
habits made him a favorite with the
teacher, which cansed a great deal of
jealousy among his eclassmates toward
him, and, not being gonerally liked
anyhow, It made him very unpopular.”

Whittier's Mol -sty.

Mrs. Alice Freeman Palmer tells a
story [llustrating the almost boyish
modesty of the poet Whittier, A little
woman foreed her way into the pen-
etralia of a Boston mansion, when
Whittier was visiting there, and,
clasping both the poet’'s hands in her
own, exclaimed: “Mr. Whittier, this
{8 the supreme moment of my life!™
Whittier stood first on one foot and
then on the other, withdrew his hands
and clasped them bchind hig baek, and
replied prosaicially, “Is it?”

Lupton, 1L, Nov. 6§, 1807,
French Chemical Company,
356 Dearborn St., Chicago.
Gentlemen - —

Enclosed please find one dollar for which
send me a bottle of your Anti-Nevral-

fque. You senta bottle to my mother
ast week and it acted like n charm. She
has been a great safferer of neuralgin of
the head and stomach and around the
heart and never took any remedy that re
lieved her so quickly as this wonderful
medicine did.

I thank tiod for giving yon the power to
make such a wonderful remedy and I
hope you may prosper.

Send as socn as possible to,

Mary E. Perkins,
Lupton F. 0., Illinois.

Clarence Cock will contribute to the
December Century an article on Mr.
Clement C. Moore, who wrote the fam-

! ous poem “A Visit from St. Nicholas.”

The verses were written in 1822 as a
for Dr. Moore's
children. A young lady visiting the
family copied the poem into her album
and sent it, snknown to the author,
to the editor of the Troy “Sentinel,”
who printed it without author’s
name in the issue of that journal for
December 23, 1823.
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Repuatations Made In a Day
Are precious searce.  Time tries the worth of
a man or medlelne. Hostetter's Stomach Bit-
ters Isa forty-five years' growth, and like

| those hardy llchens ihat garnish the erevices

of Alaska's rocks, It tlourishes perennially,
and Its reputation has as tirm a base as the
rocks themsel ves. No medicine is wmone high-
ly recarded ns aremedy for fever and ague,
Lillous remittent, constipation, liver and kid-
uey disuorders I matisin.

Nerviolsness At rhenmi
It is hetter to sav a little
than you mean than to mean a little
worse than vou say.

warse

We wish to call attention to the ad-
vertisement in this issne of the Na-
tional orrespondence Institnte of
Washington, I €. This institution is
thoroughly reliable and we cheerfully
recoinmend them to our remders Ry
college education at h I
advancement educational

ome shows Wl
in
matters,

The average weekly loss of vessels
en the seas throughout the world
twalve,

13
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Pito’s Cure for UConsumotion is onr
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According to an eminent doctor. the
excessive use of salt tends to paralyze
the sense of taste.

WHAT SHALL |

You can easily s¢

GIVE FOR CHRISTMAS?
ie this quastion by gend ng

«I Catalogue, show-
5t wutifal things in Jewelry
and Silverwares of Mermod & Jaceard

r. Locust,
who will also. If vou will eaolags 5

wr A,

you a Solid Silver Handlad Nail File,

St. Louts,

s=nd

the

I-v:.mplc}:.'s-s of Hartford Street
Railway company bave been ordered

nct to chew tobaceo while on duty.

TO CURE A COLD 1IN ONE DAY.
Talke Laxative Broma Quinine Tablots. Al
Druggisisrefund the money \f it falls tocure. 25g

Xilitary Compliment — Lieutenant—
Good evening, miss! Yonu look like a
regiment of rose-buds tonight.—Flie
gende Blatter.

‘SEY!OE !._h-> establishment of a crema-
tion society in France 20,000 bodies
bhave been cremated in Paris,

In giving fh"nkq"nr_ \.'o__
_ § thanks for your blessings
don’t forget the criticisms
recefved. i e
Train the grovﬁﬁg_t
dead and injured limbg
moving later on,

so that only
Wil necqd ree
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