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WHEN THE COWS COME HOME

The light oa the mountain falls aslant;
The birds in rhe bush are still;

The cricket chirps in the pasture plant
Whea the cows come over the hill.

The swallows circle above the saves;
A pale star mounts the aky;

The sqnirrels rustle the golden sheaves
Whesn the cows are passing by.

Ovwer the valley the shadows creep,
Dark’ning the green of the pine:

Dvvwn in the garden the honeybees sieep,
Missing the brearh of the kine.

The tinkle of balls is sweet to my ear,
But sweeter the words of & song
That the singer is alowly hringing near

As she follows the cows aloug.

Bhe wings of u lover whose faith is fast
Wherever hin footsteps roam:
And ber cheek grows red when we meet at
lwwt,
As the cows are pearing home.
—New Bahemian.

FAIRBAIRN'S START.

Fajrbalrm's a successful man—es-
pecially since his wife's money has en-
abled him to write at lelsure—and he's
clever, hut 1 do think he lacks resource.
Be¢ here, this s from the morning
paper

“A sale of autograph lettern was held
yesterday at the rooms of Messrs. Leth-
bridge. White & Co., when some high
prices were recorded.

“A small 1ot of six very early and in-
teresting letters written by Charles
Iickens when he was reporting for the
Morning Chronicle fetehed $400; two
ghort notes by Lord Tennyson, written
prior to his marriage in 1550, and hav-
fng reference to ‘In Memoriam.' sold
for $41; 4 four-page letter written by
John Ruskin in 1842 was bought for
$36.70: three early letters written by
John Fuirbairn and the title page of
the original manoseript of s famous
novel. “The Vision of I'resent Things,’
were secured by Mr. Watehet, nfter
brisk competition. for $76

A hateh of |

twenty short notes and post cards by |

Mr. Gladstone fetehed $42 and a fow
minor lots were disposed of

That's how things stand today with
Fuirbairn; angthing of his sells—in-
cluding hix nutograph.

But four years ago his position with
the public was very different, and 1
am going to tell you how small & thing
wias redlly the torning push which |
vesread the
and then set it falr for his future.

Falrtairy and | both played at heing
barristers after we left Oxford, and
both found it necessary to Jdo hread-
and-hutter work for journals
editors considerad our stull worth pay-
ing tor.

This went on for o conple of years,

wliose

when, by the death of a relative I|

came into n working share of & patent
pill.  From that time | found ample
wpeape for my lterary ability lo writing
advertissments for the pill

| splesroomsx and gave in all the letters
| ineluding Fairbnirn's

meedle ronnd on the :Hul.‘

But Fairbalrn had te keep hig nose |

to the grindstone and wanted the leis
ure to do his hest work: and then got
engaged to Eliner Hay. Her father.
Andrew oy, was a wealthy north
country manufacturer  retired  from
business. & man of whims und croch-
ets, which were strong In proportion
to thelr nnrensonableness

Among his erotehets were an absunl
helief in Bloxam's pills, which can’t

| each of them privately to bid for these

hold an fovalid’s night Hght o wine: ‘

a fapey for horsebair sofas aond dio-
fng-room chalrs, which besides being
most uncomfortabie and slippery, are
terribly woeuaring on one's Irousers: ab
extranrilinary opinion of  sucees=Til
and well-konown authors aml an eotive
contempt for those not cwminent

But the mnn was a curiosity in oth-

er waye. e would spendd large suins
on hiz hobbies, the collecting of old
silver plate and autograph letiers, and
yer 1 bolleve e was alwost parsiwoni-
ous abont his household expenditures.

They were afraid to tell old Hay
Aot thelr engagement, for Elinor told
Falrbalrn -who was quite frank with
her dbout s wenns—in what light her
father regarded authors who hiad yet
1o nrrive

And =o the affair was very awkwari-
ly shaped. and Fairbairn, who pow
Hyedd near me at Kentley—he had given
up the Temple—wag perperually ask=
fug me wiat be ought to do.

He dido't Hke Keeping his engnge-
ment dark. amd he dido't want to ruan
the risk of being told by old Hay noet to
£ 1o hils (Hay s house quy more.

Thix wns ai the time when “shilling
shockers™ were very popular, amd, to
give Fairbairn n leg up, 1 suggested
he should write one for me. full of in-
terest—after the siyle of “Dr. Jekyll
and Mr, Hyde"—but .should let the
mgic medium be finally revenled in
the last chapter ax Pinkerton's  Pills
Instesd of the powders brought in by
R. L. Stevenson.

But Fairbairn would have nothing to
do with It, (Bubsequently, 1 had a nov-
el written for me on this plan. It went
splendidly, and some of the reviewers
—who. T am told, don't always rend the
bocks they review—never spotted the
{den, and the thing was n hnge s
CERE.)

One afternoon, after about tliree
months of this clandestine engnge-
ment, Miss Hay was ealling on my wife,

. who was In the secret, and, when ask-

Ingusto go to dinner at Eastbrook, said

ta me: “1 do wish. Mr. Mildmay, you

would think of some pian to make fath-

er think more of John; It Is mo
. L

“Mins Hay,” ] answered, as a thought
fisshed on me. “Let us make a eom-

I 1 succeed {n making your fath-

: __d.lohl;nuam.
.’rlli-f A first-class
knew, &
free pilla for

|
|

& g2 Pt )
o«
- . — -

Fairbaimn's flancee was 30, and she
had coafided to my wife that she
ceuldn’t touch the money that came to
ber from her mother If she wmarried
without her father's consent under the
age of 25

On the following Mooday I went to |
dinper at Mr. Hay's. The ounly other |
guests were Falrbalrn and u Miss Pet-
res—a friend of Elinor's.

After dinner the old man got show-

but a8 & bid of §10 was quietly offeved
by one of my agents | whispered to
Hay, “Falrbalrn's letters are being
offered.”

“Twelve dollars,” came sharp from
another of my six bidders, and “§157
fromw another on Hay's left. The old
geutleman looked puszied.

“Twenty,” called out my "F* man,
who sat on the other side of the table;
20" “$30” and “$40” were quickly

ing us some of his things, and Falr
bairn, at my adviking, played up to
old Hay and admired bis sutograph
letters when he pulled out his port-
folios. |

I remember one he showed us wns &
little serap written by Charles 11, when
s boy to lils guardian, the earl of New-
castle, who had been chiding him for |
not taking his medlcine:

“My lord, 1 would not have you take
too much phisick; for It doth allwales
make me worse, and I think it will do
the like with you,” ran this letter, and
I nearly sent Hay into a fit when I
suggested he should lend it to me for
fac simile production, with the addi-
tion, “Take Pinkerton's Pills.  Charles
P (Mr. Hay died Iast year and his
daughter recently gave we Charles
IL's letter. You may ke to see it au
naturel before [t goes on the hoard
ings.)

Later In the evening the old gentle
man showed me some recent neguisi-
tions, and among them wuas an early
létter e had bought, at a high price,
written by George Meredith

“That's what 1 call an author, sirl”
he exclalmed, as he gazed at his pur-
chase: “1 haven't read Lim and | don't
know what he writes about, but It's
good enough proof for me of hils posl-
tion when 1 have 10 pay in bank notes
for his letters” And the old man glanc-
ed disparagingly in Falrbairo's direc
tion

This remnrk at ance suggested to me
my plan of action. 1 thought it out as
I went home and the pext Jday set 10
work

First, | went to o wellknown London
dealer in auntographs and hought M'.'-'-|
worth of letters. 1 added to these
wiel ineluded one hy Carlyle and two
of Thaekerny's—a couple of potes writ- |

| ten to me some vears ago by Fairbaim |

and which 1 had bunted up smong my |

| papprs

1 then went to one of the lterary

with a commls- |
sion for their sale at the next auction
At the same time I obialned from
the mansger the names and adidresses
of half s dozen regular attendants at
their auctions, and, calllng & hansom, |
went to see each of them. My formula
was the same n each case. 1 said: “At |
Blank's sale next Tuesday sowe of |
Johin Falrtairn's letters will b 1-ur|
“1' L] . [ o
“Whao's John Falrbalrn?™ was the
fnvarinble question that was ioter
Ilup&l'tl |
»Ho's the author of ‘Lucy Armitage
and—er—er, why, surely you Know
him¥”
Bat none of the 8ix men did. so T told |

two letters of Falrbairm's for wme. 1
pamed my price Hmit ot £330 for bidder
“A" and ot $75 for bidder “F.7 letting
my limit to the four others (nerease I
£5 from $50 10 $75, They all thouglit
I wis mad, T suppose. but as T pabd the
necessary deposit they agresd to bid
for me.

1 hixed pat my plan In shape. and now
sot about the most effective denone-
ment of it as regards old Hay, Two !
days liter 1 received from the sales
rooms a printed catalogue, which con
tafned parthimiaes of e lefters T had
glven in for the sale, tud which ilidd
nat mention my name a8 the owner of
'Il““l.

With this in my pockes, T went over
to Fasthrook in the evenlng, as |
sometimes did, for o game of biIHairds,
il during the game, turned the talk
on to Hay's hobby

“Ry the way, | was so
with those autographs you showed e
list Monday that T s thinking of
making a collection.”  Hay pricked up
i s @t this, apd 8t onee assented 1o
wy request that ke wonld give me the
benetit of his experience,

fiteepestanl

“[ got this estalogue to-day  from
Blank™,” 1 went on, s I took It from
miy pocket. “You might look through
tt dand mark what yon think likely.”
And 1 gave the eatalogue to him and
tonk np my e,

Hay hind not looked long at the st
pefore he exclapmed, “Who is  thin?
Jobn Fairbalrn, two  early  Jettors?
Who's John Fairbalen?™ (That  wax
the seventh time of asking.)

“Why, you know Fairbalen, Mr Hay

i dlimed bere last Monday.”

“What? Him! Who the devil wonts
tiis letiers, T should ke to know ¥

“Your stroke, sir,” T ealil, “and let me
tell you that Falrbalrn ix & long way
higher up the lndder than T fancy you
think he Is—from vour remark”

sNopsense! replied the ol gentle-
pinn, as be slammed the red inte a bot-
tom pocket,

1 went on with my stroke, nnd. be-
fore 1 left, we arrnuged 1o meet  at
Blunk’s,

Ax the sale progressed 1 wecured some
of the minor Hems marked. and my
Cardgle and Thackerny letters wers
bought by Hay Wmeelf, who bld for
thew after nuking mwe it 1 intended 1o
secnire them, The prices fetehed were
wore than 1 had pald for them on the
preceding Toesdoy.

It wax very fanny 1o wateh the aues
tionerr as he anpounced, “Two early
Jetters by John Falrbalrn.”

He did pot want to give himself
away an a connoluseur, and so his volce
lacked the smack of Importance which
it had when he annousced some of the
other lots, Om the other hand, he did
not want to appear at fault as an nuc-
tioheer, and so between the two mega-
tive wants Mr. Quilter looked falrly

' of adverttsements for Pinkerton's pills

reached before old Hay could get back
the breath be had lost in bis first gasp
of astonishment,

Leaning towand him, | whispered, for
I saw he was bit:

“Shall 1 bld¥

“No, no; leave it to me,” he muttered,
as Le wopped lilw head in & dazed way.
“This beats me, but they must be
worth baving, or Potter and Hayman
and the others wouldn't be so keen.”

“Fifty dollars” was reached. when to
my luiense surprise Mr, Hay called out
“$55.” and as be was at once taken up
and passed by my man “C"” 1 leansd
back in my chair and falrly luxuriated
in the sceue. The ordinary habitues
of the salesroom were completely pon-
plused; but Hay did oot potlce it: he
was too much engrossed. A bid of $65
had come from my fourth limit man
and Hay chimed in, only to be cut out
by my fifth string with $70.

With a thump on the table Hay look-
ed at the suctioneer and gasped §T5.
A fina! glance round, the maller fell,
and Mr Hay had bought two of the
desplised John Falrbalrn's letters!

Of course this settled the whole thing,
for Hay wax the last man ever o go
back on hig own Judgment. As we
went out together he sald to me:

“You must forgive me for whar I
nafd the other evening about Mr. Fair-
bairn, I had no idea he stod so high
But you ean't have 8 surer test of a
man's position than the price his letters
fetel”

I murmured a8 polite rejoinder, and
sald: “Your mistake was quite pardon-
uhle, Mr. Hay, for Falrbalrn In one of
those guietly brilliant men who are
really right up at the top of the tree,
but who make no fuss of self-advertise
ment.”

“Yes yes: It must be so, and 1 must
muke amends for my mistake. Will you
come aud meet him at dipner on Fri-
duy ¥

Omn the morning after the dinner Falr-
b irn formally proposed for Miss Hay,
aued her father at once consented,

Rhe gave my artist the pecessary sit-
tings for “Brought Up on Plokertons
Pills" oue of the best posters 1 have
ever dsedl, aud the marringe took place
withiy thres montls

The Income from hig wife's money
was ot for long needed by Falrbaim,
for the report of the sale of his letters
brought bim  ipto prominent notfoe,
and bis own clever work cemented his
TR R

But yon can now see why T started
by saying that Fairbalrn lacks re-
souree, because he might bave thought
of the plan himself; but, then, he is
werely o talented man—Le lins not the
geuius which is at the call of a writer

Sketel

sSuspicions of “ Dem Feer”
“Yos boss, 'se frozen ma feet, dat's
shore "nufl,” suld a col-
ored longshoreman 1o an inspecting
phiy=leian in one of the higeity hospitals.

“rhat's baed Joek, How dbl it hap
ey sk the visitor

SAVOLL B owas Jes this way, bBoss:
i long the watih pretiy late

ones nlghit. o

waol s ilotie

wis W\
thiemn vale nights we

had a whlle ago. Tuesday, | think it
was  Let's see—todday s Sunday
Yex ‘twins ins Tuesday, 1 got preny
cole by feet aml they felt Kinder

Lt 1 dida't thing nothin® of jt

¥ see,

UL L b
I was spestin’ @ steadner i,
an’ dulicn think much "bont fua feer ',
Next day ey was Kipder gueer
by 1 didn’t Dot hier Thurs-

likar,

T I ITH

duy ‘twax that they got sorter sore, s
Friday they was wns, Felt preny bl
Friday. Cowme Saturday 1 couldn't
stan’ 1t po longer.  They bart senn”

lous, an' | says to ma wife, Josephine,’
ays [, Use gwinter to take off tin
shoes an' see 'f ther aly't sump'n the
L tter wiv e feet. An' U8 Jus" as
| tellin’ you, boss, They was Lofe froge ”
| —New York Press

Prohibition in Fittsburg.

A practical probibition  twoveient
L sy st rredd by the women of Pitgs
barg.  Abount 28 woipen., represent-
Ing nine denominations of the o vangeli-

len) churches of Plttsbure 454 Alle-
| gheny., unanimonsly adopral the fol-
Hlowing resolution: “We pledge ourselves
nol to use any refreshments containing
aleahol in our homes, or patronize oa-
terers who insist on nsing lguors in
thodr ices nud desserts. We urge Chirls-
tinn minlsters 1o preach npon thin sah-
Jeet and also upon eard-playing and
gusstionable amusements, which are
s demornlizing.”  The secretary was
instructed to forwand a message of ap-
preciation to Miss Morton, sister of ec-
retary Morton, 1o Mrs, Cleveland and
to members of the cabinet

The Books Were Confiscated.

The Prussing police In Behleswig
linve averted what they no donbt re-
garded am m serious danger 1o (he
mighty German emplire, They have dis-
ecoversd and prompily confiscated a
aumber of books wlilch bore on their
covers the naddonal fag of Denmark
The contents of the books were not loas
dangerous than the covers, for they
consisted of nursery storics ainl instrue-
tone In cookery.

Aa Appropriste Gify
fervant—3Mra Borrowell sends word
that ale’s got callers, and wounld you
lend her a litile cake.
Mistress—Yen, send her soma aponge
rake.—"hiladeiphia Record.

Jea Joe Miller, Vol. B, Page 1.
Has anybody yet remarked since the
days of Harvey that the circulation of
the blood was in veln?—Richmond Dig-

pateh.
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THE WINTER BLASTS.

REV. DR. TALMAGE SHOWS HOW
TO WARM THE WORLD.

A Unique Text and a Powerful Bor-
mon—-The Effect of the Untimely
Cold— Warmth of the Church of God
—The World's Fireplace.

Our Weekly Bermon.

The freesing blasts which have swept
over the country at the time we expected
spring weather make this sermon espe-
cially appropriste, Dr. Talmage's text
was Pralm exlvil, 17, *Whe can stand
before his cold T

The almanac says that winter i ended
and apring bas come, but the winds, and
the frosts, and the thermometers, i some
places down to zero, deny it. The psalmist
lived in & more genial climate thun this,
and yet be must sometimens have been cut
by the sharp weather. lu thix chapter he
speaks of the suow like wool, the frost
like ashes, the hailstones like marbles and
describes the congealment of lowest tem-
perature. We have all studied the power
of the heat. How few of us have studied
the power of the frost? “Who can stund
before his cold?' This challenge of the
text has many times been scoepted,

Oet. 189, 1812, Napoleon's great aruy
began its retreat from Moscow. One hun-
dredd and fifty thousand men, 000
harses, 00 pieces of cannon, 40,000 strag
glers. It was bright weather when they
started from Moscow, but soon something
wrathier then the Cossacks swooped upon
their fanks. An army of arctic blasts
with icicles for bayonets and hailstones
for shot, and commanded by voice of tem
pest, murched after them, the fying ar-
tillery of theé heavens in pursuit.  The
troopw at nightfall would gather into vir
cles and huddle themaelves together for
warmth, but when the day broke they
rose not, for they were dead, and the
ravens came for their morning meal of
corpees, The way wan strewn with the
rich stuffs of the east, brought as booty
from the Hussian enpital, An invisible
power seized 100,000 men aud hurled
them desd into the spowdrifts and on the
hard surfaces of the chill rivers and into
the maws of the dogw that had followed
them from Moscow, The feezing borror
which has appalled history was proof to
all ages that it is & vain thing for any
enrthly power to accept the challenge of
my text, “Who vould stand before his
cold?* In the middle of December, 1777,
at Valley Forge, 11,000 troops were, with
frosted enrs anid frosted hands and frosted
foor, without shoes, without hlunkets, Iy
ing on the white pillow of the snowbank

Frigid Horrora.

As during our civil war the ery was,
“Om to Richmond!™ when the troops were
tot peady th march, so dn the Revolution
ary war there was n demand for wintry
camprign until Washington lost his squi
liticinm and wrote emplastically, “T assure
those gentlemen it is ensy enough seated
by a good Greside and in oomfortable
homes to draw out campuigne for the
American army, but 1 tell them it s not
wo cnsy to lie on a BMeak hillside, without
biankets and without shoes.”  Oh, the
frigid borrors that ghthered armund the
Americun Rrmy in the
Valley Forge was one of the tragedios of
the century. Benumbesd, senseless, denid?
“Who can stand before his enld?" “Not
we,” mny the froeen lips of Bir Joha
Franklin aud his men, dying in arctic oy
ploration.  “Not wa,”
and bis crew, falling ek from the fort
rewses of jee which they had tried in youn
to enptore. “Not we.” say the abandoued
and crushied decks of the Tutrepid, the e
sintatice and the Jeaunette,  “Not we,”

way the procession of Americal Waryrs |

returned home for American sepulture, T
Long and his men.  The highest pillnes of
the carth are pillars of ee—Maut Blane,
Jungfean, the Matterborn,  The largest
gallerien of the world are galleries of e
Some of the mighty rivers mueh of the
yenr are o captivity of lee, The groatest
senlptors of the ages are glaciers, with
wrim wid band sod chisel and hammer of
o, Thie eold is imperial and bas a crown
of glittering crystal and s sedted on s
throne of ice, with footstool of jee and
seepter of fee, Who enn tell the snfferings
of the winter of 145, when all the birds
of Germany perished, or the winter of
158 in Kogland, when the siages rolled
o the Thames and temporary bouses of

werchnndise were built oo the loe, or the |

winter of 1821 in America, when New
York hurbor was frozen over and the
Denviest toams crossed on the iee 1o Star
en Island? Then come down to our own
winters, whon there have betn so many
wrapping themselves bn furs, or gathering
theniselyes nround Bres, or thensliing their
arms aboul them to revive cireulation

the millions of the temperate and the are
tic zones who are compeiled o confess,
“Notte of us cun stand before his cofd.™

Firclome Homens,

One half of the industries of our day are
employed in batthog inclemency of the
wedather. The furs of the north, the cot-
ton of the south, the fax of our own Gelds,
the woul of vur own Hocks, the coual frvem
our own mives, the wood from our own
forests, all vmployed in battling these in
clemencies, and still every winter, with
blue lips and chattering testh, answors,
“None of us cau stund before his eolid”™
Now, thin Leing such a cold world, God
sends out inflnences to warm it. 1 am
glnd that the God of the frost is the God
uf the hent; that the God of the snow s
the God of the white blossowms; that the
God of Japunry In the God of June. The
questivg aw to how shall we warm this
world up i & question of Immedinte wnd
all encompassing practicality.  In this
gone nid weather there are so many fire
lews. heartlis, so mangy broken window
panen, so many defective roofs that sift
the snow, Coal and wood and Hanncls
and thick coat are better for warming up
stich n pince than tracts and Bibles nyl
evroede. Kindle that fire where it ine gogo
out; wrap something aronnd those shiver-
ing limbs; shoe (eowe bare foet; hat that
bare head; coat that bare back; sjeeve
that bare arm.,

Nearly nll the pictures of Martha Wash-
ington represent her in courtly dress as
wowed to by foreign embassadors, hut
Mrx, Kirkland, In her interesting book,
givix A wore inspiring portrait of Martha
Whashington, Nhe comes forth from ber
husband’s but in the encgmpment, the
hut 18 feet Jong by 314 feet wide—ashe
vomes forth from that het to nurse the
wivk, 1o sow the patched garments, to con-
sole the soldlers dy of the rold, That
i = better pictore of Martha Washington,
Huudreds of garments, hundreds of tons
of coul, hnndreds of glasiers at broken
window sashes, bundreds of whole souled
men and women, afe Decessary (o warm
the wintry weather. What are we doing
to alleviate the condition of those not so
fortunate ss we? Know ye not, my

- L T

wimter of 17771

answer Schwatks |

| . ‘!r ‘I\‘.

there are hundreds of theusands

he gave them & good dinner.

When | was a lad, | remember seeing
two rough woodcuts, but they made more
impression upon me than soy pictures 1
have ever seen. Théy were on wpposite
pages. The one woodeut represenied the
coming of the snow ln winter and s Indd
looking out st the door of & great man-
sion, and he was all wrapped in furs, aud
his chevks were ruddy, and, with glowing
conntenanos, he shouted, “It snows! It
snows!” Oun the next page there was &
miserable tenement, sud the door was
open, and 8 child, wan and sick and rag-
ged and wretched, was looking out, and
he sald, *Oh, my God, it snows!” The
winter of gladness or of grief, according
to oor eircumstances. But, my friends,
thers m more than vne way of warming
up this cold world, for it is & cold world
in more respeects than one, and I am bhere
to consult with you as to the best way of
warming up the world. I want to have a
great hester introduced into sll your
churches and all your homes throughout
the world, It is & heater of divine patent
It has many pipes with which to conduct
heat, and it hinw & door in which to throw
the fuel. Onee get this heater ntrodoced,
and it will turu the arctic zone ioto the
tempernte, and the temperate into the
tropien, It is the powerful heater; it is
the glorous furnaee of Christinn sym-
pathy. The question ought to be, instead
of how mueh hewt ean we gbsorb, How
much heént ean we throw out? There are
men who go through the world foating
feehorgs.  They freewe everything with
their forbidding lovk. The hand with
which they shake yours is as vold an the
pow of u polnr bear.  If they float into a
religlons meeting, the temperature drops
from S alssve to 100 degrees below zero
| There are icicles hanging from their eye-
hrows.  They fHont inte & religious mest-
| ing, and they chill eversthing with their
Jervmiads,  Cold prayers, cold songs, cold
grectings, eold sermoos.  ChristinnMy on
few! The vhorch s great refrigerator
Christinns gone into winter quarters. -
bernntion! Op the other hund, there are
jusaple who go throongh the world like the
bevath of & spricg morniug,.  Warm grest
ings, warm prayers, warm smiles, warn
Christinn influence,  There are such per

sons. We bless God for them. We re
Joiee in their companionship
The Good Bamaritan,
A general in the Enghliah army, the

ariny having halted for the uight, baviog
It his baggnge, Iny down tired und sick
without any bianket. An oflicer cnme up
and eaid: “Why, you have no bluuket
I'll go wnd get you o hlauker.” He de
parted fora few woments and then vame
binek and coversd the general up with a
very warme blanket.  The general waid
CWhose blauket ix thin®"  The ofllcer re-
plivd, I got that from a private soldier in
the Seoteh regiment, Ralph MeDonakd™
“Now,"” said the general, “you tnke this
Idanket right back to that saldier. He
can no more Jdo without it thas | can do
without it Never bring to me the blanket
L of nprivate soldier” How muaay men like
| that general would it take 1o warm the
| world up? The vost majority of us are
mxions to get more blankets, whether
anvhody else ix Dlanketloss or not.  Look
ut the fellow fecoling displayed in the rocky
|ddetile et ween Jernsulem and Jerieho o
| Seripture times, Here is 8 man who has
| Iweerpi wott wpwoni by the bandits, and in the
siruggle to keep his property be has got
wounded and maoled aond stabbed, and he
lics there halfl dead. A priest rides along.
Ie wois him and savs: “Why, what's the
watter with that man? Why, he muast
| e hurt, Iying on the fat of his bock
Isn't it wtrange that be should lie there?
But I can’t stop. | am on my way to
| temple services.  Go aloog, you beast.
Carry me up to my temple duties”  After
wwhile n Levite conwes ap.  He looks over
wnd says: “Why, that wan must Ise very
much hurt.  Giashed on the forelesd
Wihat a pity!  Tur, el Whit o piry!
Why, they have taken his clothes nearls
awll awny from him. But 1 haven't time to
I bendd the choir up o the tanple
| sierviee. Go nlong, you beast.  Carey e
| g o my temple duties.™
After awhile a Bamnritan oomes along

aone who you wight supgeme theough 1 na
tiotnl gridge might have rejectesd this
pone westitidedl Israelites Coming along. he
sees this mon and says: “Why, thoy man
must b toreibly burt, I see by s fon
tures hie is an Israelive, bout he is 0 winn,
and he is a brother” “*Whoa!" says the
Symaritan, and Be gots down GfF the Deast
sl ormes ape ta this woubded man, geln
dow i on ofie Knes, listens to see wliethier
the hieart of the untartunate wan w still
LT TR AT ITS
elapew for resusctifion. goes 10 work ot
hiitih, tekes out of his sack o bontle of ol
aud u bottle
with soine Wine, then pours sote of the
restorgtive ints the wortdied man’s |I|n-
then tukes some ol and with it soothes
the wound,  After awhile he takes off &
paert of his garments for a bandage, Now
the sick wnid wounded map shis ap, pale
gl exlimusted, but very thankful, Now
the good Samaritan sors, “"You must get
Iy wadidle, atd I will walk.” The
samnritag belps and tenderly steddies this
wottnded maonn wntil be gets himw on toward
the tnvern, the wounded man holding on
with the lttle strength he has left, wver
dud suon looking down at the good Su-
imdritan sod saying: “Youo are very Kiod
] Lind no right to expect this thing of a
Samaritan when Tam an Isruelite,  Yon
are very kind to walk and Jer pue pide"

s,

nutkes up bis mind there is w0

of wine, cleatises the wound

Christian Fymputhy,

Now thiey have come up ta the tavern
The Kamaritan, with the belp of the land-
lord, mssists the wick mud wounded wan
1o dismount and puts bim to sl The
Bille ssys the Bamaritan staid all night
In the morning, | suppose, the Sumaritan
wetlt in to look bow his patient was nnd
ask Lim how he passed the night.  Then
he comes out, the Bamariian comes out,
and waye (o the landiord: “Here is money
te puy that man's board, and, if his con-
valescenee is not as ﬂ]rid T huln- for,
charge the whole thing to me. Good morn-
ing, nll."" He gets ou the beast snd says,
(30 wlong, you beawt, bot go slowly, for
those bandite aweeping through the land
mny have somebody else wounded and
half dead.” Bympathy! Christian sym-
pathy! How wany such men ns that
wonld it take to warm the cold world up ¥
Famine in Zarepthath. Fverything dried
up. There is u widow with & son and no
food except a handful of meal. Bhe |s
gathering sticks to kindle & fre to ook
the handful of meal. Then she is going 10
wrap her pvmis around her boy and die

ere comes Elijab. ; His two black wer-
vanta, the ravens, have got tired waiting
on hile. He anks that woman for food.
Now that handfol of mea) is 1o be divided
into three parts. Hefore it was to be di-
vided Into twe parts. Now she says 10

st down st this

Elljab, “Come in and

solemn table and take a thind of the last

morsel® How many women ke that

would It take to warm the cold worid up?
Warmed by Christ.

Tt was his strong sympathy that beought
Christ from a warm heaven o &
world. The land where he dwelt had »
serene oky, balaamic ntmosphers, 1
luxuriance: no storm blasts in heaven:
no chill fountains. On g cold December
night Christ stepped out of & warm heaven
into the world's frigidity, The thermem-
eter in Palestine never drops below sero,
but Decetnber is 8 cheerless wonth, and
the pasturage is very poor on the hilltops.
Chirist stepped out of 4 warm heaven into
the colif world that s0ld December night
The world's reception was cold. The nuff
of bestornied Galilee was cold. Joseph's
sepulcher was cold.  Christ cane, ths
great warmer, to warm the earth, and all
Christendom to-dny feels the glow. He
will keep on warming the earth uotil the
tropie will drive away the arctie and the
antarctic. He gave an intimation of what
he was going to do when he broke up the
funeral at the gate of Nain and turned it
into & reunion festival, and when, with his
warm lips, he melted the Galilean hurri-
cnne and stood on the deck and stamped
his foot, erying, “Silence!” and the waves
eronched, and the tempests folded thelr
wings.

Oh, it was this Christ who warmed the
eliillisd disciples when they had no food by
giving them plenty to est and whe in tha
tomb of Lazarus shattersd the shackles
until the broken links of the chain of
denth rattled into the darkest crypt of the
muusoleum. In his genial pressnce the
girl who bad fullen into the fire und the
water is healed of the catulepsy. snd the
withered arm takes muscular, healthy
action, and the ear that could not hear
an avilanche catches a leals rustle, and
the tougue that could not articulate trills
a quatrain, und the blind eye was reillnm-
inend, mid Christ, instead of staying three
Ay s and three nights in the sepulcher, as
Wik supposed, a soon an the worldly cur-
tain of observation was dropped began the
vaploration of all the underground pass:
axes of earth and wea, wherever & Chris-
tinn's grave may after awhile be, and
sturted u light of Christian hope, which
shall not go out until the last cerament
= taken off and the last mausoleum
Lirenka open,

Al | i so glad that the Sun of Right-
ponsness dawned on the polar night of the
nmttons! Amd if Christ is the great wari
er, then the charch i the great hothouse,
with ite plunts and trees and froits of
righteonuness. Do you know, my friends,
that the chureh is the institution that
proposes warmth? 1 have been for twen
ty-seron vears studying how 1o mwaike the
chnrelh wormer.  Warmer architectnre,
wartwier bymnology, warmer  Christian
salutation, Al outside Biberinn winter
we must have it g prinee’s bothouse, The
only institation on earth to-day that pro-
poses 1o make the world wiarmer.  Uni-
versitivs nnid observatories, they all huave
their work, They propose to make the
world light, but they do not propose 1o
wake the world warm.  Geologs informs
us, bt it s ae cold as the rock B bam
mers.  The telescope shows where the
other worlds are, but an astropomer is
chilledd while looking through it Chris
tinnity tells us of strange combinstions
and how inferior aflinity may be overeome
by wuperior atfinity. bot it canoot tell how
all thitgs work together fur good.  World
Iy philowophy has a grest splendor, but it
i the splendor of moonlight ou an jiceberg
The chnreh of God proposes wariuth and
hope—warmth  for  the  expectations,
warmth for the sympathies, Oh, 1 am, so
glnd that these great altar fires have been
Kindlwl  Come o ont of the cold,  Coma
in and bave yonr wounds salved. Come
and have your sins pardoned, Cows in by
the great gospel fireplaes,

The World's Fireplace,

Notwithstanding all the modern uven
tions for heating 1 tell you there is poth
g s Iall of geniality and sociahility as
the alil-fashdonsd country eeples,  The
neighbors Were to cotue in for & winter
ovening of secinbility.  In the muddle of
the wfteruoon, in the best room n the
Leevnpsee, smie ane brought 1o n great ek
log, with great strain, and pat iv dewn on
thise batek of the hearth,  Then the lghier
wood was put on, armfol safter armiol
Then o shovel of conls was taken from an.
ather rovta woed put unider the dry ele,
and the Kindling bogan, nmd the conokling,
sl it posi antil it becnme @ ronring faine,
whieh Glod all the poom with geniality
wird was reflected from the fainily pletinros
ati the wall,  Then the neighibors cnme in
twie by twa, They snt down, their faoes
tis the Bhres which ever aud ation wias stir-
road with rongs soad readjusted on the nnds
ironk, wnd there wore s b thwes of rostie
roguetes il wtory telling sl wirth ns e
Ijuak il bl regidter  pever
dreamed of,  Medpwbile the thble wis e
g wprend, aod so fair was tee cloth and
s vlenn was the cutlers they glisten and
glinton du onr wind toeclay,  And then the
Liest Loxury of orchard and Turmyard was
ronsted aod propared Gor the table to g
thiv appetites sharpened by the cold ride,

O, wmy fricods, the chureh of Jesus
Clirist ix the world's fieeplice, and the
wouds are ftom the ovidars of Lebanon,
and the bresgre fives of love, and with
the silver tongs of the altar we stir the
Hare wod the light bs retlectod from all
the fomdly pletares ou the will—pictires
ol s o ho were iere s are gone now,
O, et ip close to the ticeplace. Have
your worn fnees trinsbigured o the light,
Pur your eold feet, wenry of the journey,
up o the blessisd  conflsgration.,
Chilleed through with trouble wud dinap-
podntinent, cotie close up ustll you eaw
get warm clear through,  Exchange ex-
tn-ri--lu *, tnlk over the hiary caln .l."ll.ll"rml,
tell all the gospel mews, Meanwhile the
talde s being spread,  On it beead of Dife,
O it grapes of Eshonl, O it new wine
from the kingdom.  On it a thoysagid oy
uries celestinl, Hlork, aw o wonnded hand
raps on the table and a tender voles conges
through waying: “Come, for all (hings are
now redy. Eat, oh, friends! !lrmh‘ yeR,
drink abundanly, oh, beloved ! g

My friends, that is the way the cold
world is golog 1o be wartued up by the
great gospel fireplnee. Al nations will
come o onod st down st that banguet
Wihile T was musing the fire hurntd.
“Come in out of the vold! o {
the cold!™ eth cut of
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New German Comedy,

A new German cotnedy with a satirie
barb to It was brought out at the Iry.
lug Pluce Theater, New York, the otlj
er night. 1t s by Robert Misch, nud 19
called “Nachrubim,” and gives the story
of an unappriciated composer, who Is
suposed 1o e dead, and at once beconieg
the rage, and returne from foreign
parts to Aud that he |s famons,

New York has an Irish population of

180,418, the largest of
United States, ohaRy city in e




