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VOLUME IX.

HAT was the way she was re- |

I ferred to jo a geoneral way—"Joe

Baker's gal”—and there  were
plenty of soldlers, teamsaters aid oth-
ern who did not know that ber name
was Muary, . Joo Baker was a hunter,
Indlan fighter, scout, prospector and
miner, and he hind a eabln and a honie
up in the Three Buttes of 1duha, to
the waest of Fort Hall. Father and
danghter were all alone-he g man of
M) and she n girl under 20, We at the
fort knew him well, and we saw the
girl gquite often, but po one knew Jow
Baker well enough o question Ll
abaodt the past. For reasons of s own
he lad taken up his abode beyond cly-
flization, and though the Hfe was wild
and lonely and full of danger.  the
daugliter seamael (o prefer it

A girl of about 18 when 1 knew her
sllght, blue eyes, short, curly balr, 2
strong face, dressed for cllmbing, rid
Ing and walking, and one who com
manded both admiration and respect
the moment you lalld eyes on her—she
had o bandshake for offficer and pri
vatey nlike, and to us aod all others
who came that way shie was a bhorder
auecn. We sald 1o ench other that It
wad & atrange thing for Jor Baker to
make his home among the dangers of
the mountaing, miles and miles from
the nearest settler, and to expose his
daughter to the hardsbips, privations
and perils of o frontier e, bot no one
questionsd him or her, nor Aid either
volttnteor any explanations.

The cablo whs fnon bit of valley way
up the East Butte, and was bhuallt most-
Iy of stone and contalned three raoms,
There were days at a thme, when Ba-
ker was prospectiug or seouting, In
which the girl must have been left en-
tirely aloas, but sbe rode, hunted and
fAnhed, and now und then was the guest
of the colonel's wife at the fort for
two or thres days at a tme. The wom
an may have found out more abant
the girl than 1 hiave told you, but If o
the Information did not cross the pa-
rade ground to the barracks,

For weeks the Indians of Tdaho had
been sulky and sallen and threatenlng.
The foree at Fort Hall bhad been o
erensed by Hfty men, all wagon tralns
were doubly guarded, and every sol-
dler or citlzen who understood ludian
charpcter felt that an outhreak was at
hand.

Oue day, when Joe Baker was at the
fort consulting with the colonel the
Intrer mdvised hitn to abandon bis home
and take pefoge gamong oz, The old
mnn reallzed the situntion, but sald he
wiotld walt and see.  He hatsd contact
with the world eyen that Infinitesin-
al portlon represented by 8 bundred
peaple at a frontier  post-aml  he
dauzhter knew po fear. We saw lilm
twao or three thines o week, ns he wWis
thien meouting awiong the Indinus and
brivging I reports, but we bhud hot
seet the ziel for a month, when a ser
geant's guard was dlapntched to East
Butte to enr and banl telegreaph poles
for the lae which wis o conpeer e
fort with the ‘ontsde waorll T'here
was danger that we might be cut off if
an outhrenk ocecurred, but theres was
also e of haste o completing the
Hn

Lhat wus our frst glimpse of the
enbin, ag we went 1o our work on the
monntalieside, and Mary stood ar the
loor to shuke lunds all around and o
aquire after those who were ahsent,
She antlelpated nn onthreak on the
part of the lodlans, but expressed no
fisni. Oply the duy before she had re-
celved a visit from three sullen war.
riors, who demanded food and seemed
ot the polnt of committing vielence,
but she opdered them away ot the
muzzlie of her rifle, and had no thought
of leaviog the place until her father re-
turned and adviged the step.

Two mlles east of the cabln we made
onr camp wad began work, but the In-
dinns were ready sooner than we had
planned for. On the second nlght of
our stay we were fired luto st midoight
and routed out of camp with the loxs
of two men killed,  We were falllng
back In the direction of Baker's cabin
when we were jolned by Mary, In a
rocky pass, cronched  down  behiod
bowlders and belng fired dpon every
monient by thirty Tndings In our front,
the girl told ber story and assomed the
commnnd in place of the poor sergeant
Iying dead.

Tidians to the number of o doren had
made a sudden rush upon the eahin
Just ar sundown, but fortongtely she
eanght alght of them In thme to close
the door. Then began a Hght whick
lantedd for an hour, duriog which she
had killed two_and wounded another
of thelr number. The redskins had at
lengih drawn off, and the brave girl's
tirst thought was of the soldiers on the
mountaln «lde, Bhe boped we had
heard the Aring and would come down
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to nvestignte, but as widnight came
without us she left her shelter and
headed for our camp, knowing at any
srep she might run into a prowling In-
dian, but yet determined 1o wirn aod
BAVE s

We were soldlers and by po means
uovices in Indian warfare, and yet
none of ws grambled when she assum-
el the leadership and passed the word
to slowly fall back on the enbin. The
Indians pressed us every foot of the
wiy, and but for the darkness of the
night and the girl's familinrity with
the lay of the ground, not one of us
woulil have escaped. We were no
sooner sheltepsd by the eabin than it
wis clear that we must stand o slege
before the door conld be opened again.

Baker's cabin, as 1 have told you,
wis & pretty substantial affair, Its
wills belng of rock and [ts roof of
dirt,  Here and there were loopholes
anil the door was heavy etough to stop
a bullet, In leaving the fort we had
heen provided with 100 pounds of am-
munition per man.  In our retreat
from camp the four of us bhad brought
off our carbines and carfridges. The
girl was prmed with a rifle, for which
she had a bountifnl supply of awmu-
nitlon, and when we came to take
stock we knew that we conld hold out
for & week, so far as having the means
of defense. It was the guestion of
foodd and water which made everyone
look serlons, There wasn't food enough
to give the five of us o square meal
and not a drop of water lnsjde the
walls, The spring from which It was
obtalned, a8 wanted, was 200 feot
away, and it would be running the
gantlet of death to attempt to reach 1t

“Well,” «ald “Joe Baker's gal,” when
we had eanvassed our situation and Its
chanees, “we must put up with things
ax they are and do our best. The In-
dinng have enclreled the ecabin and
will be on the watel the rest of the
pight, but they will make no move un-
til daylight comes, Lot us sleep it we
can.”

Rhe went to her room and the four
of g lay down on the foor and napped
untll daylight ecame. The Indians
connted on us as & sure prize and only
needed to b vighhint, while uight lnst-
vd to see that we dlid not pseape. There
wis but lHrtle firlng during the last
of the night, and none at all duritig the
first henr of daylight.  From the loop-
holes we saw the Indlans  moving
about, howesver, and 1 was clear that
they were all aronnd us and In strong
Toree,

In the larder there were about five
ponnids of Bour and two or thres pounds
of bucon—nothing else, The onthreak
might or might not be known ar the
fort. Even ir it was, the colonel would
hesitate before wenkenlng lils slender
garrison 1o seml o column to oup re
Hef, e wollld pafber expect us to
flight our wiuy through or dodge abwut
und come o singly as Mgitives, There
wits o telling long we shonld
B coopei] up to Hve on those seant ra
thotis, wned B connuon Consent we went
withonut breakfast,

The

oW

Indlans cooked thelr morning

| meal oo lelsurely manoer, aud 1 was

some thime after sanrise before they
il thiede st moves I wis a0 baod
with “Chief Charlie® o command. and

Pl knew Haker il the givl dven better

than we ol Baker had huoted with
i and on opne oceasion hnd  saved
his Jife, and be called ar the calin on
virlons ocensions mod had been hos
pitably received,  Hle wis, therefore,
probably In earnest when be advaesd
wlone and unarmed o within a few
feet of the eablin and sald to Mary

“We are on the warpath agalnst the
whites and we mean to kill, kill, kil
until all are dead or driven away.
Yonur father saved my life, and an In.
dlan nevor forgets. 1 do not want harm
to come fo you, and yon shall take
your horse and pide away o the fort
I safety.”

“But what about the soldiers?" she
asked from one of the loapholes,

“They cannot go,”™ he repiled,  *The
soldlers are here to make war on us
to shinot us down —to make us abey or
ders we do not ke,  We have only
hatred for themn, 1 know how many
there are In there—four. They have
thele guns and will dzht, bt we shall
Kill every one, Comoe out, amd we will
send yon safely awny.'

“I whall remaln bere and help the
woldlers to fHght you!" answered the
girk

“Then you will be killed with them."

The chief wrned away and went
back to his wardors and ten minutes
Inter there wan a circle of fire all about
the cabln. The loopholes wers the ob-
Jects atmed at, and as every redskin
was sheltered from our return fire we
plugged the loopholes up and did not
fire a shot In answer. It was noon be-

fore their fusillade ceased, and It was
almost the last buller which pene-
trated a lnophole snd struck ome of
the soldiers in the grofa. In half an
hour he was dead. From the minute
he was hit until the desth rattle came
the girl sat beside him, bolding his
hand, but helpless %0 do anything,

We had searcely removed the body
when the Indlans made & rush. There
were now 104 of them, Some of them
carried & log 1o hatter In the door,
some cllmbed upon the roof, some
fought with ux for possession of the
Ioopholes.  We flred up through the
hrush and dirt and through the loop-
holes, aud at the end of ten mivutes
had beaten them off, but we had lost
snother o, A bullet had strock bim
In the heart and be had fallen without
a groau, In return we could count
five dead Indlios outside and see three
or four wounded crawling away.

Asx Wi bent over the man and knew
thit he was dead the glel motioned for
us o lay him beside the other, and
when we had returped to the front
rooim it was to beg of her to accept
‘Chief Charlie's” offer, If he still held
It good, and secure her own safely.
With only threes of us left to imu.rd|
the eabln another such general attack
must overcoine us, 8he replled that |
shie would not go, and we st once set
about relonding the carbines and mak- |
Ing ready to defend the cabin to the
last, It was hours befors we heard
froin the Indinng pgaln, and we were
almost certain that they had drawn off,
when, an hour after sunset, and with-
out the slightest warning, they rushed
for us ns before

We Dlazed awny a8 fast as we cotild
throngh the loopholes, but I am sure
the cabin would have been carried bot
for 4 lucky shot which killed the chlef.
Hils fall ereated n panic, and just when
the gltuation was maost eritleal the at-
ek wis ceased. 1 did not knew when
they drew off

The demons weres on the roof and |
bhattering at the door and firing in upon
us from some of the loopholes, when
things suddenly turned dark about
me, and when | recovered consclous-
ness T felt o horreible paln In my slde.
A bullet haed broken a rib and passed
out behind the shounlder. Stretched
dead on the floor was my comrade and
sitting upon the floor weeping was
“Joe Baker's gal." She had fought
the last of the fght alone, and with
three dead and a wounded man in the
cabin It was ne wonder her nerves hnd
given way, -

There was no more firing thuat night.
Congumed by thirst and racked with
pain, 1| remembered nothing except
thut Mary gpoke hopeful and sympa-
thetle words now and then, and that
she hind the guns distributed around so
as to cover as many loopholes as pos
sible fu case of An attack,

When morning came the Indlnns ask-
ed for a parley, and offered to send
her to the fort. 1 did not kKpow [t, b
Ing out of my lLead with fever, Khe
scornied] the offer and for three hours
the cablin woas nnder fire. A mish wonld
have followeld the Fusillade, bit as they
were gatherlng for It o hulf troop of
cavalry from the fort, headed by Joe
Baker, came galloping th the rescne,
and the Indlans were routed,

It was ten diuys before T knew all
whout 11, A great Tniian wir was upon
the land, the girl hind been sent hun-
dreds of mlles away for® safety, amid
when pesce cate sgaln she dd not re-

tarn. It i like a dream o me—threo

dead men- one grievously  wonnidel

a white-faewd girl moving about and
making roady to flre a lnst shot —thie
erack of rifles and the flerce  war
whonps-hut T know that It was all
real, and a4 humble private soldicep
“|I!\]H'r.~'

ol bilesg “Tne Baker's gal® wher

ever shie may be!”—Plttsburg Fost,

Could Afford New Ones.

I owant to look nt some of your hest
piintings" sald Mre Crewe Doyle to
the art dealer, acearding to the New
York Waorid

“You, medon,” roplied he, “You pres-
for lnndseapen, do you, or mariues, or
shinll 1 show yon beth 7

“I'd mther have a pleture of country
lHfe, T think with cows and trees ol
things MHke tant, you koow.™

Y, This  wny
Now hiere s 8 very fine work by Hem
Do

The customer surveysl the work orit
fenlly and then said;

“This pleture  fooks ke o
hand painting,  Isn't fo¥

“Well" sald the dealer In o same-
what surprised tone, I suppeose It
might be termed second-hand, hut I
don’t think I ever heara a Rembrandt
enllsd that hefore.”

“Who is Rembrandt?  Where enn I
find bils studlo?" she asked, |
“He's one of the old masters, mnd
nm. |
“Hm! Well, 1 don't wanmt yon to try
to sell second-hand pletures to me, for |
I eon aflon] to buy new ones,  You may |
Just tell Mr, Rembrandt 1o paint a ple- |
ture especinlly for me amd have [t

tide twlee the slze of thiy, plense.”

This order so fstonished the denler
that he allowed Mrs, Crewe to stilk
out without putting down her name !
and address and pow he doesn’t know
where to send the painting when Mr,
Rembrandt geta It done,

It must be nice to be bullt llike the
grand daddy long legs, and have such
long arms that one can reach anywhere
to scrateh.

g, plonse
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ONE HUNDRED YEARS

REV. DR. TALMAGE PREACHES
UPON “THE DYING CENTURY."

The Marvels of the Nineteenth Cen-
tury - The Monecy Power--Labor and
Capital-The Great Dellverer of Ng-
tions - Vision of Kt. John.

L
Unr Wushington Pulpit.

Considering the time and place of its
delivery, this sermon of Dr. Tulmage i
of absarbing and startling interest. It is
not only uatioun! but ibternativual io jta
siguificance.  His subject was “The Dy-
ing Centurs.,” and the text I1. Kingw,
xx,, 1, "Thus saith the Lord, Set thine
bouse in order, fur thou shalt die and not
Tive™”

No alarm bell do | ring in the ntternpscs
of this text, for in the healthy glow of
your countenanees | find cause only for
cheerful prophecy, bt | shall apply the
text as spoken an the enr of Hegzekinh,
down with u bad carbiuncle, to the nine
euth ceutury, now closing, 1t will take
only fonr more long hreaths, each year
breath, und the century will expire. My
theme is “The Dying Century” 1 dis-
hour when our pational
legislature is about to assemble, some of
the mietubers now hers present aod others
soon 1o arrive frum the North, South,
Enst nnd West.  All the public convey-
anees toming this way will bring import-
ant ndditious of public wen, so that when
on Drec, T, at high noon, the giuvels of
Nennte nud House of Hepresentatives
ghall Lift wod fall the destinies of this
nation, and through It the destinies of all
nitions stroggling to be free, will be put
on soleémi und tremendous trial,  Amiid
such intensifying circamstonces 1 stand
by the venerable century and address it
in the words of my text, “Thus saith the
TLord, 8ot thine house in order, for thou
shnlt die dnd nor live,"”

A Big Subject.

Eternity ix toa big a subject for ns to
nuderstind. Some one has sajd it js 2
great vlock that says “Tick™ in one cen-
tury and “Taek' o another. Bot we can
better understand old time, who has many
children ~and they are the centuries—and
many  grandehildren—and they are the
years.  With the dying nineteenth con-
tury we sholl this morning have n plain
talk, telling him some of the good things
he has done, and then telling him some of
the things he ought to ndjust before he
ity this aphere and passes oot o Join
the eternities. We generally wait until
people are dead before we say much in
praise of them. Funeral euloginm is gen-

|erally very pathetic and eloguent with

1hings that ought to have been suid years
before, We put on cold tombstones whit
we ought to have put in the warn ears
of the living. We curse Charles Sumuer
while he s fiving and cudgel him into
spinal meningitis and wait until, o the
rooms wlhere 1 have been living the st
yenr, he puts bis hand on bhis heart and
eries “OL!" aud s gone, and then we
make long procession in his honor, Dr
Sunderiand, chaploin of the Amerlean
Hennte, necompanying: stopping  long
etiotigh th wllow the desd Senntor 1o lie
b Stite o Tndependence Hull, Philadel-
phin, and halting nt Boston State House,
where not long before damnatory reso
lutions had bevn passed in regard to him,
wnd then wove an, wwid the tolling bells
nnd the boom of minute gons, untll we
bury him st Mount Auburn and cover
him with Howers tise fest doep,. What a
pity he coulid not have bheen nwake wt his

Lown funeral to hear the gratitude of the

nation! What a pity that ope green leaf
pould not have been tnken from eoch ong
of the mortiuary gurlnnls and  pag nppon

his table whide he was yvet alive-at the
Arlington! Whet a pity that out of the
gront clobes who eluinted nt Bis obsisgnies
o ity girl drossed white wmiight |
not hiave sung to his Hiving ear o -
pHmentary solo! The post moriem px

pression contradicted the aote mortem

The putlon evull ner have wpoken the

teath both times abodt Charvles Sumaer,

Wans it before or after hls devease i
11r-1|‘.‘
No sueh industioe shall be intlieted apon

this venerithle nitnelesnth century R
fore he goes we recite in his hiearing some
of the goud things he has wcoomplislied
Whnt an addition 1o the world®s farelli
gonee e tile!  Tamk gt the ald
wehiorol with the stnow «fting
throtgh the roof wnd the Glthy tin cup
hnnging over the water pail in the corper,
wnd the little vietims on the long honehios
withont boaoks, pnod thie (Hiternte sohdol
master with his hickory gml, and then
look ot our modern pilnees of free schools
under men sl women enltyrsd aml e
foed to the highest exoellenes, so that
whoerens in oure childhood we bad e b
whighped to o ta sehool, ohildren now cey
when they vanoot go. Thank you, vener
awhle century, while at the sume time we
thank God!  What an addition to the
warkl's inventions - within  our century
the eottan gin, the sgricultaral machines
for plantiog, reaping and thrashing: the
telegruph; the phonogeaph, capable of
preserving o humnn volee from generation
to generation; the typewriter, that res-
enen the world from worse and wopse
penmanship, and stenography, captoring
from the lips of the swifteat spenker more
than 200 words a minute! Never was 1 s
amnzed at the facllities of onr time as
when a fow days age 1 telegraphed from
Wishington to New York s long and
olabornte manoseript, nod o few minates
Inter, to show Its neurdey, # wis remd (o
me through the long distance telophone,
nnd it wis sgpact down to the last semi-
“'Il‘n n rlll SO,
A Marvelons Age,

What hath God wronght! Oh, T am s
glnd 1T was not horn sooner, For the tnl-
low candle the electrie light, For the
writhings of the wirgeon's table God-
glven anuesthetios, and the whole physi-
cal organism explored by sharpest instro-
ment, nud giving not so much pain as the
taking of a saplinter from under n child's
finger nall.  For the lumbering stage
conch the Hmited express traln, And
there s the apectroscope of Fraunhofer,

T s

Losnise

L ‘g

e e e

by which eur modern scientist feels the
pulse of ather worlde throbbing with

light. Jenner's arrest by Inoculation of
one of the world's worst plagues. Dir
Keeley's emancipation for inebriety. lo-

timation that the virus of maddened ca-
nine and capcer and consumplion ste
yet to be balked by magniicent medical
trestment.  The evesight of the doctor
sharpened till be can look throngh thick
fesh and find the hidiog place of the bul
let.  What advancement in geology, or
the catechism of the monntains; chemis
try, of the catechismd of the elements;
astronomy, or the catechism of the stars
clectrologs, or the eatechism of vhe Tght
uings. What advancement in wusic. At
the begioning of this century, confinine
itself, 80 fur as the grest mosses of the
people weres concerned, thoa few  airs
drawn ont on aecordion or massacred o
vhurch bass viol, now enchantingly drop-
ping from thoossnds of fingers in Han-
del’s “Conerto in B Flav” or Guilmoant’s
“Sonnra in D Minor"  Thanks to you,
0 ventury, before sou dle, for the asy-
lns of werey that you have founded—the
blind seelng with their fingers, the deafl
henring by the motion of your lips. the
bory imbecile by skillful object lesson Jift-
o) to tolerable intelligency. Thanks 1o
this dentury for the mproved condition
of most uations,  The reasan that Nupo
Isan wmnde such o snccessinl sweep across
Europe ot the beginning of the century
wis thut most of the thranes of Europe
wore ocoppled  either by babeciles  ar
proflgates.  But most of the thrones of
Burape sre to-day vccupied by kings nud
quects competent. Fraoee o repulblie,
Switzerlnnd w republie, and about fifty
free constitutions, I am twld, in Europse,
Twenty million serfs of Russin  mann-
mittesd, Oy this Western continent 1 ean
call the roll of many republics—Mexic,
tinatemala, San Salvadour, Costn Ricea,
Paracony, Urugoay, Honduras, New
Gravedn, Venesueln, Peru, Eoundor, Bo
livln, Chile, Argentine Republie, Braztl
The once struggling villige of Washing
ton to which the Unitesd States (Govern:
ment moved, its outire bagenge aod eguip
ment pmeked upin seven boxes, which got
lost in thy woods near this place, now
the arehitecturnl zlory of the continent
and admiration of the world.

A Glorious Century,

The money power, 8o moch denonneed
and often justly eriticised, has covered
this continent with universitics and free
litiearies ond asyloms of mercy. The
newspuper press, which at the beginuing
pf the century wax an ink roller, by hand
moved over one shest of paper at & time,
hng becomie the miracnlous mannfacturer
of four or five or six hundred thoussnd
wheots for one dally pewspuper’s lssue,
Within your memory, O dying century,
has been the genesis of nearly all the
great institutions evangelistic. At Lon-
don tevern, March T, 1802, British and
Foreign HBible soclety was born, In 1816
Americin Bible Society was born.  In
1524 Ameriean Sunday School Union was
born.  In ISI0 American Bogrd of Com-
missiopers for Foreign Missions, which
hns put #s suving Hand on every nation
of the ronnd earth, was born nt o hay
stack in, Muossachusetts.  The National
Tewperanee Society, the Woman's Tem
persnce Society and all the other temper-
e mavements were hort in this cen-
tnty.  Afrien, hidded to other centuries,
by explovation o thik century hns been
put at the feet of civilization to e oavea
pied by commeree and Christinnity. T
Chinese wall, onee wn impassabile barrier,
now Is o useless plle of stone and brick.
e American nation al the gpening of
| this eomtury only o slice of land along the
Athintic coust, gow the whole continent
in posseasion of our sehools aod charehes
ntl foisslonnry stintlons, il
religlous fntelligenee which in other tioes,
i naticed at all by the aewspapers pross,
woere allowed only o pargriaph of the
ar four loes, now find the columns of the
sl preess boadl vhe eities tirown wiie
wee  for
ission ol oa

SOrmons

vy
Ll

| o, ol twenly-sis

vonrs, without singie

week, T hose heen permitted to preseh
e entive gosped sermon throueh  the
pewspapor press. I thank Giod for this

toapportanity,  Glurions old eentaey!
You shall not e entombed uatil we have,
frve 1o oxtolled you.  Yon were
rocked oo rongh oradie, aud the inherit
wiene you received was for the most purt
pavorty ad steogele and hawsdship, aml
poorly eoveped geo s os of Btrhes and hero
whonr thy I hnd not been
Pk military despot

Fivene,

i

waorths, and atheispy

st amd the wreeic of the Feench reva
Inthone  You bnleriv figi yises tlint
resitltidd in Xuron o'« Weadn, and

nnother war with Englopd, gnd battle of
Lake Erie. sud Indian sovocers,
Loody's Lane, and Dsetmo o masshon,
nd lissension. Biier pnd wilil oy ond
mensittenent, and African shnviry, which
wits yet tooeast & national hemorrhage of
fone wwful vears and o milllon pescions
1l‘\'!'l‘

anuld

Yor, dent ol century, von hnd wn aw il
atpet, modd you have done more than well,
considering  your parentage amd  yonr
enrly enviromment. Tt o wonder son
Al pot torn out to be the vagnbomd ceg-
tury of wll time,  You had o bod mother
and o bud grandmother,  Rome of the
preceding centuries were uat it to live
in—their morals were &0 bad, their fash-
Ylons were as ontrugeons, their ignomines
wns so detse, their iInhomanity so fer-
rifie.  Oh, ddying nineteenth contury, be-
fore you go we tuke this apportunity of
telling you that yon are the best amd
the mightiest of all the centuries of the
Christisn ern except the first, wlich gnve
R the Chirist, nnd you rival that contary
in the faet that you more than all the
other centuries put together are giving
the Christ to nll the world,

Lahor and Capita’,

But my text snggests that there are
some things that this contury onght to 4
before ho lowves us.  “Thos seith (e
Lord, Set thine house in order, for thou
shult die pnd pot live”  We auglit not to
let thin century go before two or three
things are set In order. For one thing
this quarrel between Iabor and capital.
The nineteenth century inherited it from
the eighteenth century, but do not let this
nineteenth eentury bequenth It to the
twentieth, “Whnt we want," suys tabor,

o mit v ezt i more steikes and sors

vigorons work with torch and dyopamite™
“What we want," says capital, “la a
tighter grip on the working clusses and
votupulsion to take what wages we choose
to pay, withont referonee to their needs,”
Bolh wroang us sine  Both defiant.  Until
the day of judgment no sertlement of the
guarel If you leave it 1o British, Rossian
or Americsn politics. The religion of
desus Christ ought 1o eome in within the
DXL Jour years gud tuke the hund of cap-
il wnd enaploye and suy:  “You lave
trited pyverything else and failed. Now try
the gosped of kindoess"  No more oppres-
sion gl po more strikes, The gospel of
Jesis Christ will sweeten this acerbity, or
it will go on 1o the end of time, and tho
firvs thiat bury the world up will crackle
i the ears of wrathfu! prosperity and
indignant il while their hands are still
clutehing ot ench other’s throats.  Before
this ventury sighs its lnst breath 1 would
that swarthy labor und ecasy opulence
would come up auld let the Carpenter of
Nuzareth join theip hunds in pledge of
everlusting kindness and pesce. When
men and women are dying they are apt
to divide mwong their children memen-
fos, und vne s given o wateh, and an-
other i vase, and wnother o pleture, and
nnother g robe,  Let this veteran century
tfore it dies hand over 1o the human
e, with an impressivencss theat shall
st forever. that old family keepsake, the
guolden keepsake which nearly uineteen
hundred senrs ago wis handed down
frome the Llack rack of the mount of
beatitudes, “Therefors wdl things what-
soverer ve wonld that men should do, do
¢ oeven o to them, for this is the law
und the prophets. ™
A Dying Centary.

Tell us, 0 nineteenth centary, befors
you go o w seore of settences some of the
things you lave heard apd seen, The
velerdn turns upon us sod says: “1 saw
Thowas Jefferdon riding in unattended
from Monticello, only a few steps from
where yvoun stand, dismount from  his
horse nnd hitel the bridle to a post and on
yonder hill tuke the oath of the presiden-
tinl office. I swnw yvonder capitol ablaze
with war's incendiarism. I saw the puff
of the first steam engine in Amerien, [
heard the thanders of Waterloo, of Se-
vastopool and Sedan and Gettysburg. [
wie present at all the coronutions of the
kings and queens and emperors and em-
prisses now in the world's palaces, 1
have seen two billows roll across this
continent and from ocean 1o ocean—a
billow of revival joy in 1857 and a billow
of blood in 1864, 1 have seen four gen-
erativns of the humnn race march across
this world and disappear. I saw thelr
eriddles rocked and their graves dug. I
huve henrd the wedding bells and the
death knells of vear o hundred yoars, I
haveclapped ey hands for millions of joys
iwnd wrung them in millions of agonies. 1
stiw Muocready and Edwin Forrest act
nnd Bdward Payson pray. 1 henrd the
first ohime of Langfellow's rhythms, and
befare uny one else saow them I read the
first line of Bancroft's history and the
first verse of Brennt's “Thanatopsis” and
the first word of Vietor Hugo's slmost
supernatural romance. I hieand the musie
of wll the grand marvches and the lnmeat
of all the requiems that for uigh ten
decndes made the cathedral windows
shiake, 1 bave seen more moral and spie-
itunl victories thun all of wy predeces-
sors put ogether.  For gll you who hear
o pend this valedictory 1 have kindled all
the domestic firesldes by which you over
st sl roused all the halloas and rounde-
lnys amd merriments yon hove ever heard
sad unrotlsd all the pletured sunsets and
stirry bwnners of the midnight henvens
that you have ever gnzed g1, But ere I
g0 tike this admanition wnd benediction
of wodying eontury.  “'he longest life, like
nine, mest close.  Opportunities  gone
tover come buek, as T codld prove from
migh o handred yenrs of observation, The
chernlty that will soon take me will sonn
tihe you. The wicked live not ont hodf
theie doys us T have seen in 10,000 ig-
L ENATATLLS

The ouly iiflnedes for making the workd
happy fs nn infloence that 1, the nine
tounth century, inherited from the firgt
vintury of the Christinn era-—the Oliglst
of all the venturies, Be niot deceived Ly
the faet thid T Nave lived so long, for a
cetiturs 18 4 large wheel that turns 100
=mnllpr wheels, which are the yonrs, nod
cach one of those years turos 363 stmaller
wheels, which are the days, sl coch of
thee B3G5 days turns 24 smaller wheels,
which are the hours, nnd each one of
those 24 houts tuens G0 smaller wheols,
whiteh are the minotes, aod those 60 min-
vtos tuey =il smaller wheols, which are
e And all of this vast mn-
clibners s i perpetand mwotion and pushes
s off aod on towird the groat eternity
whose doors will, at 12 o'clock of the
winter night between the year UW0 and
the wenr 10 open befure me, the dying
cenntey, T guote from the theee ingerip-
tiis over the theee doors of the eathoedral
of Ml Over one door, mmid 2 wreath
of seulptured voses, 1 read, “All that
which plenses us is but for 4 moment,"
Over another door, arotnd & genlptured
cross, 1 oread, Al that which troubles
s is but for o moment,”™  Buat over the
central door T read, “That only s import-
nnt which s eternal.” () eternity, oter-
nity, eternity!

My hearers, as the nlneteenth century
wux born while the faee of this nation
was yor wet with tewrs booguse of the
fatal horsebinek ride that Washington
fook out here at Mount Mernon therough a
Docomber snowstorn, T wish the pext
century might be born ot 0 time when the
fiew of this natlon khall be wor with the
torrs of the literal or spiritoa] arcival of
the tirent Deliverer of Nations, of whom
8t. Jdohn wrote with apocealyptic pen,
“And T suw, and behold o white home!
And he that sat on him hpd o bow, and
crown was given unto bim, and he went
forth conquering and to conguer,”

seOqils,

Calentta, India, I8 n great educa-
tional center, one of the grentest In the
world. It hus twenty colleges, with
three thousand students, and forty
high schools, with two thousand siu-
deénts, In the city there are alto-
gether about fifty-five thousand En-
gillnh-umnhlng and non-Christian ng-
tives.




