TALMAGE'S SERMON.

Washington, D, C,, April 10, —~The
radical theory of Christinnity Is et
forth by Dr. Talmage in this discourse,
Aand remarkable instances of self-muerl-
fice are brought out for Hlustration. The
text is Heb, ix, 22: “"Without shedding
of blood 8 no remisslon,”

John G, Whittier, the |last of the
great school of Amerlcan poets that
made the last quarter of this century
brilllant, asked me in the White moun- |
talng, one morning after prayers, in
which 1 had given out Cowper's fam
ous hymn about “The Fountaln Filled
With Blood,” “do you really believe
there 8 & lternd application of the |
blood of Christ to the soul?’ My nega- |
tive reply then is my negative reply
now. The Bible statement agrees with
all physgicians, and all physiclogists,
and all sclentists, In saying that (he
blood is the life, and In the Christinn
religlon 1t means smply that Christ's
Iife was given for Our Ife,
Heénce all this talk of men who sy the
bible story of blood 18 disgusting, and
that they don't want whiat they call
a “slavghter-house religion,” only show
thelr Incapacity of unwillingness to look
through the figure of specch Lo
ward the thing slgnifisd. The blood
that, on the darkest Friday the world
ever saw, oozed, or tricklidd, or poured
from the brow and the side and the
hands and the feet of the Hlustrious
sufferer, back of Jerusalem, In a few
hours congulated and dried up and for-
ever disappeared; and If a man had de.
pended on the literal application of the
blood of Christ, there would not have
been o soul saved for the last elghteen
centuries.

In order to understand this red word
of my text we only have to exercise as
much common sense In religlon a8 we
do in everything else. Pang for pang,
hunger for hunger, fatigue for fatlgue,
tear for tear, blood for blood, Hie for
life, we see every day Hlustrated. The
act of substitution I8 no novelty, al-
though 1 hear men talk as though the
Idea of Christ's suffering substituted for
our suffering were something abnormaual,
something digtressingly odd, something
wildly eccentric, a solltary episode In
the world's history: when I could take
you out into this city and before sun-
down point you to 500 cases of substi-
tution and voluntary suffering of one
in behalf of another,

At 2 o'clock tomorrow afternuoon go
among the places of busines sor toll
It will be no difficult thing for you Lo
find men who by thelr looks show you
that they are overworked. They are
prematurely old., They are hastening
rapidly toward thelr decease, They
have gone through crises in business
that shattered thelr nervous system,
and pulled on the brain, They have a
shortness of breath, and a pain in the
back of the head, and at night an -
somnin that alarms them, Why are
they drudging at business early and
late? For fun? No; it would be difi-
cult to extract any amusement out of
that exhaustion. Because they are ava-
ricious? In many cases, no. Because
their own personal expenses are lavish?
No; a few hundred dollars would moeet
all their wants, The simple fact is, Lthe
man s enduring all that fatigue and
exusperntion, and wear and tear, to
keep his home progperous. There I8 an
Invisible line reaching from that store,
from that bank, from that shop, from
that scanolding, to a quiel scene n few
blocks, a few mileg away, and there is
the secretl of that business endurance,
He 18 gimply the champlon of a4 home-
stead for which the wins bread, and
wardrobe, and education, and prosper-
ity, and In such battle 16,00 men fall
Of ten business men whom I bury nine
die of overwork for others, Some suid-
den disease finds them with no power
of resistunce, and they are gone. Lifa

for lfe. Blood for blood. Substitu-
tion!

At 1 o'clock tomorrow morning, the
hour when slumber s most uninters
rupted and profound, walk amid the |
dwelllng houses of the ¢lty., Here and
thers you will find a dJdim light, be- |
cause |t 18 the household custom to
keep a subdued light burning; and !

most of the houses from base to top are |
dinrk as though uninhabited A
merciful God has sent forth the arch-
angel of sleep, nnd he puts his wings
over Lthe olty But yonder is a clear |
light burning and Jutside on a win-
dow casing o glinss of pitcher contiin-
ing food for a sick child; the food s
4ol In the fresh alr, This I8 the sixth
nlght that mother hag sat up with that

sufferer. She has to the Inst point
obeyed the physiclan's prescription,
not giving a drop too much nor Loo

Httle, or & moment too soon or 1eo late,
Bhe Is very anxious, but she has bhurled
three children with the same discase
and she prays and weeps, each prayer
and sob ending with a kiss of the pale
cheek, By dint of kindness she gets
the little one through the ordeal.
After It Is all over the mother I8 taken
down. Hrain or nervous fever sets In
and one day she leaves the convalesc-
wunt child with a mother's blessing and
goes up to Join the three departed ones
in the Kingdom of heaven. Life for
life. Subetitution! The fact Is that |
there are an uncounted number of
mothers who, ofter they have navi-
guted o large famlly of  children
through all the discases of Infancy und
got them falrly started up the flower-
Ing slope of boyhood and girlhood, hay e
only strength enough left to die. Taey |
fade away, Some call It consumption;
some call It nervous prostration; sume

call It Intermittent or malarial indis-
positlon: but I eall It martyrdom of
the domestio clrcle, Life for life ‘

Blood for blood. Substitution!
Or perhaps & mother lingers I-'n':'
enough to gee A son gel on the wrong |
road, and hig former kindness becomes |
rough reply when ghe expresses anxiety
about him. But he goes right on, look.
ing carefully after his apparel, remem-
bering his every birthday with some
memento, and when he I8 brought home |
worn out with dissipation, nurses hilm |
till he gets well and starts him agaln,
and hopes, and expects, and prays, and |
counsels, and suffers, until her strength
gives out and she falls, She 18 going, |
and attendants, bending over her pil.
low, ask her if she has any message Lo
leave, and she makes great effort to say
something, but out of three or l'uur|
minutes of indistinet utterance they
ecan cateh but three words: "My poor
boy!" The simple fact I8 she died for
him. Life for life, Substitution!
About thirty«eight years ago there
went forth from our northern and
southern homes hundreds of thousands
of men to do battle. All the poetry of
war soon vanlshed, and left them noth-
fng but the terrible prose, They waded
knee-deep In mud. They slept In snow ]
banks. They marched till thelr cut feet
tracked the earth, They were swindled
out of thelr honest rations, and lived on
meat not fit for & dog. They had jaws
fractured, and eyes extingulshed, and
limbs shot away. Thousands of them
erled for water as they lay on the fleld
the night after the battle, and got it
not. They were homesick, and recelved
no message from thelr loved ones, They
died In barns, In bushes, in ditches, the
buzzards of the summer heat the only
attendants on their obsequies. o one
but the Infinite God who knows every-
thing, knows the ten-thousandih part
of the length, and breadth, and depth,

| chapel

and helght of angulsh af the northern
and southern battlefields Why 414
these fathers lenve thely children and
go to the front, and why did thuse
young men, posiponing the marriage
day, start out nto the probabilitivs of
never coming back? For a principle
they died, Life for life. Blood for blood
Substitution!

But we need not go &0 far. What (s
that monument in the cometery? t Is
o the doctors whe fell In the southern
epldemics, Why go? Were there not
enough &lek to be pttended to In these
northern Intitudes? ONF, yes; but the
doctor puts & few medieal books In his
villge, and some vials of medicine, and
Ieaves hig patients here In the hvnds of
other physicinng, and tnkes the mil-
way train. Defore he gets to the infect
ed regiong he passes crowded radlway

trains, regular and extra, taking the
flying and affrighted populntions, He
mTives In A clty over which & grent
horror s brooding. He gova from
couch to couch, feeling the pulse and
studying symptoms, and  preseribing
duy ulfter day, night after night, untl)

a fellow physician snys: “"Doctor, you
hodd Better go home and rest; you look
miserable” But he cannot rest while
#O many are sufMering. Om and on, une
til #ome morning finds him in o delir-
fum, In which he talks of home, and
then rises and says he must go and
look after those patients, He |8 told to
lie down; but he fights hig attendants
until he falls back, and is weaker
and weaker, and dies for people with
whom he had no Kinship, and far away
from hig own family, and is hastily
put away in a stranger's tomb, and
only the fifth part of o newspaper line
tells us of his sicrifice—his name just
mentioned among five. Yet he has
touched the furthest helight of sublim-
Ity In that three weeks of humanitar-
inn service,. He goes stralght ns an ar-

row t the bosom of him whom aald
"I was sick and ye vislted me."” Life
for Ilife, Blood for blood, Substitu-
tlon!

In the legal profession 1 see the same
principle  of self-sacrifice. In 1846,
Willlam Freeman, a pauperized and
idiotle negro, was at Auburn, N. Y.,

on trinl for murder. He had slain the
entire Van Nest family. The foaming
wrath of the community could be kept
off him only by armed constables,
Who would volunteer to be his counsel?
No  attorney wanted to sacrifice his
popularity by such an ungrateful task,
All were silent save one, a4 young
lawyer with TfTeeble volee, that could
hardly be heard outside the bar, pale
and thin and awkward., It was Wil-
liam H, Seward, who saw that the
prigsoner was idiotie and irresponsible,
and ought to be put in an asylum,
rather than put to death, the heroic
counsel uttering these beautiful words:

“1 speak now In the hearing of o
people who have prejudged prisoner
and condemned me for pleading in his
hehalf, He Is a conviet, a pauper, o
negro, without intellect, sensge, or emo-
tlon. My child, with an affectionate
gmile, disarms my carr worn face of its
friown whenever | cross my threshold.
The beggar in the street obliges me to
glve becnuse he says, 'God bless you!

as I pass, My dog onresses me with
fundness If 1 will but smile on him. My
horse recognizes me when 1 il hia

manber, What reward, what gratituds,
what sympathy and alfection can 1 ex.
pect here? There the prisoner  sits.
laook at him. Look @t the assembluge
around you, Listen to thelr Hl-sup-
pregged censures and excited fears, and
tell me where among my neighbors or
myfellow men, where, even in his heart,
I can  expect to find A sentiment, a
thought, not to say of reward or ac-
knowledgment, or even of recognition,
Gentlemen, you may think of this evis
dence what you plense, bring In what
verdicet you van, but 1 asservate before
heaven and you, that, to the best of
my knowledge and belief, the prisoner
wl the bar does not at this moment
know why it Is that my shadow falls
on you Instend of his own.®
The gallows got I8 vietim,
post mortem examination of

the
Ppoar

but
the

creature showed teo the surgeans and
to all the world that the public were
wrong, and Willlam . Seward was
right, and that hard, stony step of

obloguy In the Auburn court room wie
the Hrst step of the glalrg of fTame up
which be went to the top, or to within
une sten of the top, that last denled
him through the treachery of Amerlcan
polities, Nothing sublimer was ever
geen in an American coart room than
Willlam H, SBeward, without rewnrd
gtnnding between the furious populace
and the Ipathsome Imbeclie. Substitu.
tlom!

In the realm of the fine arts there
wis as remarkable an instance. A bril-
Hant by hypereriticised palnter,
Jogeph Willlam Torner, was met by a
volley of abuse from all the art gal-
leriea of Europe. His paintings, which
have since won the applause of all clve
Niged natlons, *“The Fifth Plague of
Eeypt,” “Fishermen on a Les Bhore in
Squally Weather," “Calals Pler," “The
Hun Rising Through Mist,” and “IDido
Bullding Carthage,” were then targets
for critles Lo shoot at. In defense of this
outrageously abused man, 8 yYoung
author of 24 vears, just one yehr out
of college, eame forth with his pen and
wrole the ablest and most famous essny
on art the world ever saw, or ever
will see—John Ruskin's "Modern Paint-
ors” For seventeen yeulrsg this author
fought the battleg of the maltreaied
artist, and after, In poverty and broken
heartedness, the painter had died, and
the public tried o undo the erucltices
towar him by giving him a big funeral
and burkad in St Paul's eathedral, his
old-time  friend took out of a tin box
1,000 pleces of paper containing draw-
ings by the old painter, and through
many weary and uncompensated
months assorted and arranged them for
pubille obgervation Peaple say John
Ru=kin in his old days s cross, misan
thraple and morbld. Whatever he may
do that he ought not Lo do, and what-
ever he may say that he sught not to
0y between now and his death, he will
lenve this world ingolvent, as far as
has any capacity to pay this author's
pen for its chivalrie and Christ'an de-
lence of a poor painter's pencil. John
Ruskin for Willilam Turner. Blood for
Lloed Substitutlon!

It was a most exclting day I spent on
tae battleflield of Waterloo, Starting
out with the morning Lrain from Brus.
eels, Lelgium, we srrived In about an
hour on that famous spot. A son of ons
wao was in the battle, and who had
heard from his father a thousand times
the whole scene recited, accompanied
us over the fleld. There stood the old
Tlougomont chatenu, the walls dented
and scratched, and broken, and shat-
tered by grape shot and cannon ball,
Thire fg the well In shich 30 dying
und diad were pliched. There I8 the
with the head of the {nfant
(Chrisgt shot off. There are the gates al
which, for many hours, Engliah and
Fronch armles wreatled. Yonder were
the 160 guns of LLe English, and the 25)
guns of the Fernch. Yonder the Hano-
verian hussars lled for the woods,
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Last year the Soclety for the Pro-
pagation of Christlan knowledge (eon-
neoted with the Church of Fngland) is-
sued 140205 bibles, 22995 Testaments
124,426 books of common prayer and
R 688,002 other books, nearly 3,500,000
tracts, the total amounting to more
than 12,000,000,

| volce I8 being

MELBA ON VOCAL CULTURE.

Pose Your Volece Save tha Vooal
Muscles-~Practice Planissimao,

It im g0 genernlly admitted that Melba

Is the possessor of one of the most
wonderful, If, Indeed, not the most
wonderful, volee In the world, that
anyihing she may say on the sube

Ject of vocal culture s gure to prove of
Interest, Mme. Melba hay written an
nrilele on the subject, and (1t I8 given
here. The grent singer says:

“I have nlways sung. When T went
to Marchesl, tn Paris, without one voenl
lespon, | sang as well a8 1 do today,
but for one break In my volce. Mar-
Chienl corrected that at once, posed my
Yolee properly, and if this hnd not been
done 1 should have totally lost
power of song. Thal Is the reason why
I 50 enrnestly advise young singers to
lovk after the proper posing of the
voloe above all other things, They will
know
In their vegiaters, and If a tencher tries
to force the volee over a bireak there I8
sure (o be something wrong, It will
result probably in permanent ruin of
the volee, and the varecr of many &
promising young singer {8 often thus
ruined in the trst stages of tultion

“It I8 quite possible to sing as an
artist, and yet to be an exception to the

|or-lln:|ry rule as to the place where the

reglster changes. A natural peculiarity
I this should not be disregarded, 1
mysell carry my middle rogister 1o B
sharp, half a tone bevond the pre.
meribied Hmit, If 1 were i teacher and
advoonted this In any special case, 1
would have the whole fraternity swoop-
Ing down and abusing me. 1 know my
own volee, however, and I am a living
exumple  that exceptionnl  register
changes may be g success,

“Many critics have done me the hone
or to allude to the freshness and &pon-
tanelty of my singing, There Is no ses
cret about the freshness of my volee
I save It all T poseibly can, but 1 save
none of my other muscles correspond.
Ingly. I tuke lots of physical exercise
and =ave my volee for the publie.

“The greatest economy of voenl
freghiness (s to plhrase carefully upon
the keyboatrd and commit music Lo
memory before ever nttempting to even
hum It over. The great mistake that
artists often make I8 to take
role to the plano, and Instend of conm-
mitting It perfectly to memory without
employing the volee at all,they immedi-
ately begin to sing with it. They hack
and hack at their volees, not for the
purpose of execution, but simply to
memorize what they might guite as
well do with their fingers on the key-
board, No one shall ever catch me sim-
ply memorizing on my volee, what can
be done quite as well on a musical In-
strument. When the musle Is firmly
engraved upon my mind I use my volee
upon it; not before. When 1 do sing,
with the exception of my rehearsaly
@at the theater, 1 Invarinbly practice
planiseimo. 1 strictly deprecate the
habit of forte practicing, and 1 can
not fmpregs too strongly upon my sin-
cere friends, the young and ambitions
singers, the damoge—and the Irrevoca-
ble damnge at that—which acerue from
the unwise, not 1o say coriminal, habit
of loud practicing. 1l you practice forte
you cannot glng planissimo afterward,
Alwnye reserve your forces, Sing plan-
{ssimo In private, and the forte will
come all right In publie.

“There Is another point T would urge
with all Ithe power at my commanid,
Use the volee less, the general mugcles
more, Half the young singers sit or
stand by an Instrument almost all the
day, woearing their volees to shreds,
where open alr exercise would do ine
finitely more for its development, creat-
Ing a sound body from which alone a
sound volee can proceed, I take abune
dant walking exercise; I rely on its
healthfulness ags much as 1 rely upon
my knowledge of my wvolce liself. In
eating 1 do not restrict myself, except,
on the day 1 sing, when a light dinner
at 2—with meat, a few vegelables and
a gluss of wine—I# the last thing 1 take
before golng to the theater. On this
day I ¢lso run a few scales with full
volce In the morning, and just before
I goonltry my volee a few moments
Just sufficlently to warm it. 1 think
beaten egg and sherry an excellent
tonio for luopricating the throat.

“Nothing would Induce me to go out
the night before 1 ging. I tulk as little
as possible on the day Itself, On my re.
turn from the theater after a performe
ance I always have o most substantial
supper. 1 consider this absolutely
harmless after my fast through the day
and my exertions of the evenlng,

“One thing In concluelon, and o word

of advice o young singers upon the
subject of tone production. It is, of
course, not nuturally given to every

young singer to produce the tones ns 1
was fortunate enough to be able to do;
leaving only a gulding hint, the most
valuable voices are often obecured by
difficulties, which It is the
mission to remove, Often, even when o
volee I8 properly posed, there s a
marked weskness where the reglsters
change. Bad teachers Inglst on pros
longed practicing of this particular see-
tion of the volee, with the jdea of en-
larging the tone, [ say, exercige the
volee equally all over. 1t will In turn
become equalized In thme  Bven i
there be a natural defection, better
retaln your volce with a small spot of
weakness than rigk its ruin through
the bad art of taxing it
tells plainly enough that It
for taxing.

“In concluslon: While
developaed,
fegel and vocallam over
pass are essentinl. But once the volee
has obtalned Ite growth, my experi-
ence has been that If you sing in publie
you should save It completely in pri-
vate."
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He Loved to Tell the Story.
Thar' was a period of three y'ars
when Ichabod Iastings was bowed
down to as the champion llar of Squan
Creck. He begun in a humble way,
lyin' about clams and oysters and
crabs, and In a y'ar climbed to the top

of the ladder and had the best of credit
at all the stores, It was n delight

and a pleasure to hear Ichabod Hast- |

Ings lle. He had a serlous, earnest face,
and when tellin' a lie about anybody
bein' drowned his lip would tremble
and his eyes fill with tears, The min.
ister let him go on for a y'ar and a
half, and then called on him one even
in' and sald:

“Ichabod, I don't want to hurt yer
feelin's, but it ‘pears to be that you

orter tell the truth once In awhile fur |

a change)”

“Haln't 1 tellin’ the truth every mintt
in the day?" asks Ichabod., .

“Not skassly, The fact s, you hev
becum the awfullest lar In &ll New
Jersey, and if you expect to go to heav.
Qn“yOl.!'ml.Ill quit it. The bible 18 agin
& Uar,

“Jest plot out one single lie I ever tol* |

will ye.™

“l kin pint out & thousand. MAn't
you say that you saw & lobster down
ll.l: Cat Island with claws twenty feet
ong?T*

“Yes, I seen that lobster,” sald ITcha-
bod, “Fact I8, T measured his claws
with a tape line, and they was twenty-
the ends of the cars, He muggests also
two feet long. 1 knocked off the two
feet 8o an to kesp within the truth. Yea,

the |

themaelver where the bhrenk Mea |
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that was a whoppin® blg lobster, 1f ha
Was put on tep the biggest e you
ever sood,
him, and I calkerlate thar' wias meat
‘Bmulf on him to feed twiely peaple.”
“Alus! lehabod!” sald the prescher
| with & groan. “DIdn't you tell around
| thal when you wus throwed overboard
from an oyster plrate fourteen miles
Bl Hea a whale riz up under ye and
carvied ye to dry Iand
O vourse 1 dlY, and
can pint oul the very

it was so! 1
gpot whar' 1

witded ashore! The whale was comin’|

up to bBlow as the plrate throwed ma
\"'\"r. and bein’ as he was a good na-

tured whale and comin' my o
aldn’t object to givin® me a Nt
gee nothin' *bout that o make me o
Har!"

"Mebbe that wasn't & lle ‘bout that
| whnrk eatin’ up a beyy buoy down the
bay 7" sald the preachier, as he grew
pale,

"Bartinly not” replies Tehabod, "Fle
wos & shark as had probably cum from
Yurup, and didn't know sothin' "bout
bell buoye, e made a rush to bite o
my legs, and when he couldn't find
‘om he snapped up that buoy and
chanked away and gpit out the pleces
I've seen sharks bite off the fukes of
Aanchors mor#'n a dozen times.”

“Wall, It'e sunthin' awful!” sald the
preacher, ns he rose up to go. “Prove
fdence won't let a liar keep right on
Iyin' forever, Tehabod Hastings, I
wouldn't Wk
lobsters in Bquun Bay. When ye find
yerself gallopin® to the grave on the
pale hoss of death, Jest remember that
I warned ye!"

Ivhihod felt hurt In his feelin's, but
next day he was tollin' n story ‘bhout
| hearin' o dog-shark whistle “Yankeo
Doodle and what the preacher sald
only secmed to #pur him on the grenter
endenvors,  Things wenl on this way
fur a y'ar or more; then one dny
rolled off the roof of his house as he
was fixin' the chimney and was so
badly burt that the doctor said that he
couldn't live., When
the preacher called on him and sald:

“Tehubod, 'm no hand to hold a clab
over anybhody, but the fate of the liar
Is allus sartin, Providence will put up
with o good deal, but thar® comes 4 day
when she kicks, 8o ye fell off the
house, did ye?"

“Np, sir,” smays Ichabod, I was fish-
in' down In the bay and a whale vis
up under my bLoat and sent her sky-
high!"

The preacher's halr stood up and his

wny.

awny, but fur Mrs Hastings. Sha
aeked him to sit down and see If  he
couldn't make the dyin’ man own up to
all hig lles and gt furgiven. So he
drawed a cheer up to the bed and sald:
“Iehabod, Dr, Foster says ye hain't
got over half a day to live. Mebbe
thar's sunthin' on yer mind ye¢ want to
gpeak about?”
\ “Yes, thar 18" replied the vietim,

*“When I was down to my lobster pots
“tother dny 1 seed o red shark sixty
feet long spookin' avound. If the boys
kKin koteh him he'll sell fur a hundred
dollars up In New York."
“Lies on top o' lles!"
preacher, as the tears stood in his
eyes, “lehabod, don't ye want to own
up and ask fur furgivencds fur 1yin*
about them porpoises that Jumped clean
over Light House reef. It was a jump
of a quarter of a mile, ye know?"
“Hut they did it, sir! Thar was for-
ty-two of them in the school, and they
took that jump one arter the other as
slick ns grease. 1 aint sayin that ev-

moaned the

lers had bin greasgin themselves agin
the sides of a tank steamer, and had
got limbered up. 1 wish ye could hev
bin thar and seen ‘em jump!™

“May the Lord have mercy on ye,
pore man! T was in hopes ye'd own up
and ask furgiveness. How about the
oyster, Ichabod—that oyster who had a
ghell made of boller Iron and carried
an electrie Hght in his bows? Haln't ye
goin® to own up that that wns a He?"

“How can 17" 'asked Tehabod, “Didn‘t
1 watch him fur more'n two hours one
evenin’, and didn’t he turn that light
till I could see dead men at the bhottom
of the hay?
ve ghould come here and worry me in
|my Inst hours. T 4id tell ane e six

or seven y'ars ago, and U'm willin® to
I found an overcoat buts |

own up to It,
ton In the road, and 1 told Abraham
Jonesa It was n #llver dollar, Yes I lled
about that, and I'm mighty sorry,”
YFral you seed when you gald you saw
a clam tackle and kil a whale sixty
feet long," continued the preached,
uWever!” exclalmed Ichabod, “T was
right thar' when the ¢lam riz out of
the mud and grabbed that whale by
the throat and rolled him around and
slinok the life out o him. They splash«-
ed water over me till my boat was al-
most sunk, and I cum home as wet as
a drowned rat, I'm willin' to say it
was a thumpin' big ¢lam, and that he
got sleh a sudden holt that the whala
had no show, but 1 aln't goin® to say
I lled about it*
“And that story about soft-shelled
erabs—you'll own up that was a le?"
“1 couldn't possibly do It. T ¢ounted

marched along down the shore towards
Crab Island. Thar' was over 3,000,000
of 'em, and purty nigh haif of 'em
parrled uage and motioes. They was
goln' to hold a convenshun, T &' pose, In
the middle of the purcesshun was 8
band of 1,006 ernba, and If they didn't
eing the 'Star Bpangled Danner' as

know that the bhoys went down to the
beach next day and found the tracks,
fand that we didn't eoteh o single soft-
ghell erab the rest of thiat seagon

It wag no use for the prescher to
talk to him. We sent Philetus Tomp-
kins, Ab=alom White and David Tayv-
lor, and when they had shed tears
and begged for lehabod to own up and
die happy the dyin' champion replled:

“If 1T'A ever told a lie hut that ona
about findly ' Aifty cent= in the road 1'4
be glad to own up, but I've allus stuek
to the truth and lost a heap o' fun and
money by It, Farewell, wifo—farewsll,
hoys—farewell, old world! If 1T was to
live my life over agin 1'd herin lyin' as
gonn a8 T could talk. and keep it up
*till I drawed my last breath!"™

B A —

Henry M. Stanley reports that lTast
year Uganda had twentv-three Fnglish
Protestant elerymen, 659 native teach-
ers, 6905 baptized Chrigtians, 2,081 com.
muniecants, 57580 renders, 372 churches
snd a cathedral which can hold 3,000
worshipers,

R ——

Just as the frost {8 golng out of the
ground is a good time to repalr fences,
When the ground Is soft, and too many
posts are not gone, they may be sharp-
ened and driven with a maul. Study the

| corners and sce why the wire |y slack, |

Study how It can be improved.

A new racing sulky which will pre-
vent collisions has only one
| mounted In the center of a short =haft
at the rear end of the thills, which
nlep supports the seat,

-

A new rubber for wet wenther wear
doen not extend around the hesl, but is
fastened to the narrow part of the

| #hoe sole by spring clips to hold it
in place,

P
Wrappers of gum are out on a strike

&t Salem, Mars, Chewers of gum
jawing as usual. ’ e

thar' wouldn't be reom fur |

1 1[--n't|

In your shoes Tur all the |

he |

this was known |

eyver hung vut and he would hev gone

ery porpoise could do It, but them fels |

It ain't right por falr that |

'em a8 they cum out of the water and

they crawled along, then Y'm a liar! Ye |

wheel, |

—_— — —

A BEE TREE AND TWO BEARS

I was out on the Cumberinnd moun-
thins one day with the old "possum |
hunter of Tenesseo, and as wo waL ront-
Ing on a rock n honey bee alighted for
A momenl belween us
|  "He's from a bee tree over yan, two
| miles awnay,” snld Zeb, A he clomoly
regirded the Insect, U've been atl that
trie three or four times, but thue' aln't
much honey w be had One of the
funmivat things 1 ever seed happened
nlgh that tree last spring. "

He stood up to “line” the bee and N
| hia pipe for o pmoke, and pregently he
| wan ready to say:

""T'hat biee tree I8 the stub of an old
| ¢hestnint, and the knot hole by which
| the bees glit Into the holler Is up about
fifteen fect I was passin' thnt way
Just wa winter wax over, and the rust

thing I knowed 1 run across twao old
Bare, They'd Lin Iyin' up among the
rocks nigh by durin’ the winter, anhd

| had cum out mighty Jlean and ugly tem- |

pered. They'd alrendy began o shed
{thelr far, and 1 contd see patehes hers
and thar', I knowed from the tust they
| wug goin' to tackle that bee tree, and
(1 also knowed that'd be sum fun i
they did, My old daweg wuz at my heelw
and gittin® exclited, but 1 glves him &
ouff on the herd and sng:

Yo' Jest hang on to yo'reelf, and
Yo'l see o clrous yere, and It won't cost
| ¥ A ocent,”
| “'hem beeg," continued Zeb, "was all
rondy fur bigneas,
Kin tnekle m bee tree e Lo smoke the
Inpecks oul When 5 ba'r Is purtectod
by his full coat, ns in the fall, the bies
kin only git at his eyves, and he takes
mighty good care of them. Mebbe them
ba'rs were over hungry, hevin' just cum
out, and mebibe they dn’t know much
iwhout bees A 1 wan minyin' they was
| Both feelin' ugly nnd ready fur o row,
and about the fust thing they did was
to pitch In and hev a scrimmage. 1
didn't see no blood, but they pulled
out o heap mo' fur, and as the old
dowg began o growl and gnash his
tecth, 1 whigpers to him

*This ain't none o vo'r foul, and
yo' keep atill, Blmeby when | give the
word yo' can go in and glt revenge fur
the enr yo' lost Jast year, but let them
bees cum fust,’

“I'ne fight lnated about five minits,
and when It wuz over one o' the b'ars
lookedd up At that knot hale fur 0 while
and then began to cllmb up. The "toth-
er one sat down and leked his chops,
and seemed tao be In a great harry to

git & taste of the honey., Right up to
'the knot hole went the b'nr, und arter
| squintin' In bhe began clawin' and goin’
away at the wood, The boes wus comes-
in' and goln' by the hundred, and It
wuzn't very long bhefore they got mad
and pitched Into the varmint, He just
squenled right out when the fust half
dozen stingers went In, but a b'ar has
heaps o' grit, you know. He hung and
bit and clawed fur a few minits, but
they was too many fur him and he let
go with & ‘woof!” to make yo'r h'ar
stand up. The old dawg wanted to it
ut him, but 1T holds him back and sez:

“This circus ain't harvdly bogun yit,
and yo' kin aford to walt, YLordy, but
see ‘om n lovin' each other* ™

The only way a man |

"Wag it another fight?" I asked,

“1t was, snh, The one who went up
the tree sort o' got the ldee that the
one Lelow was ahootin' nalls into him,
and when he struck the alvth he wns
redhot fur revenge., It was a rippin'
ol' fight fur ten minits, and the fur that
was torn loose would hev filled a bar'l.
Bimeby they got tired of it and backed
off, and when they had got thelr breath
back both of them started in to elimb
to the knot hole, The bees was sallin'
around with thelr teeth on alge and
thelr eyes biazin® five, and as soon as
the b'nra reached the knot hole the
commonhun begun, They wan grit, them
| varmints was, bul a b'ar without his
gvercont on hinin't got no bizgness with
a bushel o wild bees, Toth of ‘em
had to let go and drap Lo the airth, and
1 had to hang on W the old dawg and
Bay:

“OIt'e gittIn® mighty Interesting,
thar's mo' fun ahead.’

“Sa thar wane” Inughed the nid hune
ter. *“Them b'ars sort mistrusted
ench other, and when they struck the
ground they begun fightin' agin. They
fit fur o good quarter of an hour, an' yo*
never heapd such growlin' in all yo'r
bo'n daye, Mebbe one or ‘tother of

but

o'

| formed

LIQUID AIR,

Bolantists Awestruck- 1t will Reveos
lutionize the Mechanloal World,

Tdauld alr now comea forth am the
grenteat wonder of the eontury, Sole
entints Eay It In more marvellous thas
the Hoenlgen ray.

Mechanienl engineers belleve that it in

& more revolutionizing power than
steam or eleciricity, The whola scle
entific world stonds amnzed at the

achievement of n New York Inventor,
Charles 1, Teipler, He In the firet man
to produce Hguld alr in quantities for
praciicnl use

Sclentists have long known that -
quid alr could be made,  Dut up teo
twenty yenrs ago (L cost 31,000 to make
one drop of It, Lnst week Mr, Tripler
demonstrated that he could make one
gallon In eclght minules at a cost of
60 centn & mallon

Liguid alr Is ordinary alr compress-
e Lo 1-781 of 1w normal bulk and re=

ducedd to & temperature of 120 degreen
below goro,
It has an expanelive power of 2,000

pounds to the mguire Inech, Tt has &
lntent forve 100 thies greater than has
slenin

A% nmotive power It 1s belleved to be
superior to atenm, electreicity, comes
pregaed alr or any known force In nas=
ture. As o medicine It In regarded as
the most wonderful tonle ever discovs
ered, excecding even osone and oxye
Evn.

Owine to s Intense frigidity, It can
be used for all kinds of conling and re-
frigernling purposes, easily changing
torrid heat Into Klondike cold, Tee I8
a0 hot In comparison that llguid ale
bolls when It comes In conthel with loe,
an If plnosd on a fire

The lntent explosive power of liquid
alr I8 sueh that  csn be applied to
firlng huge gune, the diMceulty In ite
use In this way belng to east guns in
fuch @ way as to resist it tercible ex-
plosive force,

The maker of thlis wonderful chems
feal agent organized the Tripler Liguld
Alr company to manufinctore and din-
tribute liquid alr for commercial purs
poses

In three months Mr. Tripler expects
to be able to furnish it In any quantis
ties nt abont the pries of common lee,

Tt 1s kept In large tin cylinders, 1ike
milk eank, which are wrapped around
with felt to prevent the warm alr caus-
Ing too rapld evaporation of the lauid,
Over the top I8 lald n loose Tell covers
Ing. Around these cans the air is In-
tennely cold, yet thelr contents are
gecthing and bolling.

When & small guantity of the llquid
air In needed for experiments on the
Inborntory table It I8 taken out In &
long-handled dipper and turnsd thro*
a funnel Into n glass not uniitke an n-
candescent electrio light bulb, This is
really n double glass with a vacuum
between the Inner and outer sections,
The vacuum ncts ax o non-conductor
of heat and cold, so that the buib can
be handled frecly without Injury to the
hands, though the substance within the
gluss 18 cold snough to freeze the hand
golld In A few seconds without this pros
tection,

101 CREAM IN FIVE SECONDH.

In his workshop laboratory Inventor
Tripler performa waonderful  experi-
ments. He freeres mercury into solid
bars by applying a few drops of liguld
alr to It, In the same way he freezes
pure aleohol, although this reguires =
tempernture of 200 degroes below 2610,
A burning match at the end of a foot
of wire Is dipped Into the liguld, Ine
ptantly the wire begins to burn, scin-
tillating beautifully.

But the simplest and most populag
experiment which Mr, Tripler performs
{s the making of lee cream in five secs
ondg, On the table & & cup of piain
eream, merely sweetened and flavored,
He holds a bulb of Hauld alr over it
and allows a drop or two to fall inte
the cup of cream. There 18 a bolling
and sputtering ans If hot metal had been
poured Into I An attendant stirs the
mixture briskly with a spoon., In an in-
stant It |8 ag #tift and Nrm ap if [t had
been in a freever for an hour,

Another dramatic experiment s pers
A billiard ball 1s dipped In
the liquld and then beld vp In a dark

| corner, where It glows with a bright,

them would hev bin killed, but bimeby |

the bees took a hand in It, They cum
I down like o cloud o' gnats and settled
on them two bars, and though I

but pity the poor varmintse. [ neve
did ges such a performance in all my
life. Them b'ars must hev thought the
| jedgment day had cum fer suah, They
| rolled over and over—they riz up and
| tumbled down—they rubbed agin trees
and bushes an’ hollered fur mercy; and
If my old dawg didn't jaugh with me,
he made a good show at it."”

‘And didn’'t the bears run away?" I
asked.

“Not fur a right-smart while, sah,
They wuz feelln’ ugly and hated to
rive up Heked, 1 reckon thur' must hev
bin 00 Lees arter each one—mehbe a
thousand—and If the sting of one bee
kin lift & mule off his four fect the
gtings of & hull bushel orter make It
purty lvely fur a b'ar. Bimeby the
bees went about thelr blgness and them

b'aras was sittin® up lookin' at each
other, and sighin’ and groanin’ and
sheddin’ tears, when 1 gives my old

dawg n shove and says:

“Now, then, go in and work the rheus
maticks outer yo'r legs anid chaw b'ar-
meat,

“He went. He'd bin usoed to purty
rough work two or three times by var-
mintg and he wanted to git even. The
way he tumbled them b'ars around far
a few minutes made another clreus, but
he got tuckersd out, and they flaally
made off, Fur o hundred feet around
that tree it looked s If a drove of
hawgs had bin rootin® fur chestnuts
fur a week."

“"Anid so that was the end of the In-
cldent

*“Wall, eknssly., Two days later the
old woman was goin’' down 1o the spring
fur water, and she cums rushin' back
and sez:

“zoh White, cum and take a look
at two stringe varmints down
They ain't H'ars, nor calves, nor hawgs,
The Lawd only knows what they glin
be."

“*1 went back with her.' sald the
old man, *and the minit 1 clapped eyes
on them I knowed It was them tweo
b'ars. They was all swelled up with
the plgen—their eves was closed and
two slch homesick lookin® critters no-
body ever gaw befo’, They was arter
water at the spring, and could only
Jest drag rlong. 1 throwed ‘em sum
meat and let "em go, and when they
got so they cou!d see agin they went
over on 'tother side of the mounting, 1
reckon, for 1 never saw them no me'"™

Pope Leo was able to show deference
to an older man than himself at ths
celebration of his coronation, Cardinal
Mertel, who Is 92 years of sge and the
| mentor cardinal In length of service,
| having been cardinal deacon for forty
years, had himself carried to the vatl.
jcan, but was unable, after the pope's
address, to join in the defile past the
{throne. The pope, noticing this, step-
d down from his throne and, walk-

g to Cuardinal Mertel, wished him
many moere years of life,

laughed till I was sore 1 couldn’t help | .o
I'| polnted upward,

| &8 out

yere, |

phosphoresgcent light,
ROILING IN A CAKE OF ICB.

The way Mr. Tripler Hlustrates its
force as an explosive Is by putting &
small gquantity in & copper cylindes
cloged at one end. A projectile s then
ned down upon it and the tube
In two or three se0=
onds there |8 an explosion and the pros
Joctile I8 hurled 150 feet into the aie
If this be done on a large acale, the
Inventor says there Is no ilmit to the
capacity of this kind of llquld powder.
Anocther way to muke it uct a8 An exe
plogive 18 to combine It with felt or
other similar substance and fire it ke
any ordinary combustible by a cartridge
or match.

The navy should he equipped at once,
roecording to Mr. Tripler, with air coms
pressorg and liquefiers, and each vess
g¢] muade to provide its own powder
In this way just as It Is nesdad,

Mr, Tripler says It Is perfectly safe
as long as It Is allowed to stand une
confinegd Its expanding gnses pass off
harmlessly, It Is only when confined
or under pressurs, llke a boller with the
safery valve closed, that it bucomes ex-
plosgive,

Mr. Tripler declares that liguid aly
can be manufactured in the Adiron-
dacks, in Canada, the White Moune
talns or the Hocky Mountalns, and
shipped in Jugs to the cities. When
gl free in A house the whole atmoa-
phore will speedily be changed into the
bracing ¢zone of the mountalns,

The simplest and yet the most ime
presslve experiment which Mr, Triples
performa (8 with a common tin tea
kettle, Fillllng this with liguid air, he
holds the cover down firmly, while ft
gputters furiously, and the vapor rushs
of the nuse with greater fores
than steam over a hot fire, “What is
the force of stenm compared with the
power confined in this tea kettle! says
the invenior enthusiastically. “Here is
a power for another Watts to harness
and run the machinery of the world
without a spark of flame or artificlal
heat."

This brings the inventor up to the
polnt where he grows most enthusiase
tle. He says that up to 10 pounds
pressure steam ylelds but one pound of
power for each degree of heat used In
producing It,. With lquid air ninetesn
pounds of power is produced for each
degree of heat used in making it. I8
works ns effectively at 300 degrees bee
low zerv as does steam at 300 degress
above zero. Mr. Tripler says that this
proves that lquid alr is twenty times
more powerful than steam.

While the Inventor is as onthulhls
as a boy over the vast possibilities
his dlscovery, he Ia working on consers
vative lines. His plan Is to perfect In
a few weeks a small refrigerating ma-
chine for cold storage houses. This
will be charged with liquld alr the same
as the present freezing apparatus s
charged with ammonia

When this system s perfecied so ap
to take the place of ammonia machines
Mr, Tripler Intends to bulld a plant

| suMclently large to supply the demand

for Hauid alr In quantities for sclentifis
e ather user. Thus far he has given
Bis product away as freely as floe




