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TALMAGE'S SERMON,

HE GIVES A TALK PARTICULAR-
LY TO YOUNG MEN.

Love of Home—Indu.trions Habits—A
High ldeal of Life—Respect for the
Babbath—The Christian Religiomn—A
Turning Poiat.

The Bon of David,

In his sermon last Bunday Rev. Dr,
Talunsge, preachiog to the usoal erowded
aundience, ook up a subject of universal
Imtereat to young men. His text was
selected from 11 Samuel, xviil, 29, “Is
the young man Absalom safe?”

The heart of David, the father, was
wrapped up in his boy Absalom. He was
a8 splendid boy, judged by the rules of
worldly criticism. From the crown of his
head to the sole of his foot there was not
a single blemiah. The Rible ways that he
had such a Inxuriant shock of hair that
when once & year it was shorn what waa
rut off weighed over three pounds. Buot,
notwihstanding all his brillianey of up-
pearance, he was a bad bay and broke his
father's heart. o was plotting to get the
throne of larnel. He had marshaled an
army to overthrow his father's govern-
ment. The day of battle had coma. The
conflict was hegun. Darvid, the father, sat
between the gates of the palace waiting
for the tidings of the conflict. Oh, how
rapidly his heart beat with emotion! Two
great guestions wers to be decided—ihe
mafety of his boy and the continuance of
the throne of Tarnel. After awhile n ser-
vant, standing on the top of the house,
Jooks off and sees some one running. He
s coming with great speed, and the man
om top of the houss announces the coming
of the messenger, and the father warches
and waits, and an soon ae the meascnger
frem the field of battle comes within bail-
ln, distance the father cries out.

8 it a question in regard to the estab-
liahment of his throne? Does he say:
“Huave the armies of larael been victo-
riona? Am 1 to continue In my imperiul
nuthority? Have I overthrown my ene
miea?" Oh, no! There Is one question
that springs from his heart to the lip and
wprings from the lip into the ear of the be-
rweated and bedusted messenger fiying
frem the battlefield—the question, “Is the
young man Absalom safe?' When it wus
told to David, the king, that, though his
armles had been victorious, his son had
been slain, the father turned his back up-
on the congratulations of the nation and
went up the stairs of his palace, his heart
breaking sa he went, wringing his hands
sometimes and then again pressing them
aguinst his temples an though he would
press them in, erying: “0O Absalom, my
son, my son! Wonld God I had died for
thee, O Absalom, my son, my non!”

Ie Abeslom Bafe?

My friends, the question which David
the king, anked In regard to his son {8 the
question that resounds to-day In the
hearts of hundreds of parents. Yea, there
ars a great multitnde of young men who
know that the question of the text is ap-
propriate when asked In regard to them.
Tbey know the temptations by which
they are surrounded; they see so many
who started life with as good resoclutions
as they have who have fallen in the path,
and they are ready to hear me ask the
question of my text, "Ia the young man
Absalom safe?' The fact ja that this life
is full of peril. He who undertakes it
without the grace of (God and a proper
understanding of the conflict into which
he is going must certalnly be defeated.
Just look off upon society to-day. look at
the shipwreck of men for whom fair
things were promised, and who started
life with every advantage. Look at those
who have dropped from high soeial poni-
tion, and from great fortune, disgraced
for time, dingraced for oteruity., All who
sacrifice their integrity come to overthrow,
Take & dishonest dollar and bury it in
the center of the earth and keep nll the
rocks of the mountain on top of it; then
caver these rocks with all the diamonds nf
Goleonda, and all the sllver of Nevada,
and all the gold of Californla and Austra-
lia, and put on top of these all banking
and moneyed Institutions, and they can-
not keep down that one dishonest dollar.
That ons dishonest dollar in the center
of the earth will begin to heave and rock
and apturn iteelf until It comes to the
resurrection of damnation. "As tha part-
ridge sitteth on eggs and hatchoth them
not, 80 he that getteth riches, and not by
right, ahall leave them In the midat of his
days, and at his end shall be a fool."

A Bafegnard.

Now, what are the safeguards of young
men? The first safeguard of which 1
want to speak is & luve of home, There
nre those who have no idex of the plean-
ures that concentrate around that word
“home." Perhaps your early abode was
shadowed wih vice or poverty. Harsh
words and petulance and scowling may
have destroyed all the sanctity of that
spot. love, kindness and self-sacrifice,
which have bullt their altars in so many
nbodes, were strangers In your father's
house, (lod pity you, young man. You
never had a home, Hut a multitude in
this andience can look back to & apot thit
they can never forgel. It may have been
a lowly roof, but you eannot think of It
wow without a dash of emotion. You have
seen nothing on earth that so atirred your
soul. A stranger passing along that place
might see nothing remarkable about it,
bt oh! how much it means to you, Fres-
co on palace wall does not mean so mnch
te you aa those rough hewn rafters. Parks
nnd bowers and trees at fashlonable
watering place or country seat do not
mear oo much to you as that brook that
ran in front of the plain farmbouse and
singing under the weeping willows. The
barred gateway swung open by porter in
full dress does not mean as much to you s
that owing gete, your sister on one side of

Bhe, gone fif-
teen years ago into glory! That scene
coming hu.:.ln you to-day as you swept

There is only one word in all the language
that can convey your idea of that place,
and that word is “bome.”

Now, let me say that I never knew a
man who was faithful to his early and
adopted home who was given over at the
same time to any gross form of wicked-
ness. If you find moure enjoyment ln the
clubroom, in the literary soclety, in the
art salon, than you do in these unpretend-
ing home pleasures, you are on the road to
ruin. Though you may be cut off from
your early associates, and though you may
be separated from all your kindred, young
man, is thers not & room somewhere that
you can call your own? Though it be the
fourth story of = third-class boarding
house, into that room gather books, pic-
tures and & bharp. Haong your mether's
portrait over the mantel. Bid unholy
mirth stand back from that threshold.
Consecrate some spot in that room with
the knee of prayer. By the memory of
other days, a father's counsel, &8 mother's
love and & aister's confidence, eall it home.

A Prime Virtue,

Another sufeguard for these young men
In industrious habit. There ure a great
many people trying to make their way
through the world with their wits inatead
of by honest toil. There in & young man
who comes from the country to the city.
He faile twice before he Is an old an his
futher was when he first saw the spires
of the great town. He in seated in his
room at a rent of $§2,000 a year, waiting
for the banks to declare their dividends
and the stocks to run up. After awhile
he gets Impatient. He tries to improve
hin penmauship by making copy plates
of other merchanta' signatures! Never
mind—all |s right in business. After
awhile he has hin estate. Now s the time
for him to retire to the country, amid
the fiocks and the herds, to culture and
domestie virtue.

Now the young men who were his
schoolmates In boyhood will come, and
with their ox teams draw him logs, and
with their hard hands will help to heave
up the castle, That is no fancy sketch.
It s everyday life. I should not wonder
if there wern a rotten beam In that palace.
1 mhould wot wonder If Gogd should amite
him with dire sicknesses and pour into his
cup & bitter draft that will thrill him with
unbsarnble agony. 1 shoull not wonder
if that man's children grew up to be to
him a disgrace, and to make his life a
shame. | should not wonder If that man
died a dishonorable death and were thm-
bled into & dishonorable grave, and then
weont into the gnashing of teeth, The way
of the ungodly shall perish.

Oh, young man, you must have lndus-
try of head or hand or foot or perish! Do
not have the idea that you can get along
in the world by genlus. The curse of this
country to-day is genluses—men with large
self-conceit and nothing else. The man
who proposes to make his living by his
wits probably has not any. 1 should
rather be an ox, plain and plodding and
useful, than to be an eagle, high fying
and good for mothing but to pick out the
eyes of carcasses, Even in the garden of
Eden it was not aafe for Adam to be |dle,
80 GGod made him a horticulturist, and If
the married pair had kept busy dressidg
the vines they would not have been saun-
tering under the tree, hankering after
fruit that rulned them and their posterity!
Proof positive of the fact that when pen-
ple do not attend to their business they
get into mischief. “Go to the ant, thon
sluggard, Consider her ways and be
wine, which, having no overseer or guide,
provideth her food in the summer and
gathersth her meat In the harvest”
Batan is a roaring lion, and you can never
destroy him by gun or piatol or aword.
The weapons with which you are to beat
him back are pen and type and hammer
and adee and saw and pickax and yard.
stick and the weapon of honest toil, Work,
work or die.

A High Tdeal.

Another safeguard thut I want to pre.
sent to young men is a high ideal of life.
Botmetimes soldiers going into battle shoot
into the ground instead of into the hearts
of their enemles. They are apt to take
alm too low, and it In very often that the
captain, going into confiict with his men,
will cry out, “Now, men, alm high!” The
fact in that in life a great many men take
no aim at all. The artist plans out his
entire thought before ha puts It npon can-
vas, before he takes up the crayon or the
chisel. An architect thinks out the entire
bullding before the workmen begin, Al
though everything may seein to be unor-
ganized, that architect has in his mind
every Corinthian column, every Gothle
arch, every Hyzantine capital. A poat
thinks out the entire plot of his poem be-
fore he begins to chime the cantos of
tinkling rhythms. And yet thers are a
great many men who start the important
structure of life without knowing wheth-
er it i going to be a rude Tartar's bhut
or a Ni. Mark's eathedral, and begin to
write out the intricate poem of their life
without knowing whether it ls to be n
Homer's “Odyssey’ orarthymester's boteh,
Out of 1,000, 800 have no life plot. Boot-
ed and spurred and caparisoned, they
hasten amlong, and I run out and say:
“Hallo, man! Whither awny?" “No-
where!”" they aay. 0O young man, make
every day's duty a Glling up of the great
life plot.  Alas, that there shouldl be on
this wea of life so many ships 1hat seem
bound for no port!  They are swept every
whither by wind and wave, up by the
mountaine and down by the valleys. They
snil with no chart. They gax on no
star. They long for no harbor. O younyg
man, have a high ideal and pross to it,
and it will be & mighty safeguard. There
never were grander opportunities open-
ing before young men than are opening
now. Young men of the strong arm, and
of the stout heart, and of the boundiog
step, I marshal you to-day for a great
achlievement.

Reapect for Bunday.

Another safeguand s & respect for the
Sabbath., Tell me how & young man
spends his Habbath and 1 will tell you
what are his prospects in business, and |
will tell you what are hia prospects for
the eternal world. (iod bhas thrust into
our buay life a sacred day when we are to
look after our mouls. Is

menta] bealth. Ask those aged wen, and
they will tell you they pever knew men
who coutinuoualy broke the Babbath who
did not fall in mind, body or moral prin-
ciple, A maoufacturer gave this as his
experience. He said: “I owned a factory
on the Lehigh. Everything prospered. 1
kept the Babbath, and everything went on
well. But one Habbath morning I be-
thought myself of a new shuttle, and [
thought I would Invent that shuttle before
sunset, and [ refused all food and drink
until I had completed that sbuttle. By
sundown | had completed it. The next
day, Monday, I showed to my workmen
and friends this new shuttle. They all
congratulated me on my great success, |
put that shuttle into play. [ enlarged my
business, but, sir, that Bunday's work cost
me §30,000. From that day everything
went wrong. | failed io business, and !
lost my mill” Oh, my friends, keep the
Lord's duy., You may think it old fogy
advice, but | give It to you now: *
member the Sabbath duy and keep It
boly. Bix days shalt thou labor and do all
thy work, but the seventh in the Babbath
of the Lord thy God. [In it thou shalt not
do any work.” A man ssid that he would
prove that all this was a'fallacy, and wo
he sald, I shall raise & Bunday crop.”
And he plowed the field on the Sabhath,
and then be put in the seed on the Hab-
bath, and he ctltured the ground on the
Habbath. When the harvest was ripe, he
reaped it on the Babbath, and he carried
it into the mow on the S8abbath, and then
he stood out defiant to his Christisn
neighbora and said, “There, that is my
Sunday crop, and it is all garnersd.”
After awhile a storm came up, and a great
darkness, und the lightnings of heaven
struck the barn and away went hisx Bun-
duy crop,
The Crowning Virtue.

There is another safeguard that I want
to present. | have saved it until the last
becaune I want it to be the more emphatie.
The great safeguard of every young man
is the Christian religion. Nothing can
take the place of it. You may have grace-
fulness enough to put to the blush Lord
Chosterflold, you may have foreign lan-
guagen dropping from your tongue, you
may discuss laws and literature, you may
have & pen of unegualed polish and power,
you may have so much business tact that
you can get the largest salary in m bank-
Ing houss, you may be as sharp aa Herod
and as strong as Samson and with as long
locks ms thoss which hung Absalom, and
yot you have no safety ngainst tempta-
tion. Bome of you look forward to life
with great despondency, I know it. I ses
It In your faces from time to time. You
say, “All the occupations and profes-
sions are full, and there's no chance for
me.” O young man, cheer up. 1 will tell
you how you can make your fortune. Beek
first the kingdom of God and his right-
sonaness, and all othar things will be
added. [ know you do not want to be
mean In this matter. You will not drink
the brimming cup of life and then pour
the dregs on (iod's altar. To & generous
Barior you will net act like that; you have
not the heart to act like that. That Is not
manly. That Is not honorable. That Is
not brave. Your great want ls a new
heart, and in the name of the Lord Jesus
Chrint I tell you so to-day, and the blessed
Rpirit presses through the solemnities of
this hour to put the cup of life to your
thirsty lips. Oh! thrust it not back,
Merey pressnts It—bleeding mercy, long
suffering mercy. Despise all other friend-
ships, prove recreant to all other bar-
gaing, but desplse (iod's love for your
dying soul—do not do thet. There comes
& crinis In & man's life, and the trouble is
he doss not know it In the crials, 1 got a
letter in which a man says to me:

“1 start out now to preach the gowspel of
righteountess and temperance to the peo-
ple. Do you remember me? I am the
man who appeared at the close of the wer-
viee when you wern worshipping in the
chapel after you eame from Philadelphia.
Do you remember at the closs of the ser-
vice a man coming up to you all a-tremble
with conviction, and erying out for mercy,
and telling you he had a very bad busi-
ness, and he thought he would change i1?
That was the tarning point in my history.
| gave up my bad buminess, 1 gave my
heart to (God, and the desire to serve liim
has grown upon me all these yenrs, until
now woe is unto me if 1 preach not the
gospel.”

A Turning Point.

That Bundsy night was the turning
point of that young man's history. This
very Babbath hour will be the turning
poiat In the history of & hundred young
men in his house. God help ne. [ onee
stood on an anniversary platform with a
elergyman, who told this marvelons story
He said:

“Thirty years ago two young men start
od out to attend Park Theater, New York,
to see & play which made religion ridleu-
lous and hypocritical. They had been
hrought up In Christinn families. They
started for the theater to see that vile
play, and their early convictiona came
back upon them. They felt it was not
right to go, but still they went. One of
the young men stopped nnd started for |
home, but returned and eame up to the
door, but had not the courage to go in. |
He again started for home nod woent
home.  The other young wan went in.
went from ous degree of tempiation o
another, Caught in the whirl of frivolity
and sin, he sank lower and lower. L
lost hin business position; he lost his mor-
aln; be lost hin sonl; he died n dreadful
death, not ane star of mercy shining on it
I ntand before you to-duy.” waid the win
ister, “to thank God that for twenty
years 1 have been permitted to preach the
gospel. 1 am the other young man.”

Oh, you sea that was the turning point
—the one went back, the other went on!
The great roaring world of husineax life
will soon break In upon you, yoting men.
Will the wild wave dash out the impris:
alons of this day as an ocean blllow dashes
letters out of the sund on the beach? You
need something better than this worll
can give you. | beat on your heart, and i
sounds hollow. You want something
great and grand and glorlous to fill it, nnd
here is the religion that can do it (iod
save you!

Arrangements bave been made by
the German mllitary aatborities on
the first Intimation of war te Instantly
convey by rall all the women and chil.
dren in such large towns as Mets and
BStrasburg, as well as smaller places,
lato Germany. .

WRITE HER EVERY DAY.

Oomrade, bave you got & wife?
Write her every day.
Half the joy ls eut her life
ben you are away;
Write her from the speeding car;
Never mind the thump and jar
Whick yuur loving letters mar—
Write her every day.

You are in the stirring world,
Bhe at home wmust stay,
Conscious you are being whirled
Farther yet away.
There she's watching, waiting, list'ning,
With heart beating, with ¢éyes glist'ning,
Quick to eatch the postman's glist'ning—
Write ber every day.

Would you some kind service render,
Hweet attention pay?
Then a loviug letter wend her
Wheu you are away;
Would you all ber home life brighten?
Would you all her sorrows lighten?
Boudwr of aweet affection tighten?
Write ber every day.

And, however fur you wander,
I am sure 'twould pay,
Could you see lier read and ponder
Over what you say;
Have your tablet in your grip,
Fountain pen charged to the tip,
Then don't let the chances slip—
Write her every day.

If you chance to gush a little—
And perbaps you may—

Bhe will grant you full aequittal,
It in uafe to say;

Write her genuine lova letters,

Riveting anew.love's fetters;

These are Cupid's best abetters—
Write her every day.

—~Travelers' Magazine.

 YBONS.”

A rough, brown dog sat at the very
sdge of the tumble-down breakwater.
He was looking steadily seaward. He
was evidently old, and he was scarred
by many fights, but his sunken mouth,
from which he had lost many teeth,
showed that he would not fight again,
rictoriously.

He was gaunt from a life of Inauff-
clent food, but yet he had the air of a
dog who I8 loved,

Bometimes he turned from his gaze
at the sea and glanced behind him at a
chlld who was sitting in & wheelbar.
row a few feet away. Every time he
glanced thus he slightly wagged his
stump of & tall, and the child mmlled, or
she sald 1o & sof! volce:

“Good Boss!"

And then Boss wagged harder; but he
could not glve much attention to his
companion, for his whole heart was
with that bent old woman who was
up to her walst in the water by the out-
ermost ledge. It waa there that the
Irlsh moma grew, and at low tlde the
woman could gather [t. Bhe thrust bher
arm down to the shoulder each time
for ber handful of moss. She was wet,
sodden wet, save for a amall place
across her back.

Bhe had & man's straw hat fastened
by a small rope tightly under her chin.
Her face looked a hundred years old,
It war In truth seventy —old, seamed
and leathery; and it wan a face you
loved to look at,

Every few moments she ralsed her
head and put her dripping hand up over
her eyes an she turned toward the laod;
she was at firnt dazzied by rthe glare of
the water, When she looked up thus
the little girl In the wheelbarrow al-
waya waved her hat; then & dim, beau- |
tiful mmile would come in the faded
eyes,

“It's Jent a doln’ of her lota of good.”
she would say alond. “I'm awful giad
I wheeled her down. 1 wlsh now I'd
brought her down oftener this sum
mer."

Twlce an whe looked shoreward., she
called out shrilly:

“Hows, you tuke care of her; won't
you, Hoss "'

Then Boss pricked up his ears and
shook his tall, and the girl laughed and
sald she guessed whe 'n' Boas could glt
alomg fArst-rate,

“We're use't toit, ain’t we, Boaa ¥

When ahe sald this the dog got up,
eame 1o her slde, gave her a sawift lick
neross the cheek, then hurrled back
and sat down on the edge of the planks
aualn,

Cnee the wornnn ont in the water slip-
ped and fell splashing, and Boss Jnmp-
ed np, whining In a plteous gquaver,
wnd would not e comforted even when
the child sald soothiingly:

“Never mind, old fellow!"

But when the woman foundersd to
her feot agaln and crled “all right!”
the dog sat down. Eiul he frequently
gave a little whine under his bhreath.
He was thinking that this was the first
summer when he had gone ont moss-
ing with hix dearest friend, and he
rould not undersiand why be was o
st and clumay; that be was unahle
to run over the slippery rocks and keep
tlose to her, nosing the mos she pleked
up, poking over lobsters and erabs, and
sealng that nothing happened to her.
Bomething was the matter with hin legs,
and with the whole of bhim, somehow,
and he counld not get over the rocks.
Waa it the same thing ‘hat kept him
from gnawing bones? And be llked
them Just aa well an ever. He notlced
that the young dog who lived down the
road could crack bones without any
trouble. It was all very mysterious.

When he lay In the sun near where
the moss was drying, dosing and anap-
ping at the fiies, he often looked as If

And what did the girl's grandmother
mean only yesterday when ahe had
stroked his head and maid:

“Poor old Boss! You're gittin' old,
jes's I be. 'Twon't be no kind of &
place round this house ‘th out Boss."
He had muszsled his bead under her
hand when she had spoken thus, but
he didn't understand.

How pleasant this bright day was
with its sunny, gentle east wind—a
wind that brought sweet, salt smells
from the ocean.

The child suiffed the bracing odor
and streteched out her hands, smiling
happlly,

To be sure, she couldn’t walk, but
granny wheeled her to the breakwater,
where she could see the moss gathered,

It was a low course of tides. and now
the water had gone far out so thut one
could get to one of the ledges where
the mows grew,

Granny had no boat as most of the
mossers had—there were some boats
now farther along, and MNttle Molly
oould see the men put thelr long-hao-
dled ropes down and draw them up
full. She knew that those men made
more money than her grandmother, but
then, she didn’t know mueh about
money. Some of the neighbors often
sald that they themselves couldn't af-
ford to keep a dog. When they sald
this granny shut her lips tight, and the
first chance whe had she would stroke
the dog's head.

“I guess they don't know much about
a dog," she told Molly, *'n' I guess's
long's we got anything to eat, Bows'll
have some of it; eh, old feller?"’

Molly sank back on her pillow In the
barrow. Khe amused herself by almost
cloging her eyes so that the sed seemed
to come up pearer, and crimple In
sparks of fire. Then she would open
ber lids wide, and the great stretch of
witter would flash blindingly on her
vislon. She played at this for a long
time; and always In front of her was the
dog; she had grown up In the convie
tion that all was well If he was near.

Soon everything grew dellelously dim
and then clear, and the salt smell waa
aweeter, and she was walking over the
hard sand as stralght as anybody, hold-
ing her head up strongly. Bhe did not
know she was asleep. It was real to
her that she was walking.

Buddenly she sat upright In  her
wherlbarrow, clutching the aldes of it.
Boss was not there, Had he barked?
Or had someone called? BShe looked
off 1o the ledge. Bhe saw Boss leaping
frantically over the weedy rocks. He
went as If he were a young dog—he
went like & creature possessed. He
seemed not to {eap, but to iy from one
rock to another, over the still, green
pools.

Molly could see the dog, and be-
yond him, shinlng water, Where was
granny?

The chlld tried to soream, but ahe
felt aa If in & nightinars, and could not
make a sound,

Oh! there was something down be-
tween the rocks on the far side of the
ledge, I{ was there that Boas was go-
ing. And there was the mosser In his
boat, puiting his rake down just as
he had been doing when the child had
gone to wleep, For an Instant she
thought she was dreaming. But Boss
was gone anid yes—there was pome-
thing among the rocks—-I1t was gran-
ny's hat sticking up;: and it did not
noye

Molly tried again to seream, and It
wns s if her heart would hreak In the
trying, Her volee was only & hoarse
kind of & whisper.

Bui there! Hosa has reached his
friend. He tried to pull ber out. He
conld not. Between his attempts he
barked, he howled; nay, he screamed.
Was his heart breaking aleso?

At laxt the mosser ont there held his
rope Just above the water and ganed
towards the shore, listening. The wind
was off the sea and sounds from the
land did not come clearly.

The man saw little Molly Towne on
the breakwater. Had she cried out?
And way that the Towne dog carrying
on #0 on the rocka?

Hous was down by the still igure that
was |ying lo the shallow pool. He was
struggling with I, making frantie ef-
forts to pull it from the water,

Outlined on the breakwater, against
the dazzle of the blue sky, the man
wmaw Molly rise up In her barrow as if
she would walk, and then fall back
ngain.

“Good God!™ he erled, He dropped
the rope Into the water, caught up his
oars and rowed to the ledge. All the
time be rowed he saw Mrs. Towne's
metlonlesg form lyving there, and the
dog trying to help her,

As he stepped out of his boat and
Legan slipping and Jumping over the
rocks, the woman moved and ralsed
her head. He saw her reach out her
hand to the dog; he saw the dog throw
himself down and ek her face eager-
1y.

“That you, Jim Stowell 7" she anked,
“1 gness I've broken my leg. 1 sllpped,
I've mossed (wenty year, 'n' 1 never
alipped to speak of hefore."

Rhe apoke tremblingly, but with pride,
“I w'pose 1 fainted, or something,”

“1'1 git you right Into the boat,” said
Jim Stowell briekiy, “'n' take you
home In no time."

Boas stood close by watching the

he were thinking of all these things

man,
Mra. Towne locked to the shore, mw

the chfld, waved her band and called
cheerily, “all right!"

And Molly shook her handkerehiel
feebly, though she tried to shake It vig
orously.

“] do hope smhe didn't see me fafl*
sald the woman.

It was Dot easy to get ber into the
boat, and she winced and grew pals,
but she helped all she could and mads
no sound.

When she was In at 1ast, Jim took
his oars to go roumd to the sandy
ing. There stood Boss shivering om @
rock. All at once he appeared oldes
than ever; It seemed as If he could
hardly stand.

“Take him, too," sald his mistress.

“No, let him walk.”

“I want you to take him, I tell you,”
almost fiercely, “He's too old 's' stiff
to walk on the rocks."

“Oh!" with a laugh. “You oughter
seen him goin’ after you!"

The man began to row. Tears camae
Into Mri. Towne's eyes. Her volce was
choked,

“You've got to take him," she sald,
“or you needn't take me."”

“Oh, If yon feel like that—"" Jim
lifted the dog into the boat, and Boss
crouched down by his friend, who put
her hand on him. He leaned more snd
more heavily on her; his eyes were fix-
ed on her face.

She had flung up her hand again ta
the child.

Lying there on the wet moss at the
bottom of the boat she could look, withe
ont moving, Into the dog's face. Ha
pressed yet closer.

With & curivualy quick movemesnt she
managed to draw him even nearer,
Bhe bent her head to his head.

“He lays too hard on ye!" sald Jim,
“lemn me pull him away."”

“Dom't touch him!" she eried In &
sharp volce.

The next moment she sald hoarsely:

“He's dend.”"—Marla Loulse Pool, fa
the Chap Book.

Plants Thrive on a Meat Diet.

1t has been proven time and again
that the so-called “cannibal plants,” of
which the Venus fiytrap is the type, are
much more healthy when allowed thele
regular insect food than they are whea
reared under netting or in any other
manner which exciudes them fiem
their regular meat diet. The above Is
an oddity In itself, especially winn we
consider the fact that thers 4s a cortaim
school of botanists which teaches caa-
nibal plants make no use whutever of
the insect prey captured by them, bei
it Is nothing compared with the bold
assertion made by Francls Darwin
That noted scientific gentleman bravely
meets the “vegetarian botanists” with
the assertion that all kinds and clasees
of plants, whether known as “meas
eaters” or not, bear more and heavier
frults and seeds when fed on meat than
those that are not allowed a flesh dlet.
Ile grew two lots, comprising various
varietles of the different common
plants. One lot was regularly fed
(though their roots ef course)
with pure julces compressed from
meat, the other with water and the
various fertilizers. The final figures
on thir odd experiment proved that the
plants which were fed pure meat julce
bore 188 frults of the different kinds,
while the unfed plants of the same
number and original condition bore but
seventy-four. Also that the pampered
plants bore 240 seeds to every 100 borne
by the plants that were not given &
chance to gratify cannibalistic tastes,
This in certainly a discovery worthy of
much careful study and extensive ex-
periment.—8t. Louls Republie,

Another lntarpretation.

What ls commonly called Inspiratioa
may sometimes beé only another name
for concelt. An uneducated young far-
mer presented himself at a Presbyter-
lan eonference and sald he wanted w
be ordained as & preacher. “I alm't
had any great learning,” he said, frank-
iy, “but I reckon 1I'm called to preach.
I've had a vislon three nights running;
that's why I am bere.” *“What was
your vislon?' Inquired one of the eld-
ers.  “Well," sald the young man, *I
dreamt 1 see 2 blg, round ring In the
wky, and In the middle of it were two
prent lotters—P, O, I knew that meant
I'rexbyterian Conference, and hers I
. There was an  uncomfortable
pnuse, which was broken by an elder
who knew the youug man, and was
well acquainted with the poverty of his
family and the neglected condition of
thelr farm, “I have not any gift at
reading vislons," sald the old man,
gravely, as he rose from his seat, “but
I'd Hke to put It to my young friend
whether he doesn't think it possible
thore two letters may have stood for
'Plant Corn'?" This version was final:
Iy aceepted by the applicant.

Forgot Himself. a
Archbiahop Trench was a vietim of
ahwent-mindedness. Dining at home
one evening, he found fanlt with the
fiavor of the soup, Next evening he
dined out at a Iarge dinner-party. For-*
gotting for the moment that be
was not In his own house but a guest,
he observed across the table to Mra
Trench: “This soup Is, my dear, again
a fallure.”

Bacon—Does that young wan whe s
paying attention to yeur daughter
leave at a ssasonable hour at might!?
Rgbert—Yeu; I have no reason te ek
—Yeskers Statesman, ]
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